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    DEDICATION


    


    This book is dedicated to all those affected by addiction.


    If you know someone who needs help, please contact the addiction hotline at 877-449-3618


    


    “Addiction isn't about substance - you aren't addicted to the substance, you are addicted to the alteration of mood that the substance brings.”


    ~Susan Cheever


    


    

  


  


  


  
    PROLOGUE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    My loud ringing phone wakes me, and I startle to a sitting position in bed as I dig around in the dark trying to locate it. The urgency to find it to shut the thing off has me forgetting where I last had it before I fell asleep. The ringing seems to grow louder as it continues, and I let out a cuss as my eyes try to adjust to the darkness. Shoving the covers off my body, I lean over and flip on my bedside lamp. I squint at the bright light as my phone rings one more time, and I see it has fallen onto my pink rug. I fumble out of bed to pick it up before it can ring again, not wanting the noise to wake up my brother and best friend in the other room.


    “Hello?” my voice rasps as I rub my sleepy eyes. I answer without even waiting to take another second to check the caller ID.


    “Took you long enough,” I hear a familiar voice snap on the other end.


    “Dad?” I look over at the clock that sits on my nightstand and have to turn it upright from knocking it over while switching on the light. “Are you okay?” I ask after I see it's three thirty in the morning. I yawn as I realize I have to be up for my first class of the day in three hours.


    “I need you to come bail me out,” comes his clipped voice.


    I let out a puff of air. I should have known ... no one calls me at this time of the morning. “What did you do?” I ask as I lie back down in bed. I close my eyes to shut out the light because I’m too tired to lean over and turn off my lamp.


    “What did I do?” he demands in shock. “How dare you ask me that!” I let out an audible sigh, and he continues. “I’m innocent,” he snaps. “They didn’t belong to me.”


    “What didn’t belong to you?” I ask already knowing what he is going to say.


    “The drugs. I keep telling them they are not mine. That they belong to the guy who let me borrow his car. But they won’t listen to me. I need you to come up here and verify that.”


    “Dad, I don’t think that’s how things work. The cops aren’t just going to take my word,” I say softly. And all they have to do is look up his record; it will prove he’s been in this situation before.


    “You don’t believe me?” He has the nerve to sound offended. “You believe them over me?” he snaps. “I’m your father, Taylor!”


    I let out a puff of air as my chest tightens. “I know, Dad. But it’s never your fault.” I want to believe him. I want to save him. But all he does is run once he gets out. And you don’t hear from him again until he’s once again placed in this situation. It’s a never-ending cycle.


    “I can’t fucking believe this. What would your mother say if she knew you left me in jail?” he demands and then hisses. “Pathetic.”


    Tears start to sting my eyes as he mentions my mother. He always uses her. He knows that it gets to me. I could also throw his words back at him. How would Mom feel if she saw you like this? Throwing your life away?


    My mom was a beautiful person inside and out. She would want him to live his life with his children. Fall in love again. Instead, the day we buried her was the day he buried himself in this dark part of the world. Drugs, alcohol, sex—they are the only things that play a role in his life now and the only things that matter to him. But if I had to be honest with myself, my mother would help him, not make it worse. She would do everything in her power to save him from this life. Not ignore it, as I try to do.


    “Where are you?” I question biting the inside of my cheek.


    “In Pekin, Illinois.”


    “That’s over two hours away,” I whisper, opening my eyes and looking back over at the clock. “I won’t make it back in time for class.” It sometimes takes hours for them to release him once you pay the bail money. I know; I’ve done it several times before. And who knows if I can even afford it. It takes even longer if you have to get a bail bondsman.


    “Taylor,” he growls. “I think I’m more important than some pointless college class.”


    I go to speak, but my bedroom door opens. I see my brother standing in my doorway with heavy blue eyes, and I quickly wipe the tears from my face. “Who are you talking to this late?” he asks through a yawn.


    “Is that Blane?” my father demands. “Let me talk to him,” he huffs.


    I pull the phone from my ear. “It’s Dad,” I say quietly, and his eyes snap open and he straightens his back. “He’s been arrested …”


    He walks across my room and takes the phone from my hand without question. “Dad. What happened?” He sounds like every child should. Worried. It’s not how I feel. Maybe jail is the best place for him because he can’t hurt anyone there. I’d hate for him to be intoxicated or on drugs while driving and hit a family. What would he do if he killed someone? What would we do if he killed himself? We’ve already lost a mom; I don’t wanna lose our dad. But in a way, he’s already gone.


    My dad talks so loud I can hear him retell the story, and I have to give him credit; he has it memorized pretty well.


    When he finishes, my brother nods to himself. “I’m on my way.” He hangs up without question and tosses the phone onto my bed.


    “Blane …” I stand from my bed, pulling my oversized shirt down to cover enough of myself as he goes to walk out. “You can’t just go get him.”


    He spins around and looks down at me; his blue eyes are hard and lips thinned. “I can’t just leave him there. He’s our dad.” Blane is a good guy; he always has been. He’s that big brother who stepped up and played the role of mother and father when our mother passed and our father decided his addiction was more important than his children were. I was only twelve and he was sixteen. He has always been there for me, and for that, I am grateful, but sometimes, his heart is too soft.


    “What if you bail him out and he kills someone next time? That’s on you, Blane.” I lower my eyes to the floor. “Can you live with that?” I know I couldn’t.


    He sighs heavily, running a hand through his dark hair. “I’ll take him straight to a clinic. I’ll get him help.” He sounds so sure of himself that it tears at my heart. We both know that won’t happen.


    When I look back at him, he walks toward me and wraps his arms around me. I bury my head in his chest and hold back the tears that want to fall. “He’s gonna need both of us to help him.” His chest rumbles from his words.


    I nod my head against him not wanting to talk due to the lump in my throat but knowing that he is telling the truth. The truth is that I gave up on my father years ago. But what my brother doesn’t understand is that he has to want to help himself. No one can force him to remain sober. Not even his own children.


    


    


    BLANE


    


    I unwrap my arms from around my sister and turn to walk out of her room when I see her best friend, who happens to be my girlfriend, Savannah, now standing in Taylor’s room. She’s tightening the robe she put on around her as she asks, “Why are you two awake?” She looks at Taylor, and her green eyes widen. “Why are you crying?”


    Taylor quickly wipes the tears from her face. I hate that our father makes her feel helpless. I know she wants to help him, and yet, she feels as if it’s a lost cause. But I won’t let her give up on him. I just keep hoping that this time will be the last. He’ll see her and that light he used to have will come back. The one he used to have when he would look at our mother. I’m not sure it’s possible, but I have to keep trying.


    “I’m fine,” Taylor says with a soft smile. Her long brown hair is a mess, and her blue eyes are bloodshot.


    I walk up to Savannah and place my hands on her shoulders. Her sleepy green eyes look up at me, and her light brown brows pull together. “I have to leave,” I tell her, and she frowns.


    “It’s three thirty in the morning.” She looks around Taylor’s bedroom as if confused. “Where are you going?”


    “My dad called.” Her eyes widen. “He’s up in Pekin. I have to go bail him out.”


    She pulls away from me and starts to walk out of Taylor’s room. “I can be ready to go in ten minutes,” she throws over her shoulder, now fully awake as she walks quickly down the hallway back to our room to throw some clothes on.


    I follow her out into the hall and pull her to a stop. “You’re not going with me.”


    She opens up her mouth to argue, but I speak first. “You’re not going. I don’t need you to go with me.” I slide my eyes over to Taylor’s room. “But she needs you.” I’m a big boy; I can go get my dad without help. But leaving Taylor here alone for hours and only her thoughts is not a good idea. There’s no telling what our father said to her. He always likes to bring up our mother because he knows it’s her weakness. When it comes to our mother, my father only tells her what he feels will benefit him when in need. “She needs you,” I whisper, running my hand through her soft blond hair. She nods her head.


    Lifting up on her tiptoes, she gives me a soft kiss on my lips. “Be careful,” she whispers, and I nod my head.


    “Always.”


    


    


    CASE


    


    I throw my head back and let out a moan as I push my hard cock to the back of the redhead’s throat. The sound of gagging makes me smile. “Fucking take it,” I growl as I move my hips back and then forward again. She whimpers as her body gives a little shake, and I can’t help but chuckle. Call me a bastard all you want. But every man wishes for this—a woman to fulfill his deepest, darkest, depraved fantasy. Rachel is that bitch for me. And my best friend, Brecken.


    I look over her back and ass, slick with sweat, as she lies bent over my desk. My best friend and business partner, Brecken, stands naked behind her. His hands are on her hips as he stares down at her pussy, breathing heavy while he fucks her with a roughness that has her moaning around my cock. She loves this. When we take her at the same time. When we treat her like our own personal slut.


    “Jesus Christ, you’re so fucking wet.” Brecken hisses between clenched teeth. “Like it when he tells you to fucking take his cock?” He slams into her pussy. “Especially when I fucking take your pussy?” Even when she can’t answer, he still likes to ask her questions.


    She lifts her hands from my desk and places them on my naked thighs. I hiss in a breath as she digs her nails into my skin. She’s pulling me toward her as close as possible, which is her way of begging me to fuck her mouth harder. Who am I not to comply? Removing my hands from my desk, I wrap them in her bright red hair and quicken my pace.


    “Fuck, baby.” Brecken growls, knowing that she wants it harder. It can never be hard enough for her. She tightens her lips around my cock to the point it feels like a vise. I don’t think I could get any harder than I am right now, but her mouth proves me wrong.


    I can tell by her body that she is about to come. The muscles in her back tighten, and she tries to pull her mouth free from my cock. She likes to scream when she comes. She releases my ass and places her hands flat on my desk in an attempt to get leverage to push herself up. But Brecken reaches out and grabs her wrists. Pulling them behind her back, he holds them tightly. “Oh no, baby,” he growls, the muscles in his chest and stomach flex. “You wanna come? You’ll come while both of our cocks are in you,” he demands.


    My dick vibrates from what I guess is a throaty moan and I feel it down in my balls. I speak through clenched teeth. “Fuck, I love when you moan while I fuck your mouth.”


    I tighten my hands in her hair and continue my harsh treatment of her mouth. She opens her throat for me to push my hard cock as far as it can fucking go. Needing more than what she’s already giving me. Every time I reach the back of her throat, I hiss in a breath at how fucking good it feels. How hot and tight it is. A few moments later, her body starts to shake and her lips go slack on my cock as she tries to scream, but I don’t stop to allow it. It feels too good. She feels too good. I can’t pull out now. I’m a selfish son of a bitch.


    “That’s it, baby.” Brecken slaps her ass hard with his free hand, the sound bouncing off the walls in my office. “Come for us.” He does it again, and this time her body jerks, rattling the desk more than it already is. But with Brecken restraining her hands behind her back and me holding her hair, she can’t go anywhere. She’s completely at our mercy. Our little whore.


    “You’re such a naughty little slut.” I look down at my hard cock working in and out of her mouth. “And you fucking love it,” I say between clenched teeth. Those words do her in, and she comes and she comes hard. Her body fights us as she withers before us, spread out over my desk. This isn’t the first time we’ve taken her this way, and I pray it isn’t our last. She’s too fun to fuck.


    Before she is even finished with her orgasm, I pick up the pace as my balls start to tighten. “I’m gonna come ...” I grind out, knowing that Brecken is close as well.


    We’ve done this enough to have it down to a science. We know exactly what the other needs in order to get off. Once she gets off, we’re not far behind her.


    I close my eyes and I fuck her mouth with so much force her throat will feel raw for the next couple of days. That thought has me smiling. Moans of pleasure and whimpers of pain come from her, but that doesn’t slow either one of us down. She got what she wanted; now, it’s our turn.


    “Fuuuuccckkk!” Brecken cries out as he leans over her body, pressing her harder into the desk. He comes with his chest on top of her back, still holding her hands in place as he thrusts one last time. As soon as he’s done, he pulls off her and falls into the chair behind him. He’s breathing heavily, and his body is drenched with sweat. He looks down and removes his condom. After tossing it to the floor, he begins to stroke his somewhat hard cock while he watches me fuck her mouth. He likes to watch. We both do. He’s just as fucked up as I am.


    The only warning she has when I come is my body jerking. It’s all I can do to breathe, let alone give her a verbal warning. I feel her swallow, and I can’t help but moan at how good it feels as she continues to suck every drop from me. It’s as if she’s draining all my energy out of me. As if she needs it to survive. “Shit,” I hiss through clenched teeth. Even after we use her, she still has the strength to finish the job. She’s such a fucking pro.


    As I pull out of her mouth, her tongue darts out to lick what she missed. I release her hair and take a stumbling step back from her, as my legs are unable to hold me up. She gasps for breath as her head falls, hanging over my desk.


    I fall to my knees before her; placing my hand under her chin, I lift her head to look at me. Pushing her bright red hair from her face, her dark brown eyes are heavy, her lips are swollen, and her makeup smeared. She still looks beautiful. “Such a good girl,” I whisper as I brush my lips against hers. She closes her heavy eyes and lets out a whimper as her body continues to tremble.


    I kiss her. Soft and slow at first. She opens her lips, and I deepen the kiss. She doesn’t kiss back, but she doesn’t need to. I just wanted to taste myself on her tongue.


    I pull away, stand up, and then fall back into my office chair. Brecken stands from his chair and lifts her up from my desk. He sits back down in the chair across from me, cradling her in his lap. Her head falls to his chest, and she wraps her arms around his neck as he softly runs his hand down her side.


    “Fuck. You are amazing, baby,” he whispers as he leans down to kiss her.


    My heart pounds in my chest, and I’m still trying to catch my breath when I hear my cell phone ring. Picking my pants up off the floor, I dig around in my pocket to find the key to the top drawer of my desk. Once I open it and move the little baggie of cocaine and my loaded gun out of the way, I pick up the phone.


    “Hello?” I ask, still trying to catch my breath. I look up to see Brecken’s hand is no longer rubbing her side but is now between her legs as they dangle over the armrest of the chair. His lips are on hers, and he’s kissing her deeply as she lies there spent in his arms. I watch his hand move between her parted legs, and I know he’s now finger fucking her. He can’t get enough of her. And I can understand why. This is when she is most compliant—when she wants to be treated like a slut. Any other time, she’s just, well, Rachel—a pain in our asses.


    I stand, needing a different view while I take this phone call. I turn to face the floor-to-ceiling window as I look down at the nightclub. We’ve been closed for hours now, so it’s just us in the building.


    “Is this Cason?” a man’s voice asks on the other end of the phone.


    “Yes.” I clear my throat when I hear Rachel cry out behind me. “But call me Case. What can I do for you?” I ask quickly, wanting to cut this conversation short since it sounds like they’ve started round two behind me. “Who is this?” I ask only half caring.


    “My name is Blane. Blane Williams.” The name doesn’t sound familiar, but I didn’t expect it would. But whoever he is, I know it’s gonna be an important phone call. No one calls this number unless they have something big for me. “And I have an offer for you …”


    


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER ONE


    Three months later


    


    BLANE


    


    I shut off my headlights as I pull into the empty and dark parking lot on this hot night in Chicago. I sit in the car as I take a deep breath. You can do this! I remind myself. This is what you signed up for. You said you could deliver, and now, you gotta prove yourself.


    Wiping my sweaty palms on my jeans, I unlock the door and get out. I look around at this part of Chicago. It looks deserted, but I know better. Things lurk in the shadows out here. This is where the illegal exchanges go down. This is where one mistake can cost you your life. No pressure.


    I jump when I hear my phone ringing. My hands tremble and my heart races as I try to dig it out. I quickly silence the phone to quiet the alert. I then place it on vibrate to prevent any further noise before I read the message that Savannah sent me.


    


    Do we have plans tonight?


    


    I ignore it and place it back in my pocket. Right now, the only thing I can focus on is being out in the worse part of Chicago this time of night. And I don’t need to make plans if I don’t survive what I’m about to do.


    I look up when I see two shadows coming toward me from the other side of the parking lot. This has to be them, right? Case had said to make sure I wasn’t late. And if the clock on my phone is correct, I’m ten minutes early. I take one last deep breath and start to walk to them.


    What am I gonna say?


    God, I’ve never been so fucking nervous in all my life.


    They’re getting closer, and I take a second to look around and make sure there are no cops. That’s the last thing I want to happen. I’d hate to have to call my sister, Taylor, to come bail me out. She would kick my ass as she cried. I don’t wanna do that to her. I don’t want to be like our father. Who am I kidding? I already am!


    “Are you Blane?”


    I straighten my back as I turn to face the two men who are now just a few steps from me. “Yes, I am.” I clear my throat as if I have to cough, when it’s really to clear the squeakiness from my throat.


    They come to a stop in front of me and just stare. My heart pounds in my chest as they look me up and down. Assessing me. Probably trying to calculate how to take me down if I fuck this up. Should I tell them I’m not carrying a weapon? Would that put them on alert?


    Instead of saying anything, I do what they seem to be doing. Just stare. One man looks pretty clean-cut. I wouldn’t think twice about his lifestyle if I were to pass him on the street. He wouldn’t look like some big known drug dealer in the state of Illinois. His black jeans and white t-shirt doesn’t scream look at me; I spend my days getting high. Whereas the other guy, he looks homeless. His ripped jeans are beyond repair; I don’t think they are the kind that you spend a hundred and fifty dollars on at the store to look that way. Even in the dark night, I can tell his black t-shirt has stains, and he reeks of bourbon and tobacco. And the snake tattoo that is wrapped around his neck looks like it is going to jump out at me. Case told me what they would look like, but he never mentioned a tattoo …


    “Are you Cricket?” I ask stupidly. I mean hell, of course, he is. If he weren't, he wouldn’t have known my name. Maybe Case just forgot to tell me that part.


    “Cricket sent me,” the one with the neck tattoo answers.


    Shit! This is not what was set up. Where in the hell is Cricket? Okay, think. It’s not your fault that Cricket didn’t show. Just make the deal and get the hell out of here.


    I shuffle from foot to foot as I feel sweat bead on my forehead. I’ve never felt like more of a pussy than I do right now. I shouldn’t even be allowed to have a set of balls.


    “Got the cash?” he asks.


    “Oh, yes.” I start to dig into my pocket for the hundred-dollar bill.


    I reach my shaking hand out and place the bill in his hand.


    He looks down at my hands and then back up at me. “Nervous?” That one word has me on high alert. I take a quick look around. Now, I’m hoping that we’re not alone. If someone is watching, they’ll see me get shot and call for help, right?


    “Uh, no. Not at all,” I ramble. He cocks a dark eyebrow in question.


    I wrap my arms around myself. “I just … uh, it’s been so long …” I say. “I need it real bad,” I add quickly. What the fuck? I think I’m about to have a heart attack, my heart is pounding so hard in my chest.


    After a few long seconds, he places a clear baggie in my hand. I quickly count ten pills. “That won’t last you long,” he informs me, and I shove it into my pocket. Fuck! Just breathe.


    “You know how to get in touch with me if you need more.” And with that, they turn around and walk back off into the darkness.


    I run to my vehicle, get in my car, and lock the doors. I pull my phone out of my pocket and dial a number, not wanting to wait another second. I need to get rid of this shit as instructed. I pull away from the curb as it starts to ring.


    “Did you get it?” Case demands, not even bothering with a hello.


    “Yes,” I respond as I look into my rearview mirror. There’s a reason people come over here in order to pick up their drugs, and it’s because the cops stay away. But that doesn’t make me any less worried about being caught with drugs on me.


    As I wait for my directions, I listen to the music coming from the other side of the phone in the background. Case and his best friend, Brecken, own the biggest nightclub here in Chicago. It’s known for illegal activity. But that’s to be expected when the owners are the drug dealers of Chicago.


    “How soon can you be here?” he asks after a long second.


    “You give me a time and I’ll be there.” I check my rearview mirror again. Still clear.


    “An hour.” And with that, he hangs up. I toss my phone over into the passenger seat and let out a long breath.


    I loosen my shoulders and stretch my tense neck as I tilt it from side to side. Then I lift one hand to unbutton the top two buttons of my shirt because I need to breathe. I actually let out a laugh as I shake my head. I can’t believe I just did that and actually survived. Now that I’m in the clear, I start to feel the rush, the adrenaline running through my veins, and it feels good. I laugh at how nervous I was over nothing. There was nothing to it.


    I get out of the car still laughing and smiling when I walk into the house I share with the girls.


    Savannah jumps up from the couch with a frown on her face as I walk into the living room. “I texted you earlier.”


    I smile down at her as I pull her into me, enjoying her scent. It’s fresh and relaxes me even more. “Sorry, my phoned died,” I lie.


    She runs her hands up my back. “Where have you been?”


    “I had to work late.” Another lie.


    “Well, you’re home now.” She leans up on her tiptoes to kiss me, but I pull away. I don’t have time to give her what she wants right now. I need a shower. For some reason, meeting with those two guys makes me feel dirty. And then I gotta get to the club.


    “I gotta get ready,” I say pulling away from her.


    “For what? You just got home,” she huffs.


    “I’m meeting Dillon out tonight,” I say lying once again. God, is this gonna be my life from now on? Nothing but lies?


    “Oh, I’ll start getting ready too,” she says sounding happy about a night out.


    I spin around in the hallway and look down at her. “He wants to have a guys’ night.”


    Her big green eyes narrow on me, and she tosses her blond hair over her shoulder. “I know you don’t expect me to stay at home while you go out with Dillon? He is the biggest whore of a friend you have,” she declares, and I hate that I have to agree with her. Why didn’t I pick a different friend? Hell, I could have just made one up.


    “But you trust me,” I remind her with a smile.


    She snorts. “You’re not going out without me,” she states before she spins around and heads off down the hallway to our room.


    I let out a sigh of frustration, the tension returning to my body. Now, what the fuck am I gonna do?


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Wake up.”


    I sit straight up, looking around frantically when I hear my bedroom door bang against the wall. I fall back down to the bed and close my eyes when I see it’s just Savannah being more dramatic than usual as she storms into my room.


    “Go away,” I mumble; wanting her to leave me alone so that I can finish my nap. Today was a very long day for me. I had finals, and when I got home, all I wanted to do was catch up on all the sleep I had lost while studying the last few weeks.


    “No. We’re going out. Get up.”


    Her cheerful tone annoys me. “I don’t wanna go out tonight,” I say as I roll onto my stomach. I grab the pillow and cover the back of my head to drown out the light that she rudely switched on.


    I squeal as she slaps my ass over my jeans, since I fell asleep still dressed. Hard enough for me to hiss in a breath as I try to rub the sting out of it. “Get up and get ready. I need a night out, and you deserve a night out.”


    “You’re wrong. You just wanna get laid,” I mumble.


    She winks at me with a naughty smile playing on her Barbie doll face. “I don’t need to go out to get a piece of ass.”


    I almost vomit at the reminder that she is sleeping with my brother, and she laughs at me as she watches me shiver from that thought. Gross!


    I shove the pillow off the bed and look out my bedroom window. How long have I been asleep? It’s dark outside. I look over at Savannah. She has her blond hair down, and I can tell she’s straightened it. She’s done her makeup as well. Glancing at my phone on the bed next to me, I see that it’s ten. “It’s too late to go out,” I say happily. “By the time I get up, get ready, and we get there … It’ll be closing.” I smile inwardly at that thought. I sure as hell don’t wanna get up and get ready for nothing. I had a date with my bed tonight. Maybe a little Netflix and some Ben and Jerry’s.


    She places her hand on her hip, and the six silver bangles around her wrist clink together. “I swear I don’t know how you have survived three years of college.” She sighs heavily. “This is when everyone goes out. If you get there early, you look desperate,” she says in her duh voice. As if it’s common knowledge to show up late to a club. “This is the perfect time.”


    “You guys go.” I lie back down. “I’m going to stay here and sleep.” I pull the covers up and over my head. “Don’t wake me when your drunk asses stumble in,” I inform her with a soft laugh. Their drunk sex is the worst. I swear the neighbors can hear them. And no amount of pillows can drown out the sounds.


    She rips the covers off me and throws them to the floor. I growl in protest. “You need a social life. Now, get your ass up.”


    She walks out of my room, and I holler after her. “You forgot to turn the light off.”


    “Get your ass up, Tay!” she yells back.


    I sigh as I look up at my ceiling. I haven’t been out in months. My brother, Blane, and Savannah go out all the time, and I don’t know how they do it. Work all day and then party all night long. I need my sleep. I can’t seem to function without it.


    But it could give me some time alone with my brother. I never see him anymore. He hasn’t been the same since he came back from Pekin without my father a few months ago. Just as I had expected, they wouldn’t let him out on bail. I can tell it bothers my brother that he’s still in there. He needs to realize that he doesn’t owe him anything.


    I guess a night out wouldn’t be the worst thing to happen. I’ve done nothing but schoolwork for the last month. I crammed day and night for my finals. Now, I have three free months of relaxation before I start my senior year in college.


    “Sis?” I sit up when my brother pops his head into my room. His dark brown shaggy hair is still wet from his shower. And a towel hangs low on his hips. I place my hand over my eyes. “Can you please get dressed before you enter my room?” I beg of him. Ever since the first time he and Savannah hooked up, about six months ago, he feels like he doesn’t have to wear clothes around the house. The worst was when I came home from school early one day and they were having sex on our couch while on their lunch break. I haven’t been able to sit in that spot since then, or look at him the same. I have to admit that having to hear it is much less traumatizing than having to see it.


    “What?” He sounds offended that I asked him to put on pants and a shirt before he speaks to me.


    I uncover my face and narrow my eyes at his, refusing to look anywhere else. “Brothers and sisters should never live together,” I say with a sigh.


    He gives me a grin. The one all the ladies love. It doesn’t work on me, but that doesn’t mean he doesn’t try. “You need to get dressed. We’re leaving here in thirty.”


    “I can’t be ready in thirty minutes,” I say happily. “You’ll have to go without me.”


    He ignores me. “I’ll give you thirty-five.” He snaps his fingers. “Hurry up,” he orders as he pushes off my door and walks away. “I can’t be late,” he mumbles, but I still hear him. Late for what?


    Savannah walks back into my room. I give up the fight when I see the makeup bag in one hand and a comb and hairspray in the other. “Now, what do you plan on wearing?” she asks giving me her I won smile.


    “Does it matter?” I ask with a sigh as I push my long brown hair out of my face. I guess this means I don’t have time for a shower.


    “Of course.” Her excitement is annoying. “If you wear something pink, I won’t put bright red lipstick on you. I wouldn’t want you to clash.”


    I roll my eyes. “Black. I’ll wear black. It will fit my mood.”


    “See, was that so hard?” She starts to pull out eyeshadows, and I nod my head.


    “Yes. Yes, it was.”


    Exactly thirty minutes later, she’s applying red lipstick to my lips when my brother enters my room now dressed in a pair of dark jeans and a light blue button-down shirt that matches his baby blue eyes. “We need to get going.” He checks his watch and then he taps his foot. Is he nervous about something?


    “Why are we in a hurry?” I ask him.


    “We’re not.” He shrugs carelessly, but I can see the tension in his eyes as he looks around the room aimlessly.


    “Done,” Savannah announces cheerfully.


    “You look beautiful.” He walks over to her and wraps his arms around her from behind. They look like they are Barbie and Ken. As much as it drives me nuts to see them get all cuddly, I can’t help but admit they are an adorable couple. And I will have beautiful nieces and nephews.


    I stand from the bed and walk over to my full-length mirror. I frown as I look down at my white jean shorts and black top. I messed up when I let Savannah dress me. My boobs are trying to fall out of the black tank top she picked, and my jean shorts are so short that I can feel the breeze from my ceiling fan on my ass.


    I slip on my black high heels that I don’t wear often and smile at them. “Ready.” I actually feel pretty good about going out now minus the outfit. Somewhere while getting ready, I got excited about getting out of this house and dancing. I’m not much of a drinker, but I do love to dance.


    “Is Dillon meeting us there?” Savannah asks as we load up in the car.


    “What?” I squeal. “Why didn’t you mention Dillon was going to be there?” He may be my brother’s friend, but he gives me the creeps. My brother threw a party a couple of weeks ago, and he kissed me. And he continued to kiss me even after I tried to push him away. Thankfully, my brother walked in and saw it. He pulled him away and told him never to touch me again. I had never been so glad that my brother was protective over me until that very second.


    My brother speaks, looking at me in the rearview mirror. “I spoke to him a little bit ago. Something came up and he had to pass.”


    


    ***


    


    I sit in the backseat of Savannah’s car as we pull up to what looks like an old abandoned warehouse in an industrial part of Chicago. “This is it?” I ask confused as I look around at the lack of nightlife. It’s pretty dead over on this side of town.


    “Yeah,” my brother responds as he pulls into the back parking lot. It’s already packed.


    I eye the red brick building skeptically. It doesn’t look like any type of club I would want to enter. “How long has this place been here?” I ask, looking around at our surroundings. This looks like a bad part of town to me.


    “About nine months,” Savannah answers as she gets out of the car. “When the owners bought it, it was just a run-down warehouse.” I take a quick look around at the surrounding warehouses, which still look abandoned. Windows busted out and graffiti on the sides. Trash litters the ground. “Then they turned it into this awesome club. It’s like three stories.”


    I look at the top of the red brick building having to lean my head all the way back to see the rooftop. “Geez. What kind of club needs three stories?” I wonder out loud.


    My brother answers. “The actual club is on the first floor. Then the second floor is more like a loft. It just holds one office that overlooks the club.”


    “And the third?” I question when he doesn’t mention it.


    “I heard that one of the owners actually lives on that floor. Two guys own it, but one guy, I think his name is Cason, runs it, and he loves it so much he refuses to leave it,” Savannah adds with a smile.


    “Charming,” I mutter. “How did you find this place, Blane?” They go out together often, but I’ve never heard them talk about coming to this side of town. And by the way Savannah was talking, this is her first time here.


    “A friend,” is his clipped response as he reaches over and grabs Savannah’s hand. She then reaches out and takes mine with her free hand. As we round the back of the building, we come up to the end of the line that seems to wrap around the building. I can see the entrance up at the front.


    “It’s gonna be closed by the time we get in.” How is this place that popular, yet I’ve never heard of it?


    My brother starts to pull us to the front of the line as Savannah and I protest. “People will be pissed,” I hiss.


    “No worries,” he throws over his shoulder.


    We come up to the front of the line and a man dressed in a pair of ripped jeans and a tight white shirt that has security written in bold black letters across his large chest is checking ID. I can’t help but look him up and down. The holes in his jeans make me question if he’s wearing anything underneath them. A few of the holes are so high on his muscular thighs that you should be able to see his boxers or whitey tighties, but all I can see is skin. Tight, muscular skin.


    “Brecken,” my brother says as we approach him.


    The guy looks up from the ID of the woman who he was examining and smiles at my brother. A smile you would see on a teeth-whitening ad. A smile I’m sure most women find attractive. I’m sure he gets his pick of them every night. “Well, hello there, Blane. I didn’t know you were coming tonight.”


    “Thought I would bring my girls out for some fun tonight,” he says with a smile, but there was no excitement in his voice. I frown. It’s not like him not to want to take Savannah out dancing. Maybe he’s mad at me for tagging along.


    The guy my brother called Brecken looks at Savannah and then at me. His eyes linger on my breasts for a little too long, but I’m not surprised. Savannah has me dressed like a slut. She said something about me needing to find a man who would appreciate what I have to offer and be willing to rip it off me.


    My brother turns to face us. “Savannah, Taylor, this is one of the owners of Seven Deadly Sins. Brecken, meet my girlfriend, Savannah, and my sister, Taylor.”


    Seven Deadly Sins? Yep, never heard of it.


    His dark eyes widen a bit as Blane announces me as his sister. But then soften when he looks down at my chest once again. Yes, I understand that tits have that power.


    “Go on in, man,” he announces with a smirk before he steps out of our way for us to enter.


    We step through two massive black doors and walk down a long dark hallway as the music starts to filter in. With every step, the music gets louder—to the point I can’t even hear myself think. The vibrations beneath my heels have me looking down to make sure the ground isn’t shaking. I have to let go of Savannah’s hand a few times to allow the drunks to walk between us as they stumble from side to side on their way out.


    We come to the end of the entrance, and for a second, I’m momentarily blinded by the bright lights that flash from the ceiling down on us. Savannah reaches out, grabbing my hand again, and tightens her grip. I look up to see that my brother is saying something to us. It’s almost comical as I watch his mouth move, but no words come out. You can’t hear a thing over this music, so I just nod my head and hold onto Savannah’s hand so they don’t leave me behind. I’d hate to get lost in here.


    They pull me to the left as we all try to squeeze our way through the mass of people. I find myself calling out sorry as I touch people who are trying to dance even though they are not on the dance floor; they’re just standing around the entrance.


    We come to a stop as a man comes up to my brother. I can’t really get a good look at him since Savannah is standing between us. I shuffle from foot to foot, my heels already hurting my feet. Why didn’t I stay home? I could have faked a cold. I don’t know why I thought this would be a good idea. I thought getting out of the house would be fun, but now I’m regretting that decision. I just wanted to spend some time with my brother, but how are we going to talk with all of this noise?


    After a few seconds, we start to walk again and make our way up to the bar against the far wall to our left. My brother raises his hand and gives a nod to a guy behind the bar. Surprisingly, the blond-headed guy does the same as he acknowledges my brother. My brother starts to pull Savannah and me through the people to make our way up to the front.


    “What do you want?” he yells when he turns to face us.


    I don’t hear what Savannah says, but I respond with, “Water.”


    Savannah grabs his shirt and pulls him down to her so she can speak into his ear. He nods his head and then throws me a big smile. I narrow my eyes on her knowing that she just told him to get me something alcoholic.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I stand at the top of the stairs of my club and scan over it, keeping my eyes open for anything that looks like it may be trouble. Anything can happen at a club like this. One where people know that anything goes.


    Looking down at my watch, I see it’s eleven o’clock. I reach into the back pocket of my black slacks and pull out my cell phone. I’m just about to pull up Blane’s number when a message pops up from him.


    


    Blane: I’m here, but I didn’t come alone.


    


    I grind my teeth as I type a reply. Lose them!


    


    I don’t care who he has with him; he knows he’s here to work not fucking play around. As I place it back in my pocket of my black slacks, I look around once again, now looking for only one person in particular. Blane. After several seconds, I see him standing at the front of the bar. I’m about to walk toward him when he turns from the bar and passes two women some drinks. He leans down and kisses the blond on the lips before she places the drink to her lips and takes a sip.


    The other one, the brunette, doesn’t seem as happy about her drink choice as she looks down at it and makes no attempt to drink it. She has a frown on her face as she reaches down and pulls the top of her black shirt up to try to cover her cleavage. I hate to tell her, but that’s not gonna work.


    My gaze looks her over as she stands there. She looks like any other clubgoer tonight—wearing a tight fitting and low-cut shirt to show off her big tits. My eyes lower to her white jean shorts that accentuate her long, lean legs. She turns, giving me her back, and I can see from up here that her ass would bring any man to his knees. She may be on the skinny side, but she still has curves to her. The kind of curves that make a man's mind go straight to the gutter while his cock stands to attention.


    I meet women in here every night who throw themselves at men. The ones who not only dress the part of a hooker but act on it as well. But from here, she doesn’t seem that type. And that makes her even sexier to me. I like the ones who seem timid. The ones who make you work a little harder to get in their pants. Men like me may take the easy ones to bed any day, but give us a challenge, and well, it makes my dick hard just thinking about it. What man doesn’t like to conquer a woman who would never look twice at them? A woman can play hard to get as long as she wants, but she will eventually relent. As long as the man plays the right cards—he can have any woman he desires.


    Blane gets my attention, and I clear my throat as I readjust my hardening cock behind my zipper. This isn’t the time. I have work to take care of. He leans down and kisses the brunette on the cheek, and I wonder who these two women are to him. He’s never mentioned any women before to me. Then again, we’re not all that close.


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWO


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I take a sip of my Peach Bellini and catch Savannah smiling at me. I hate to admit it, but it’s pretty damn good. I lift it up in the air and mouth a ‘thank you’ to her and my brother. She smiles and I can tell by his features that he starts to laugh at me. He then wraps his arm around her and leans down to give her a desperate kiss. I look away while taking another long sip of my drink. I really hate feeling like the third wheel.


    While they make out, I take this time to glance around the club. I don’t go out much, but it seems like any other club. The walls are painted a glossy black that shines each time the strobe lights hit it. I look up at the tall ceilings and see a large mirror over in the top left-hand corner of the club. The lights bouncing off it are somewhat blinding. The lights are set to the music, and they flash with each beat. A black dance floor covers the middle of the club and high-top tables line the walls.


    I look over at the security guard standing at the end of the long entrance hallway and next to him is a set of stairs. Hmm, I didn’t see those when we entered. Probably because I was too busy trying to get my eyes to focus on the new surroundings.


    A man catches my attention, as he stands halfway up the stairs. I look at him as he scans the club. He’s dressed as dark as the club in all black. Black slacks hang low on narrow hips. A black button-down shirt is expertly tucked into his black pants. But his sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, exposing both forearms. I can tell from here that ink covers both of them.


    I take another sip of my Bellini as my eyes take him in, and I realize that he looks dangerous. Mysterious. Someone you wouldn’t want to fuck with. He holds his back straight and his head high. From here, I can tell his body is tight as if he’s just waiting for a fight to break out. I’m sure it happens often in a place like this.


    The security guy at the bottom gets my attention as he walks up the stairs and leans in to tell the mysterious man something. He drops his head as he listens to what the guy has to tell him and nods a few times. Then he looks up from his shoes. His eyes land on my brother for a few seconds and then mine. I take another sip of my Bellini as his eyes rake over me in a way that would normally make me feel violated. But, for some reason, it makes heat run up my spine. His eyes hold mine, and there’s no shame in them. I instinctively reach down to pull my shirt up, to try to cover my boobs, and he actually smirks at that.


    I try to look away as he stares at me with intensity. Even on the other side of the club, I can feel his eyes burning my skin from where he stands. The way his gaze slowly runs over every inch of my body as if he’s saving it to memory for later.


    I don’t get out much. I’ve never been the one to choose a club or a bar over my bed or a book. I’ve never seen a man look so evil and pure like he does in my life. I imagine he is the type of man a woman would talk about to her friends when they reminisce about that one time they took a ride on the wild side. That one time that they had a taste of sin. No man like that has one woman in his life. He has multiple. And for some crazy reason, the way he is watching me now has goosebumps prickling across my skin. My heart is beating so loud in my ears, I no longer hear the music. I should be ashamed. I should turn and look away from him. I should …


    My hands go flying when I’m jerked backward and some of my drink runs down my shirt. “What the …?” I yell over the music as I turn and reach for some of those little square napkins that bars think are useful.


    “Sorry,” Savannah yells in my ear. I pull back as it rings from her words. She looks down at my tits and gives me her puppy eyes. “It was an accident,” she hollers.


    “What did you want,” I call out, grabbing a few more napkins. I take a quick look around before I try to wipe what is left of my drink off my shirt. I no longer see the mysterious guy on the stairs.


    “Bathroom …” She grabs my hand and starts to pull me again. Thankfully, this time I hold on to my drink.


    She drags me through the heavy crowd, and I scream out sorry and excuse us. I’m pretty sure no one can hear me, and those who can, don’t really care. We make our way to the end of the bar, and she pulls me to the left. We walk down a dark hallway as the music starts to fade a little more with every step. I like that fewer people are back here than in the main part of the club. I look curiously into a few doors that are staggered down the hallway. One labeled PRIDE, the other LUST. I wonder what goes on in those rooms? The next one reads WRATH. We pass more, but Savannah is on a mission, so I don’t get to read anymore.


    Finally, we come to the end of the long hall and the door that says Restroom on it. She pushes it open as she releases my hand. “Let’s get you washed up,” she says with a big smile on her face.


    I look at myself in the mirror and am thankful I wore a black top; it hides most of the drink. “What were you doing?” I ask. “When you grabbed me. You could have just tapped my shoulder, you know?” I laugh.


    She yanks some paper towels down and her smile brightens. “I saw the other owner.” She places her hand on her chest and sighs heavily. “He is so fucking gorgeous.” I wet the paper towels and continue to clean myself off as she continues. “He’s been arrested …” Her voice trails off as she gets a dreamy look on her face. “That’s so hot!”


    I look up at her. “And that makes him attractive?” I wonder.


    Her green eyes widen. “Seriously? He is a total bad boy. Doesn’t put up with anyone’s shit. I heard he beat the shit out of a cop. Like broke some of his bones.”


    “Nice,” I say dryly. I can see why he was arrested.


    “I’ve been told that women beg to fuck him and men beg to watch him fuck them,” she says matter-of-factly.


    “Have you begged him for anything?” I ask trying not to laugh at how in awe she sounds.


    “I haven’t had the chance yet.” She winks at me playfully, and I allow myself to laugh. We both know that she would never cheat on Blane.


    “Well, if you ask me, he sounds like a jerk,” I say. “You know the ones we hated in high school.” He probably uses people to his advantage.


    She rolls her green eyes. “We’re not in high school anymore, Taylor. Those guys were dicks with Mommy and Daddy’s money. They were conceited and thought they ruled the world.”


    “This guy sounds no different.” I look down at my chest and examine the damage. Besides being wet, it looks pretty good.


    She spins me to face her and places her hands on my shoulders. She gives me a little shake as her eyes widen. “You need to open your eyes, Taylor. I love you, but you are too innocent.”


    I snort as I push her away. “What kind of statement was that? There’s nothing wrong with not being a slut who dates the guys who will spend fifty percent of their life in prison and the other fifty percent looking at themselves in the mirror.”


    “You’re not a slut. But you play it too safe.” She frowns. “You need to have some fun.” She faces the mirror as she fluffs her blond hair with her fingers. “There is nothing wrong with sleeping with someone for your own pleasure.”


    “How did we get on the topic of my sex life?” I ask, watching her as she licks her plump red lips in the mirror.


    “You have no sex life,” she declares.


    “Who can get horny when you have to hear your brother having sex with your best friend?” I shudder.


    She chuckles. “Be that as it may, you need to get some as well. It’s been too long.”


    I let out a sigh, knowing that she is right. I just don’t sleep with a man unless we are in a relationship. One-night stands have never been my thing. “I’ve been busy with school,” I add defensively.


    “School is over,” she says turning to face me now. “And there’s no time like the present.” She grabs my hand and pushes the door open for me.


    I let Savannah pull me by the arm as we walk down the hall heading back to the bar. I cringe as the music blares the closer we get. As we come up to the bar, she comes to a stop, and I run into the back of her.


    “Seriously,” I hiss as I try to hold up my drink, or what’s left of it. I’ve worn enough of it already.


    She spins around to face me. “Blane’s gone,” she announces over the music. Before I can respond, she gets up on her tiptoes and looks around the club for him.


    I do the same, and when I come up with nothing, I look back down the hallway from which we just came. “Maybe he went to the bathroom?” I offer.


    She bites her lip nervously and then nods her head. I’m not all that nervous because he wouldn’t leave us here. I start to walk back down where we just came from when I see one of those private room doors is open. I look into it as we pass and see the back of my brother as he sits down in a chair. Without thinking, I walk in.


    “Blane, what are you doing …?” My words trail off when he jumps up from his seat, and my eyes land on the black coffee table sitting in front of him. “What the hell, Blane?” I shriek as I see a baggie full of pills on the coffee table. “Are those drugs?” I demand. My brother doesn’t take any kind of medication. He doesn’t even like to take Tylenol when he has a headache.


    “Is there a problem?” a man who sits across from my brother demands as he jumps to his feet. He glares at my brother in question.


    “I assure you, there’s not.” Blane places his hands up in surrender. He then turns to face me and narrows his eyes at me. “Is there, Taylor?” he snaps.


    “Of course …” Savannah grabs my arm and yanks me backward. I can feel her body physically shake as I press against her.


    “Please, shut up,” she begs in my ear.


    “But …” She digs her nails into my skin, and I grind my teeth together. I take a deep, calming breath and nod my head. Speaking wouldn’t be good at the moment.


    I look up at the man who still stands in front of my brother. I now realize he was the man I saw standing on the stairs earlier. His body is stiff and his hands are fisted by his sides; his tense posture pulls at his tattoos on his arms as he stares down at me with narrowed blue eyes.


    “No problem,” I say trying to defuse this situation. I sure as hell didn’t get out of bed to get my ass kicked by a man who looks like he wants me dead.


    “You need to leave,” he demands with a deep voice.


    I blink a few times as he directs his attention to Savannah and me. “Excuse me?” I question. You hear about situations like this all the time—drug deals gone bad. Is that what this is? Oh, my God, is my brother selling or buying drugs? I suck in a shaky breath. “Blane …”


    The man cuts me off. “Leave.” He delivers the one, simple word as a demand with the promise that if I don’t walk out right now, there will be consequences.


    My heart beats hard against my chest, but I square my shoulders and lift my chin. Trying to find some courage, I swallow nervously, but my brother has made no attempt to tell the man otherwise. But I refuse to leave without him.


    Out of the corner of my eye, I see something move and turn to see what it is. My heart stops beating completely when I see it’s the security guy who stood at the bottom of the stairs by the entrance. As I turn to face him, I take a step back. He looks much bigger as he stands in front of me. I can see why someone would choose him for security. He’s gotta be over six-foot-four. And it’s not only his height. He’s massive everywhere else as well. His shoulders are wide as if he once were an NFL player. One of his thighs is bigger than my waist. His black security shirt is tighter than most pairs of jeans I own.


    I give him a nervous smile trying not to show him that I’m terrified of his size. The smile he returns to me is nothing less than threatening. It makes the hair on my neck stand up.


    The security guy takes a couple of steps toward me, and the man speaks again. “If you don’t leave this room right now, I will have you escorted out.”


    I panic as my eyes fly from the security and to the other guy. “I’m not leaving without Blane,” I find the courage to say.


    “I’ll be right there,” Blane assures us before he tosses the security guy a hateful look. “Just wait for me by the bar.”


    “But …”


    “Go!” Blane shouts getting pissed at me.


    I take a deep breath as I try to calm my racing heart. I throw the guy dressed in all black one last look before I grab Savannah by the hand and storm past the security guard and out the door.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I stand in one of my private rooms as I stare at the guy in front of me. Blane knows he fucked up. “I didn’t know I had to inform you not to bring bitches to our meetings,” I grind out.


    He was watching the door as the two women left. At my words, he turns to face me. “I tried to leave them behind. I thought I could do it without getting caught,” he snaps.


    I raise an eyebrow at his tone. He takes a calming breath. “And they’re not just bitches, so don’t call them that.”


    “Who are they?” I demand.


    He runs a hand through his dark hair. “Savannah is my girlfriend.”


    “And the other?”


    “Taylor is my sister.”


    The one I was eye fucking earlier is his sister? “You have a sister?” I growl.


    He looks at me confused. “Yes,” he says slowly. “And you had no right to scare her like that.” He throws a look of disgust over to Miller, my security guard. “And if you lay one hand on her, I’ll kill you.” Miller just snorts.


    I let out a puff of air and ignore his statement. “Why didn’t you fucking tell me that?” I snap.


    “You never asked.” His voice rises defensively.


    “Fucking idiot,” I hiss. “Three months we’ve been setting this up and you never once mentioned a girlfriend or a fucking sister.” The girlfriend isn’t that much of an issue. But a sister? She can be big trouble. And not just because I was eye fucking her moments ago when I watched her from the stairs.


    He shakes his head. “What does it matter?”


    What does it matter? A lot! “Because you can’t protect her.” Not the way I can. And by the looks of how she reacted when she saw the drugs on the table, she’s never been part of this world. Addiction. Where people will do anything to get their next fix. She doesn’t partake in such activities. She has no idea what kind of world in which he has stepped in. This is a multimillion-dollar industry. Worldwide. People take their money and merchandise very seriously. I know I sure as hell do.


    He actually rolls his eyes as if that’s the most stupid thing he’s ever heard. “Protect her from what?”


    How could I hire someone so stupid? “You came to me. You made me an offer. You begged me when I refused. I asked you if you understood what could happen. The consequences you could face,” I shout, getting pissed. “You have a sister! They find out what you’re doing, they will go for her. And they won’t use her for leverage.” I shake my head. “They will fucking take her, and you will never see her again. They will use her as an example.” I feel a pain in my chest at how true that statement is. If only he had the slightest idea …


    “They won’t find out what I’m doing. I’m not going to get caught.”


    I just stare at him for a few seconds, trying to decide what I need to do. I have learned from experience to always prepare for the worst. And an innocent bystander paying the price for what I have done is the worst. Blane knew what he was taking on when I accepted his offer. His sister did not.


    I sit down in my chair and let out a long breath. The sound of the music from the club is starting to give me a headache. When I look up at him, he stares down at me with a frown on his face. “I need to do what is best for her,” I say.


    His dark blue eyes harden and his lips thin. “We made a deal. You can’t go back on that,” he says fisting his hands down by his side.


    I shake my head. “I’m gonna add to it.”


    He straightens his back. “How are you going to do that?”


    “I want her,” I say simply.


    “No!” he shouts, shaking his head. “I will not allow that.” He starts to make his way around the coffee table toward me, but Miller, my security and good friend, grabs his arm and yanks him back. “You think I would just hand her over to you? Like she’s just some pawn in this game …”


    I stand and raise my hand to cut him off and for Miller to let him go. “Things have changed,” I say simply “And this is not up for negotiation.”


    “I won’t let this happen. I’ll tell her who you really are ...”


    I’m in front of him with my hand around his throat in a matter of seconds. “Don’t you dare come to my house and threaten me,” I yell in his face. “I own you! Or did you forget that?”


    His blue eyes look at me with hatred and his nostrils flare. “I know what I signed up for. She owes you nothing,” he rasps, trying to breathe.


    I have to give him credit for standing up for her. If I had been this way once, then maybe … not the time for that. I mentally shake my head to clear it. “She may owe me nothing, but you owe her everything. Just as you do me. And I’m telling you, she will end up paying if you screw up in the slightest way. Are you that arrogant, that self-absorbed, that you would bet her life on it?” I give him a shove as I release him. He stumbles a few steps back. Reaching up, he rubs his throat and lets out a cough.


    “I would never want her life in danger,” he replies after he catches his breath.


    I nod my head. “Then it’s settled. Things have changed.”


    He looks over at Miller and then back at me. “What do I have to do?” he asks, shoulders slumping and sounding defeated.


    “Stick to the plan. And keep your mouth shut.” He nods. “I’ll take care of her,” I say simply, but the truth is that it won’t be that simple. I don’t have a problem when it comes to women, but then again, most women don’t look at me with the hatred she did. I can change that, though, but the question is, how far will I have to go in order to make that happen? And the answer is, as far as I need to.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I can’t stop staring in the direction of the hallway that leads to the restrooms and private rooms. Where my brother remains.


    “Why hasn’t he come out yet?” Savannah yells over the music.


    As much as I hated that room, I hate the blaring of the club music even worse. “Why didn’t you tell me what was gonna happen?” I demand, turning to face her.


    Her green eyes bug out. “You thought I knew?” She points at herself.


    I shrug and lean over to her ear. “You see him more than I do.” How could she not know what he is up to? How could I not know?


    She shakes her head, making her blond hair whip back and forth. “He said he just wanted to go out. He didn’t even want to bring us. I had no idea that he was into … drugs.” She mouths the last word, and I sigh heavily.


    I’ve never known my brother to do drugs. He has a steady, reliable job. He’s a good guy. It’s crazy how someone so close to you can hide so much.


    I start to hit her in the arm when I see him round the corner. His eyes are on us, and they harden as he looks at me. I narrow mine as well. As he approaches us, he grabs both of our arms and starts to push us through the crowd toward the front door.


    I breathe a sigh of relief when I feel the fresh air hit my face. Being inside that club rattled my nerves.


    I look over at my brother. “What were you thinking, Blane? Drugs?”


    “Not now,” he snaps. “At least wait until we get in the car, for Christ’s sake.”


    I huff as we round the back of the corner to the parking lot. I yank my arm out of his hold and cross them over my chest like a petulant child. If I could, I would stomp my feet. I could go as far as refusing to get into the car until he tells me everything, but that would cause a scene. And as much dirty shit that goes on in this club, I bet the guard would come out to silence me before I caused a scene and the cops were called.


    As soon as my ass hits the backseat, I start in on him. “What in the hell were you thinking?” I demand. “What was that? Were you buying or selling?”


    Before he can answer, Savannah chimes in. “Are you really doing drugs?” My voice had been full of rage; hers, however, is full of sadness. “Please tell me the truth.” She sniffs. “We can help you. We can figure it out.” She is full out crying now. She places her head in her hands as she bends over and sobs in the passenger seat.


    He turns in the driver’s seat and grabs her upper arm. He pulls her over the center console and hugs her tightly as he runs a hand up her back. “It’s gonna be okay,” he tells her as he hugs her. I go to open my mouth, but he throws me a look that has me shutting it the next instant. I don’t feel the same way Savannah does. That’s obvious. I’m concerned about him, yes, but I’m not gonna cry and beg him to seek help. I’m going to make him get help, even if I have to drive him there myself.


    The ride home is longer than it should have been. Savannah cried softly the entire time, and I sat in the back gazing at their entwined hands on the center console. No one spoke, and my mind ran with questions. The need to know what he is up to filled me to the point I felt like I wanted to explode.


    We walk into the house still not speaking to one another. He leads Savannah to their room with a hand on her lower back. I’m waiting for him out in the hallway when he comes out alone a few seconds later.


    “When did you start selling drugs?” I demand.


    “I’m not discussing this with you,” he growls.


    “What?” I snap. “I deserve to know what the hell you have gotten yourself into, Blane.”


    “It’s none of your business!”


    I reach out and grab his upper arm. He looks down at my hand wrapped around his arm and then back up at me. I can see the amusement in his eyes. “This is no joke, Blane.” Annoyance washes over his face as he clenches his jaw. “Why even take us to that damn club if you knew you had a meeting?”


    “Because I thought I could get away from you,” is his clipped answer.


    My mouth falls open. “What did you think was gonna happen? You take us to the club that your drug dealer owns. And on top of that, you just happen to have the drugs in your pocket? What if we would have been pulled over? We could have all been arrested.”


    He just stares at me. “Blane,” I say softening my voice. “You can get into big trouble for this. You tell that guy you don’t want any more.” I’m still not sure what I saw in that room, but I do know that the guy is the reason it’s happening. If my brother’s doing drugs, it’s because that guy is supplying them to him.


    He yanks his arm out of my hold. “I can’t do that. I owe him.”


    I place my hand on my chest as my heart starts to pound. “What did you do, Blane? Why do you owe him?” I’m starting to feel like Savannah sounded in the car. Hysterical to the point of a breakdown.


    He takes in a deep breath as he runs a hand through his dark hair. “That’s none of your concern.”


    “No,” I say angrily as tears start to fill my eyes. “Please don’t do this to yourself. To us,” I beg desperately. “You saw what it did to Dad.”


    He runs a hand over his forehead as he releases a long breath. “He’s putting me to work. That’s all I can say. I owe him,” he repeats with irritation.


    I feel the air leave my lungs as if just hit in the chest. “Blane …” I breathe, tears silently fall down my cheek. “How much?” My voice shakes.


    “There’s no set price. I work for him until he doesn’t need me.” He sounds so unaffected. As if this is no big deal. Just a walk in the park.


    I swallow nervously. “Then what? He kills you?”


    “No,” he growls as if that was a stupid question.


    I place my shaking hands over my face and take a deep breath. “I can’t believe this,” is all I can say. “After everything we’ve gone through with Dad. Don’t you want a better life than that?” I reach up and wipe the tears away from my face with shaky hands.


    “It’s okay,” he assures me in the same soft tone he used with Savannah in the car. He knows I’m losing my shit. “Nothing is going to happen to me, sis.” He wraps his arms around me, and I tighten mine around him.


    “I can’t lose you too,” I whisper.


    “I promise.” He leans down and kisses my hair. “Don’t worry about it. He needs me too much to do anything to me.”


    I don’t say what I’m thinking. That he will eventually no longer need you. Or what if you end up getting arrested? You won’t be useful to him if you’re in jail.


    “Please, don’t worry. I promise it will be okay,” he says again as if he can read my mind.


    I pull away from him and head to my room without another word. I shut my door and lie down on my bed for the second time today. But this time, I close my eyes as the tears continue to silently fall.


    


    


    BLANE


    


    I stand in the hallway as I listen to my sister cry inside of her room. I want to go tell her everything. I want to tell her Case is going to take care of me and now her, but I can’t. It would only cause many problems I know I won’t be able to control, let alone explain. And Case was right—I can’t protect her in this world. Even if I have enough confidence in myself not to fuck it up, I won’t risk her life.


    With a heavy sigh, I turn around and walk down the hallway as I enter my bedroom that I share with Savannah. She lies under our brown silk sheets as she quietly cries. I’ve hurt the two women who mean the most to me.


    It breaks my heart. I hate to hurt either of them. I quickly remove my shoes, jeans, and then my shirt before making my way over to my side of the bed.


    “Baby,” I say softly as I lift the cool covers and crawl in next to her. I wrap my arms around her and pull her back to my front. I bury my face in her hair as I inhale her scent. “I promise it’s going to be okay,” I whisper.


    She turns in my arms, fresh tears running down her gorgeous face. I’ve been in love with her for as long as I can remember. She’s been friends with Taylor since grade school. When she told Taylor that she would follow her to Chicago after high school graduation, I was on cloud nine. I was already committed to going with Taylor because I wasn’t gonna let her move without me. Taylor may be an adult, but she doesn’t understand how the world works. I do! She needs a man to protect her, so I tagged along. Then came Savannah.


    We’ve been in Chicago for three years now, and it was hard as fuck not to tell her how I felt. Living with her across the hall was torture. Seeing her bring men home was devastating. But somehow, she came to me. She gave me a chance, and I took it. We’ve been together for six months now. I never stopped to think that this could push her away from me.


    “I love you,” she whispers.


    “I love you too.” I lean down and kiss her cheek, the taste of her salty tears break my heart.


    “Promise me.” She looks up at me with those big green eyes, and I melt.


    “Anything!” I say without hesitation.


    She licks her lips and swallows nervously. “Promise me that you won’t leave me. Promise me that you will stay with me. I won’t leave you, Blane. No matter what you do. I’ll be here to help you.”


    I hate that I’m breaking her heart. Even though she knows I’m involved in something bad, she still wants to save me. “I promise.”


    She grabs my face and pulls my lips down to hers. She kisses me desperately. I can taste the fear on her lips and the desperation on her tongue. I grab a hold of her face and deepen the kiss, taking her breath away. Needing her to be a part of me as much as I am a part of her.


    “Blane.” She pulls away from my lips breathless.


    I reach over and push the hair back from her slick face. “What, baby?”


    She licks her lips and lets out a breath. “Have you been on drugs?” I let out a long breath of my own as she stares up at me. “I just want you to be honest with me,” she whispers. “You can tell me anything.”


    I give her a soft yet reassuring smile. “No, baby. I haven’t done any drugs.” It feels good to actually tell the truth, but I can tell she’s not a hundred percent sure she believes me. But I can’t blame her for that.


    “I …” My phone ringing on the nightstand cuts off my words. I reach over and pick it up to see it's Case. With one last deep breath, I get out of bed and answer it.

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THREE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Good morning.”


    I look up from the kitchen table as Savannah enters, wearing a big smile on her face. “Morning,” I respond softly. I look down the hallway waiting for my brother to enter behind her. It’s Saturday; we always stay home and do nothing on Saturdays. But after a few seconds, I look away. “Where is Blane?” I ask, wrapping my hands around my warm coffee cup.


    “He left earlier this morning. He had to go meet with that guy from last night.”


    I spin around in my high-top chair to face her. “He what? And you let him go?” I ask in panic.


    “I don’t control what he does,” she responds softly. “He said it was important.”


    I snort. “Only an addict would say anything related to drugs is important.”


    “He’s not a drug addict,” she snaps, her temper rising.


    I feel sorry for her. Her love for him is going to overshadow the truth. The truth is Blane needs help. “Maybe not.” I choose my words carefully. “But he does need help. This guy is bad news.”


    She comes around the table and sits down in front of me. She places her coffee mug on the table and looks up at me. I see it in her eyes. The determination. The hardness she is giving me. “I believe him,” she says matter-of-factly. “I believe him when he says it’s going to be okay. He hasn’t been on drugs.”


    I remember being at this stage with my father. I saw the signs but refused to believe them. There were even times I ran to him when he came calling for help. “Savannah …”


    “I would have seen it,” she interrupts me. “He hasn’t changed one bit in the last six months we have been together. He said this thing with this man is temporary, and I believe him.”


    I don’t. But I find myself nodding my head. Me, on the other hand … I think I need to make a trip to see this guy on my own. I need to try to save him before he gets in too deep.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I’m sitting in my office overlooking my club when my cell phone rings. A glance at it tells me it’s Miller.


    “Yes, Miller?” I ask as I place him on speakerphone.


    “There’s a woman here wanting to see you,” he says sounding amused.


    I look up from the paperwork that sits on my desk. “Who is it?” I ask curiously. Women don’t come to see me. Well, not the kind that my security guard has to announce.


    “Taylor. And she said if you refuse to see her, she will call the police.” He chuckles, and then covers it with a cough.


    And I can’t help but smile myself. She’s more trouble than I thought she was going to be. “Of course, I will see her. Send her up.” I hit end and sit back in my chair. Well, this could be easier than I thought. I’ve been wondering how I was going to get her under my thumb. And here she is, coming right to me.


    Must be my lucky day!


    A knock announces she has arrived, and I cross my arms over my chest, getting more comfortable. “Come in,” I call out.


    The door opens, and she comes walking in as if she owns the place. Shoulders pulled back and chin up. She is dressed much differently than she was last night, but it doesn’t change the fact she’s beautiful. She’s pulled her long, dark hair up into a messy ponytail with loose pieces framing her flawless face. She has an oversized white t-shirt on that hangs off one shoulder. The color of her bra strap gets my attention. Black—my favorite color. She’s wearing a pair of black yoga pants that hug her thin legs. Even though they cover more of her legs than her shorts did from last night, they seem more sexual. More intimate in a way that makes me want to peel them off her slowly.


    “I need to have a word with you …” I arch a brow at her hard tone even though it did sound cute. “… sir,” she adds a little softer, and I hide my smile. So she doesn’t have as much backbone as she wants me to think she has.


    “I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced,” I say as I stand. I reach out my right hand toward her. “My name is …”


    She holds up her hand stopping me. “I know who you are.” She cocks a dark eyebrow. “A word?” She’s all business.


    I smirk as I sit back down. “Of course. And please, call me Case.” I gesture to the chair that sits across my desk.


    “I’ll stand. This won’t take long.” She takes in a deep breath, and I allow myself a quick look at her large chest hidden behind that t-shirt. I can’t touch her, but I sure as hell can enjoy the view.


    “What can I do for you?” I ask with amusement. I can think of several things I could do for her, all of which would require her being naked and bent over my desk. I rub my hands on my thighs as I feel my cock start to harden at the thought of her, open-mouthed, moaning in pleasure.


    “My brother told me that he owes you.” She gets right to the point.


    My face hardens at that statement. My amusement is replaced with anger. What else did he tell her? “I don’t see where what business I have with your brother is any of yours,” I say flatly.


    She crosses her arms over her chest and lets out a huff. The motion blows the dark strands around her face. “That is where you are wrong. I don’t know what he owes you, but I’m willing to pay it.”


    I refrain from chuckling at that. I lean forward and place my forearms on my desk. She quickly scans the tattoos on my arms and then looks back at me. “Taylor…”


    “Call me Miss Williams,” she informs me lifting her chin.


    “Miss Williams, I assure you that you cannot pay what he owes me.”


    I watch as her tough act starts to unravel. “I don’t have a lot of money, that’s true. But maybe I can make payments,” she offers, her voice sounding more desperate than demanding.


    I shake my head. “This isn’t about money.”


    She stomps her foot, and I chuckle. Her beautiful blue eyes narrow on me as she uncrosses her arms and points an angry finger at me. “Name your price!” she demands. “Everyone has a price.”


    If she only knew how right she is, but I say, “There is no price.”


    She throws her arms out to her side. “I came here …” She pauses as she looks around the room as if it can give her some sort of an answer. Then she mutters a curse in frustration. When she looks back up at me, she looks desperate. Her eyes have softened, making them look lighter than they are. Her lips part as she breathes in a sigh, and her shoulders slump in defeat. And I hate that I like the way it looks. That it makes me feel like she needs me. That I hold all the answers. Too bad she’s not gonna get them. “I came here to demand you let him go. That you forgive him for what he has done to you. Hell, I’m even willing to pay you for what he’s done wrong. But don’t make me beg you. Don’t make me look like some stupid bitch who cries over something she has no control over. Blane is all I have. I can’t lose him.”


    “Miss Williams …”


    “I don’t understand why he is even involved in drugs in the first place,” she goes on. “Our father was into drugs. Is … he is still into drugs,” she corrects herself. “And drinking. He’s been in and out of prison for years. He’s locked up now. I can’t lose Blane to that same fate.” She whispers the last part.


    I sit back in my seat and sigh heavily, running a hand down my unshaven face. I can’t do what she asks of me. Even if I wanted to, which I don’t. Her brother made his bed, and now he must lie in it. “I understand what you’re trying to do. And your brother should be proud to know that you’re trying to help him, but this is out of my hands.”


    “I was told that you are a businessman, so let’s do business. Let me help my brother,” she continues.


    She heard I was a businessman? Has she been asking around about me? If so, that’s not good. “I can’t do that.” I shake my head.


    She fists her hands down by her side and her face hardens. “Who do you think you are?” she shouts. “You’re ruining my brother’s life. You’re going to get him killed. I’m going to lose all that I have left.”


    I watch as tears start to run down her face, and it takes all I have to remain seated. I want to wipe them away. I hate to see a woman cry. But I can’t help but think that she looks just as beautiful with a tear-streaked face as she does when she’s angry. The way the tears make her dark blue eyes shine. She pulls her trembling lip between her teeth and nibbles on it, and it makes my hard cock twitch. I wonder what it would feel like to be inside those lips. So hot and tight … But I quickly squash that idea as she reaches up and brushes the tears from her face. I know what it’s like to have nothing. No one! I know what it’s like to lose loved ones. But I can’t help her. Not with this.


    I stand from my chair, and she takes a quick step back from my desk as alarm flashes across her face.


    “I’m sorry. I can’t help you. But I can promise you nothing will happen to him. I need him just as much as you do.” Blane is what I call a secret weapon. I would be stupid to hurt him.


    She wipes her tears angrily from her face again and speaks. “You’ll regret this.” She spins around and takes the few steps that separate her from the door.


    I quickly make my way around my desk and slap my hand on the door, shutting it as she goes to open it. I spin her around with my free hand and shove her back to the door. She gasps as she looks up at me. Blue eyes wide with fear. Lips parted and body trembling against mine.


    My hard cock is a reminder of what I wish I could do to her in this position and why I have her in it in the first place. She just threatened me. Now is not the time to think about sex. I grind my teeth in frustration. “Listen. I’ve tried to be nice, and I’ve tried to be understanding. But I don’t take kindly to threats. Especially from some bitch who is on a power trip.” She gasps. “You want your brother to be safe? Then I suggest you stay out of his and my way.” I lower my face down to hers. I’m so close I can smell her perfume. I can’t help but take a deep breath and the scent of vanilla hits me like a rock to the groin. It takes everything I have not to remove my hand from the door and dig it into her hair while I press my lips to hers. You can’t have her. “So tell me exactly what you’re going to do,” I demand, tightening my hand on her arm.


    She looks up at me through long, dark watery lashes. Her eyes roam my face, and she sucks in a shaky breath as she spots the scar above my right eye. Yeah, I have plenty of those. Scars on the outside to match the scars on the inside.


    I have her scared to death, and I’m hard as a rock. A fresh set of tears slowly runs down her redden cheeks, and my lips beg to taste the saltiness from them …


    “I’m going to stay out of your way,” she whimpers, and it makes my cock jerk. Fuck, I’d love to hear that sound while she was naked and I was buried deep inside of her.


    I have to threaten her. I have to make it believable. “If you don’t, there will be consequences. Do you understand that?” I could never hurt this woman; well, not in the way she thinks I would. However, in the bedroom, all bets are off. But physically, that’s not what I’m about, but to her—my tattoos, my scars, and my threats make me a monster to her. How right she is.


    She nods her head. “Yes, sir.”


    Fuck, those words sound as sweet as candy on her trembling lips. I remove my hand from her arm and the other from the door. I take a few steps back, needing the space between us. Needing fresh air. All I can smell is vanilla as if I have rolled around in it and it’s getting me high. “It’s time for you to leave,” I say flatly.


    She spins around, opens the door, and runs out of my office without another word. I walk over to the other side of my office and stand behind my desk as I look out the huge floor-to-ceiling glass and watch as she runs down the stairs, through the club, and out the front door.


    I fucked up. I can’t have her afraid of me. I plop down in my chair as I curse myself. I don’t want her scared of me because I need her to trust me. I need her to need me, but I can’t have her running to the cops. She had threatened me, so I needed to do the same. Now, I need to figure out a way to fix that.


    I fist my hands and slam them down on my desk making it rattle. “Fuck!” All I know is that Blane had better be worth this.


    


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER FOUR


    


    TAYLOR


    


    The following week went by extremely slow, and it wasn’t because it was my first week of summer vacation. It was because I spent most of my time in a state of panic. Every person who stared at me made me think he worked for Case. It didn’t matter where I was—the mall shopping or waiting at a stoplight. The man who helped me load my groceries. The hair on my neck always stood, warning me of danger. I even had dreams he sent someone to silence me, and I would wake up unable to breathe. My heart would beat wildly while my body was drenched in sweat, only for me to thank God it was just a nightmare.


    I haven’t told Blane that I went to see Case, and I don’t plan on it because it would just cause even more trouble. I feel like I’m stuck between a rock and a hard spot. What am I supposed to do? I feel like my hands and feet are tied. I can’t do anything to help this situation or my brother. And I just wanna bang my head against the wall and scream.


    I’ve picked up my phone to call the cops over a hundred times, but then I stop myself as Case’s words replay. There will be consequences. Would Case kill Blane? How far would he go? I don’t know how deep this Case guy is in the drug world, but I do know how much it took from my father. I can’t live with that. What if he came after me just to prove a point to Blane? I can’t take that chance either so, like a coward, I’ve left it alone. I’ve tried to look him up online. I’ve tried to find out if the stories Savannah told me in the bathroom were true about him being arrested and what for. I’m not even sure that type of thing is accessible to the public, but it didn’t matter because it got me nowhere. All I know is his name is Cason, and he goes by Case. I don’t have his last name, and I sure as hell wasn’t gonna ask Blane for it. He hasn't spoken to me much this past week. He spends all his free time in his bedroom with Savannah.


    Savannah acts as if nothing has even happened. She and Blane walk around this house laughing and kissing. I even heard them having sex this morning, and I screamed in frustration. Why am I the only one who cares so much about his safety and his future? I know she loves him, but they can’t have a future together if he’s on drugs. Doesn’t she understand that?


    So in order to try to keep my mind off it, I’ve been working every day. I even pulled two doubles this week at the coffee shop. I don’t need sleep; even when I lie down at night, I can’t seem to sleep. The times that I do, I wake up in a state of panic. The neighbor’s cat outside my window looks like an evil monster from my nightmares. The sound of the wind makes me think someone is tapping on my window. Things that never bothered me before now have me on high alert.


    I pull up to the house after another long double shift at the coffee shop and get out of the car. I go to place my key in the front door when I pause. The sound of something coming from inside the house has my heart rate speeding up. I turn and look back at the driveway. My car is the only one in the dimly lit driveway though. So it can’t be Savannah or my brother. I remember her saying that they were having dinner with her parents tonight. They live only an hour away, and they go over there often to spend time with them. They should be home already though considering it’s late at night.


    I place my ear up to the door to listen, but this time, I don’t hear anything. I shake my head. “I’m losing my mind.” It could have come from the neighbors. They are always in the backyard working on something.


    Opening the door, I step in and my heart stops as I take in the scene. The house is destroyed. Our sofa, turned over. Foam litters the floor from the cushions being ripped to shreds. I can see the kitchen from the front door and all the cabinets have been opened. Everything has been removed and then just thrown to the floor. Broken dishes and glassware everywhere.


    I take off down the hall. “Blane?” What if he didn’t go with Savannah? What if he stayed? “Savannah?” I shout out in a panicked voice. What if they’re both here?


    I come to their door and my body freezes as I try to take a deep breath. It feels like it takes forever, but it happens in a split second. I scream as a man covered in all black breaks the window with Blane’s lamp before jumping out of it.


    I place my hand over my heart and force my shaky legs to run back into the living room. I dig into my purse that I had dropped by the front door and grab my phone. Breathing heavy and blinking, I try to clear the tears that fill my eyes. My shaking hands start to dial 9-1- …


    “What’s wrong?”


    I scream again and throw my phone down as I’m spun around. I let out a long breath when I see Blane standing there, staring down at me with wide eyes.


    “Why are you screaming?” he demands as he looks around the house. “What the fuck happened?” He turns to me and looks me up and down to make sure I’m not hurt. “Are you okay?”


    “Someone broke in.” My body shakes, and I hug my arms around myself. “They just climbed out your bedroom window,” I inform him. He takes off toward his bedroom, and a few seconds later, I hear him cuss.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I lean back on the white leather couch as I lift a longneck to my lips. I take a swig and then place it on my thigh. The coldness from the bottle seeps through my jeans. “I was surprised to see that Blane has a sister,” Brecken says from the recliner beside me.


    “Me too,” I say truthfully.


    “I was even more surprised at how hot she is. Those tits …” He whistles. I look over at him but don’t respond. “You sure you want to do this?” he asks before he starts to pick at the label on his beer bottle.


    “I don’t really have any other choice.” I shrug carelessly, looking back at the TV. “A deal is a deal, and I won’t go back on it because of a woman,” I say. But if I had to be truthful with myself, I should shut the deal down right now. I’m not only putting Blane in danger, but also his sister. The fact I can’t get the image of me fucking her out of my mind means I’m the biggest threat to her.


    “I hope you know what you’re doing.” He sighs heavily.


    “Always,” I say refusing to take my eyes away from the TV but not really seeing the game that is playing. All I can do is remember the way her blue eyes begged mine to let her brother go. The way she gasped when I gripped her in my hand. I hate that terrifying her made me hard. And I hate that I can’t wait to see her again.


    He chuckles. “I’ve heard you say that before.”


    I look back over at him. “And when have I been wrong?”


    He pauses, the beer halfway to his lips, and gives me a smirk. “Do you really expect me to keep count?”


    “Jackass,” I mumble.


    He takes a quick drink of his beer and then speaks again. “Miller told me the conversation you and Blane had after she caught you guys.”


    “And?” I ask not even turning to look at him this time.


    “And I know that you want her,” he adds.


    I roll my eyes. “So what? I’ve seen many hot women who I never laid my hands on,” I inform him. That makes me want her even more. The fact that she’s off-limits and she hates me. I wanna win her over. Conquer her in every way possible. Bring her to her knees while I smile down at her in satisfaction. That would be the cherry on top.


    He snorts. “The only thing that will keep you from touching her is what we have at stake. If you touch her, everything that Blane does is worthless.”


    “I fucking know that,” I snap, looking over at him.


    He places his hands up in surrender, and I let out an aggravated huff. I lift the bottle to my lips again and take another swig.


    “What are you two arguing about?”


    We both turn to look over our shoulder when we hear Rachel’s voice. I look her up and down as she holds a white bed sheet around her body under her arms. She closes her eyes as she yawns.


    “Nothing, babe,” Brecken tells her. “Go back to bed,” he orders, looking back at the TV.


    “Come with me,” she whines as she leans up against his wall as if her legs are too tired to hold her up.


    “Go ahead. I’ll be right there,” he says before taking another drink.


    She looks over at me. Her brown eyes still heavy with sleep and her bright red hair has that freshly fucked look I know Brecken caused only hours ago. Brecken had invited me over after the club closed down, and I couldn’t say no when Rachel offered her services. “What about you, Case? When are you coming to bed?”


    I look away as my phone vibrates in my back pocket. Reaching behind me, I pull it out to see it’s a text from Blane. Now, what?


    


    Blane: Need to meet up you tomorrow. Important.


    


    I sigh and type back a time to meet me at the club. I place my phone back in my pocket. Bringing the beer to my lips, I stand up from the couch. I down the rest of it as I walk over to her. Rachel likes to be used. And tonight that is exactly what I plan on doing with her. But this time, I’m gonna pretend that she is a petite brunette with blue eyes.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I spend most of the night cleaning our house but not much is salvageable. Dishes were broken. The couch carved like a pumpkin. It looked as if a bomb had gone off. When I first started to clean, I cried. I cried so hard that I couldn’t see what I was doing. Now, I’m just pissed. I hate that someone thought they could come into our home and destroy our stuff we have worked so hard for. And the second thing was we couldn’t report it. Blane was persistent in not letting me call the police. He said he would go to jail, and then who would be here to protect Savannah and me? No one. I had locked myself in my bathroom and started dialing them anyway; he knocked my door open and took my phone from me. I had never seen him so mad in all my life. It scared me, but thankfully, Savannah settled him down.


    “I think it was that Case guy.” I walk into his room, not able to keep my opinions to myself anymore.


    He shakes his head as he places his cell down. “Case wouldn’t do this!” comes his clipped answer. I hate that he’s mad at me for wanting to do the right thing.


    “You know him so well?” I question. “I’ve never heard you even mention his name until I met him last week. I wouldn’t put it past him.” I can’t tell him that this might have been a warning to me. To keep my mouth shut or there will be consequences.


    “Stop,” he growls. “Case wouldn’t do this.”


    “The guy was wearing all black. He was wearing all black at the club.” I try to think of an excuse other than hey, he threatened me last week when I went to see him behind your back.


    He looks up at me from where he sits on his floor as he goes through some of his broken belongings. “Go to the cops and explain that.” He snorts. “They will laugh you out of the station. People wear black every day. Maybe you should drop out of school and be a detective.”


    “Don’t be such a dick. It’s your fault our home got broken into in the first place,” I shoot back.


    “My fault?” He jumps to his feet, towering over me. “How is it my fault?” he demands. “Maybe it was someone you know.”


    I laugh, but it holds no humor. “Yeah, because I associate with drug dealers and thugs,” I retort.


    “Fuck you!” he shouts.


    My mouth falls open as I gasp. He has never spoken to me like this before. “Are you on something right now?” I demand. “Is that why you’re acting like such a dick?”


    He shakes his head, his hands gripping his dark hair as he lets out a curse. “You’re such a little ….”


    “Stop.” Savannah interrupts him as she walks out of their master bathroom. A towel wrapped around her chest. Her blond hair looking darker, due to it being wet. “You guys quit fighting. We need to stick together. What if they didn’t find what they’re looking for?” She walks over to him, placing her hand on his shoulder. “What if they return?”


    He wraps his arms around her and releases a long breath. “I told you both once, but I’ll tell you again. I’m gonna take care of it.” His voice has softened.


    “Sorry if I have trouble believing that.” With that statement, I turn around and go to my room, slamming the door behind me.


    


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER FIVE


    


    CASE


    


    I sit at my desk in my office at the club when a knock comes on my door. “Come in,” I say loudly, knowing that it is Blane.


    “Case?”


    I look up to see him walking in and closing the door behind him. “What is so important?” I ask, leaning back in my seat. He looks like shit! He looks like he has been wearing the same black t-shirt for a few days now and his jeans look as if they could stand to be washed. His blue eyes are puffy, and his face is tight with stress.


    He makes his way to the seat in front of me and sighs heavily. “Someone broke into my house last night.” My eyebrows shoot up to my hairline in surprise. “And Taylor got a glimpse of the guy.”


    “Taylor, your sister?” I pretend I don’t really know her. That she wasn’t just in my office a week ago begging me to let him off the hook. I sit up straighter. “Do you live with her?” No one has mentioned that part. There’s so much that I don’t know about them. How could I let his sister get in the way of doing my job? I need to know everything about the situation in which I have found myself.


    He nods. “And she thinks that it was you. I tried to tell her there is no way it was you, but she won’t drop it.”


    “Why does she think it was me?” This could be bad, very bad. First thing, the fact that anyone broke into their house is a cause for concern. That fact that she suspects I did it ... is worse. How long will she be able to keep her mouth shut about the threat that I made?


    “She said the guy she saw was wearing all black, and you were wearing all black the other night when she saw you.” He rolls his eyes at that thought.


    I smirk. “I can see the comparison,” I muse. Of course, I know it’s because of my threat. What are the odds someone breaks in just a week after I threaten her?


    He narrows his eyes at me. “She called the cops.”


    “Blane ...”


    He holds up his hand. “I did whatever I had to do. I busted down her bathroom door and took her phone from her,” he growls. “I called her a bitch, and I threw some stuff around myself. Hell, I even told her I had illegal drugs in the house, and if she called them, then I would go to jail.” He hangs his head in shame. “It was awful. And now she refuses to talk to me.”


    “Was anything stolen? Was there something in particular they were looking for? Have you pissed anyone off lately?” I ask the most important question that comes to mind trying to ignore the fact I can’t help but feel sorry for Taylor. She is truly lost at the moment. I can only imagine what she must think of me right now. I was already planning to redeem myself, but I guess it’s gonna have to be sooner rather than later. How am I going to do that?


    “Yes, they stole some money from Taylor that she had saved in her nightstand. I don’t know if they were going for anything particular. And no, the only person I have pissed off is my sister.”


    “They stole from her?” I wonder out loud.


    “Over five hundred dollars.”


    I tilt my head to the side. “And nothing else?”


    “No. Not that I can find.”


    “Does she have a boyfriend?” I’ve been wondering this. If she does, it will make it even harder for me to get close to her. “Maybe it was someone who was stealing from her. Maybe it had nothing to do with you,” I offer. It would be better if it had nothing to do with him. If it’s a problem with her, well, I can fix that with no problem.


    He laughs, tossing his head back. “You should call and tell her that. And let her bite your head off.” Then his face hardness once again. “But no, they destroyed everything in almost every room. It was as if they were just destroying shit for the fun of it and maybe just got lucky and came across her cash.”


    I sigh heavily as I think of this situation. I didn’t miss the fact he didn’t answer my question about her having a boyfriend or not. “This could be bad, Blane. We don’t need extra attention brought to you.”


    “I know,” he growls.


    “Do I need to offer you security?” I have several guys who work for me here at the club. You can never have enough security when you run a business where over fifty percent of your customers are not only intoxicated but also possibly high.


    “No.” He snorts. “It’s nothing I can’t handle myself,” he sneers as if that offer was absurd.


    “And your sister? How are you going to handle her?” I ask truly concerned for her. He may have kept her from going to the cops for now, but what will happen when he’s not around? I’m not worried about her giving them my name; they wouldn’t touch me anyway. I have a reputation, and they know it very well. You fuck up enough cops, and they tend to stay out of your way. Plus, I’m very careful how I run my business. That’s why I have men like Blane—an errand boy. They’ve tried before but can’t pin anything on me. I’m just concerned about what that would do for Blane. He’s no use to me if word gets out on the street he’s working for me.


    He looks up at me, head tilted to the side. “That sounded as if it was a question, but I have a feeling you’re gonna handle her for me.”


    I feel a smirk grow across my face.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I softly knock on the door to my boss’s office in the back of the coffee shop. “What?” he growls.


    “Mr. Binsen?” I ask, opening up the door to peek my head in. “May I speak with you?”


    He doesn’t look up at me but lifts his hand and motions for me to enter. I push the door open just enough to enter. I look around and frown at all the stuff he has stacked in his office. Even more than what he had last time I was in here. He has an addiction to buying junk off the internet. Amazon, Craigslist, or eBay—it doesn’t matter where it comes from, he has to buy it. I once asked him why he stores it all in his office at the coffee shop, and he had said, ‘My wife won’t let me put any more in our house, and our storage is full,’ and then shrugged. If I were his wife, I would suggest he quit buying junk and spend his money on therapy for his addiction.


    “What do you need, Taylor?” he asks without looking up from his computer. “Make it quick. I have an auction ending in less than two minutes, and I can’t miss this once in a lifetime chance at this luggage set.” He rubs his hands together excitedly.


    Luggage? The man never travels, and his wife is afraid of flying. But that’s not why I’m here. I take a deep breath. Here goes nothing. “Okay …” I clap my hands together to get his attention, at least to get him to look up at me. He doesn’t. “Well, remember how I took off the last few weeks of school to get ready for finals?” He nods once, but I’m not sure he heard what I asked. “I was wondering if I could do the opposite now.”


    “Which is?” he questions impatiently. His dark brown eyes scan his computer screen quickly.


    “I want to add more shifts to my schedule. Maybe doubles on the weekend? I’ve been picking up every shift I can for the last week, but I wanna be on the schedule, not just take the ones that need to be filled.” He starts to shake his head, and I speak again. “I will take whatever you will give me.” When he just continues to stare at his computer, I start to ramble. “My house got broken into last night, and I had some money stolen. Almost everything in the house is gonna have to be replaced …” His computer makes a beeping noise, and he lifts his hand to quiet me.


    “Noooo,” he shouts fisting his hands in the air. “You little bastard,” he hisses before he starts running his fingers over his keyboard as he narrows his eyes at the screen. “Whatever you want,” he says to me not taking his attention from his computer.


    I smile. “Thanks, Binsen,” I say as I reach behind me, grab the door, and open it before turning around and walking out. Well, that went easier than I had expected. He knows he can always count on me, though. I’m always here early, and I never have a problem with staying late. If we had an employee of the month, I’m sure I would get it every time.


    “Taylor.” My co-worker Shanna comes running down the hallway toward me. Her brown hair pulled up into a tight ponytail bounces behind her. “There is a really hot guy here asking for you.” Her dark brown eyes light up.


    “Please don’t talk about my brother that way,” I beg. It’s sickening how much all the women love him. All he does is bat his eyes, and the girls fall to their knees for him. And I can’t even stand to look at him right now. I’m still pissed beyond belief at him, and he hasn’t even tried to apologize to me for the way he treated me and the words he said.


    “It’s not your brother,” she says with a frown, “But I wouldn’t tell this guy no either if he tried to get me to bed.” She winks at me, and I have an urge to vomit, just thinking of her asking my brother to sleep with her.


    “Who is it?” I ask not really caring who the guy is. No one comes to see me at work. Or at home. And if it was my ex, she would just tell me.


    “Weren’t you listening? Some hot guy.”


    She places her arm in the crook of mine and starts to drag me down the hallway. She shoves the double swinging doors open at the end of the hallway and I take in the light from the front bay windows of the coffee shop.


    “I found her.” She giggles, pulling me behind one of the registers.


    As the man standing on the other side of the counter comes into view, I pause as my mind momentarily goes blank. It’s him. Case is standing in the coffee shop, staring at me as a smile tugs at the corners of his full lips. He’s wearing a black tight fitting t-shirt and worn-out jeans. He has a black hat on backward making him look even younger than I know he has to be. He reaches up and runs his hand over his facial hair that lines his defined jaw. And my heart rate speeds up in terror.


    He knows where I work?


    Has he been following me?


    “Case.” My voice is high from the shock. “What are you doing here?” I take a quick look around to see if his big sidekick is here with him. Would Case kill me himself or would he have his security guy do it? “You need to leave,” I demand as my eyes continue to dart around in panic.


    Shanna looks over at me as if I’ve lost my mind talking to him like that. If only she knew what kind of man he truly is. She would be running from him, not drooling over his wide chest and tatted arms.


    “I came to check on you.” The words sound harmless, and Shanna even sighs at that explanation, but I’m not gonna fall for his shit.


    “Sure, you did,” I mumble.


    His smile just widens, and it makes his face light up with mischief. “Can you take a break?”


    I’m about to say no when Shanna shoves me to the side. “Of course, she can.” I stumble but am able to stay upright. I shoot her a glare, and she nudges her head over in Case’s direction as if I didn’t know the idiot was standing right there.


    “I’m not leaving with you,” I inform him as I walk around the counter cautiously.


    He chuckles, but nods his head in understanding. “Of course. A seat?” He gestures to one of the tables behind him sitting up against the window.


    I take a deep breath as I walk over to the table that he’s now standing by. I eye him skeptically when he pulls the chair back for me to sit in. “Trying to be a gentleman?” I ask when he comes around to sit in the chair across from me. I take a quick look around to see how many people are in here. He can’t kill me if there are witnesses, can he? Would he just kill them too?


    “I have my days.” His deep voice is full of amusement.


    I place my forearms on the table and lean over. I hate that the smell of him has me taking a deep breath. He smells delicious and all man with a hint of spine. It’s good enough to eat.


    I feel like I’m a fly stuck in a flytrap. Or a kid who has been brought to a candy store. What kid wouldn’t want a taste of something so sweet? “What do you think you’re doing here?” I try to keep my voice down and take shallow breaths so I don’t inhale him. “How did you even know I work here? Spying on me?” Get answers! That is my main goal.


    He lets out a chuckle to indicate that my question and accusations don’t alarm him. “Your brother told me where you work. And no, I’m not spying on you. I just came to check on you.”


    I roll my eyes. “And why would I need checking up on?”


    “He also informed me about the break-in.” His dark blue eyes search my face and his lips turn down into a pout. I hate that it makes my heart speed up. He doesn’t care about you, Taylor. Don’t buy the act.


    “Of course, he did,” I hiss, getting mad at myself. “But you already knew about it, didn’t you?” Turn the table on him. Make him confess.


    I hate to admit that the smile he gives me is very charming. It’s one of those slow and sexy ones, showing off his perfectly white teeth. If I didn’t know he was a drug dealer and had been arrested, it would melt my panties. But since I do know all of that, I ignore the way my legs tighten. “No, I didn’t know about it until he told me that I am your number one suspect.”


    I lean back in my chair and cross my arms over my chest. Play it cool. “And you have come to try and convince me otherwise?”


    “Something like that.” He shrugs carelessly.


    Now, my heart is racing for a different reason. Alarm. “What is the something?” I ask slowly.


    He waves me off. “I’m not here to convince you I didn’t do it when you already know …”


    I’m sure he can hear my heart pounding from across the table. “Are you admitting to it?” He knows I think he did it. So why would he say that? He’s starting to confuse me.


    “No,” he replies calmly. “I don’t want you to go to the police. Therefore, I would have no reason to act unless you acted first. Which you haven’t done.” He gives me a cruel smile. One that makes him threatening and handsome at the same time. His dark blue eyes light up as they look me up and down, and I swallow nervously. This man is danger! Why do women find danger so attractive? Because of men like him. The ones covered in tats and have those smiles that make you weak in the knees. Every person wants a walk on the wild side. To know what sin tastes like. I bet he tastes like the sweetest piece of candy going down; it’s that bitter aftertaste that will get you.


    I say nothing but shake my head. Another warning. And he knows I’m not going to go to the cops now. I would have already done so. He probably has them in his pocket anyway. “I haven’t broken my word,” I say, but I’m sure Blane already told him that I tried.


    He doesn’t say anything but leans over into his chair as he digs into his back pocket and produces a black wallet. He opens it up and places a card on the table. He then pushes it across the table till it stops in front of me.


    I look down at it and see Seven Deadly Sins written across the top of the black card in shades of bright blue. I can’t help but notice it’s in the same colors as the tattoos that cover his arms. “You came to my work to give me a business card?” I ask looking back up at him. His dark blue eyes stare so intensely into mine that I swallow nervously. What does he want from me?


    “I want to offer you a job.”


    I let out a laugh so loud people turn to stare at us. I was not expecting that! “In the club? The club where you deal drugs?” I say a little softer. I may not agree with how this guy runs his life, but he sure as hell isn’t the kind of guy you wanna piss off. He’s proved that.


    He leans over, and I find myself pulling back a little as his smell grows stronger. I’m glad I’m already sitting because it would make me weak in the knees. He whispers, “Just because you don’t see it, doesn’t mean that it’s not going on.” Then his eyes slide over to Shanna, who stands behind the counter. She is staring right at Case, and the moment he looks at her, she looks away and pretends to be cleaning the counter.


    “She …?”


    He cuts me off. “… is no different than anyone else. Everyone has a drug of choice.” He shrugs casually as he leans back in his seat. His already tight black shirt pulls against his chest, and I can make out the hard muscles. I can see why she was staring. That tightness returns to my legs.


    I lift my eyes to his dark blue ones. “I’ve never done a drug a day in my life,” I grind out between clenched teeth, angry with myself. You’re letting him get to you.


    “Noted,” he says with amusement, a smile tugging at his lips. He reaches up and runs his hand slowly down the side of his face and chin, the sound of his facial hair scratching his hand has me grinding my teeth together. He is so sexy. And I am so stupid! “Anyway, that works in your favor,” he says, and I blink a few times to clear my mind. “My employees are tested. If you can’t pass a drug test, you can’t work for me.”


    “I find that hard to believe.” Also ironic. He can sell drugs in his club, but no one can actually do them.


    “Well, you don’t have an addiction, so it won’t be a problem for you anyway.” He smiles brightly, showing off his beautiful white teeth again. He looks like a wolf in sheep’s clothing. The devil disguised as an angel. He may look beautiful, but he isn’t going to fool me. He has something up his sleeve. Maybe he wants to keep me close so he can keep an eye on me? Knowing I might be trouble for his business?


    “Did my brother put you up to this?” He had spoken to Blane; maybe this was all his idea.


    He tilts his head to the side in thought. “No.” His deep voice speaks the word roughly, and it makes my arms break out in goosebumps. I’ve never known a man to have so much authority in such a simple word.


    I shake my head at myself. “Just last week, you threatened me. Then my house gets broken into and then you offer me a job.” I raise an eyebrow in question. “You expect me to believe none of this has to do with you?”


    His eyes roam my face as if he’s trying to choose the right words. “Let me prove it to you,” he finally answers.


    I wasn’t expecting that. “Prove what?” I ask skeptically.


    “That I’m not the bad guy you think I am,” he says simply. And I hate how those words sound. It sounded innocent, but I know the truth. He is using my brother, and he wants to use me as well. He’s just afraid I’ll get in my brother’s way of doing his dirty work for him.


    “Thanks.” I stand up, tossing the card onto the table. “But you already proved you were the bad guy when you threatened me.” I go to walk away, but he reaches over and grabs my hand, stopping me. It’s the second time he’s touched me. The first time was when I tried to leave his office. He had been rough and angry, and I had been terrified. But this time, he’s softer. Is it because we are in public?


    My eyes lower as I look down at his hand grabbing my wrist. The bright blue ink ends at his wrists. I can see the top of a name but the black band of his watch covers the lower half of it. My eyes make their way up as I trace the blue tribal work and come to more writing on his forearm. Let go of today. Hold on to hope for tomorrow. It makes me feel sad for this guy. What kind of childhood did he have? Did his parents do drugs like my father did? Some people just can’t escape their past. Maybe this life was inevitable for him.


    “Think about it,” he says bringing me out of my thoughts. With his free hand, he picks the card up from the table and places it in my hand. Then he lets go and walks out the front door with a smirk on his handsome face.


    


    ***


    


    I place the car in park in my driveway and get out with a heavy sigh. I’m exhausted. I worked another double today, and my feet and back hurt. Throwing my purse over my shoulder, I walk into the house. My tired legs stumble to a stop when I see Blane and Savannah cuddling on the black leather couch.


    “Hey, princess,” Savannah says smiling up at me. Her blond hair is down, and her face is free of makeup. “You okay?” she asks frowning when I don’t return it.


    I nod. “Just tired.” I point at the couch. “Where did that come from?”


    “Case brought it over today,” Blane answers, lifting a beer to his mouth. He doesn’t bother to look away from the TV that I’m also guessing Case brought over since ours was destroyed in the break-in.


    “Case?” I ask skeptically.


    Savannah nods. “Yeah, he brought a few things over today.” She points a finger behind her to the kitchen. “He brought some plates and glassware. He said he knew someone who had some extra stuff lying around and they weren’t using it.”


    “I bet he did,” I mumble. The guy was just making his rounds today. He’s trying to butter everyone up so I’ll be the only one to hate him. I open my mouth to tell them about him coming by to see me today, but I decide against it. It’s none of their business. Blane knows how I feel about him, and if I tell them he came to offer me a job, it will just make him look better. “Is anyone else thinking guilty conscience?” I ask placing my hand on my hip.


    Blane doesn’t even bother to answer that question or even look at me. And that’s fine; I don’t really care to talk to him either.


    “He didn’t do it,” Savannah says rolling her eyes in a way that makes her look annoyed I could even think that. “But he said he is gonna ask around to see what he can find out. Apparently, he has connections in this town.” Her excitement for Case is annoying.


    “And by connections, you mean if someone tries to sell our stolen shit, he will be notified? Since he is into illegal activity in this town,” I say with sarcasm.


    “I’m going to bed,” Blane announces flatly as he stands from the couch, clearly still not happy with me. He looks down at Savannah with a cocked eyebrow in question if she’s gonna follow him or not.


    “I’ll be right there,” she tells him with a soft smile.


    He shrugs his shoulders and mumbles, “Suit yourself,” then he walks out of the living room and down the hall while downing the rest of his beer.


    She sighs heavily as she watches him leave the living room. She then looks up at me. “It’s gonna get better.”


    “Are you trying to convince yourself or me?” I question.


    She runs a hand through her blond hair. “He’s just mad.”


    I huff. “Well, so am I. He’s into something that he shouldn’t be in. And our house …” I look around at the black leather couch and matching loveseat. The TV and kitchen … “This guy has us right where he wants us,” I say frustrated.


    “Maybe he’s just trying to be a nice guy,” she offers.


    I laugh at that. “He takes what is important to us and then replaces it to make himself look better,” I argue. “It’s how he works to gain our trust.”


    She stands from the couch and walks over to me. “I’ve never known you to judge someone so much,” she says with a frown.


    “And I’ve never known you to bury your head in the sand,” I counter with bite.


    She sighs heavily and her shoulders slump. “Taylor, I have been your friend for a very long time and you know that I love you, but I’m also in love with your brother. Please don’t make me pick sides,” she begs softly.


    “Don’t worry.” I throw my hands up as I walk past her. I’m tired of this conversation and just tired in general. “I wouldn’t make you choose between the two of us like he is.” And with that, I walk into my bedroom and slam the door shut.

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER SIX


    


    CASE


    


    I walk down the stairs as the lights come on in the club. It had been a pretty normal Saturday night. There were some fights but nothing too bad. The last person walks out the front door as Miller comes toward me from the back hallway.


    “Case,” he calls out before he reaches me.


    “What’s up, Miller?” I ask as I look down at my phone. I’ve been checking it like crazy since I gave Taylor my card earlier today at the coffee shop. So far, nothing! I figured she would at least call or text me once she got home and saw that I had dropped off some things for their house.


    “We have a problem,” he yells from across the club.


    I place my phone in the back pocket of my jeans and look up at him. “What is it?” I demand.


    He starts to walk off, and I follow him.


    The club has a reputation, but what club doesn’t? People go out for a night just wanting to have some fun, and they end up drinking too much. They may even end up finding someone in the club who had a little something that will help them get high. It may be illegal, but it’s nothing new. However, it does tend to cause problems and fights.


    Miller is in a mad dash for the back exit of the club, and I know shit isn’t gonna be good. Whenever we have a problem or a fight breaks out in this club, security throws them out back in the alleyway. And that’s where we take care of it. It’s hard to calm down a fight or find out the problem when you have music blaring in your ears and lights flashing all around you.


    My jaw tightens as I watch Miller lift the back of his black security shirt and draw his gun from his holster right before he shoves the double doors open.


    He’s always extra cautious while I, on the other hand, am not. I like a fight. I fucking welcome them most of the time. Beating the shit out of someone with my bare hands helps me relieve stress.


    We step out into the dark alley. A single light humming and flickering on top of the building is all that allows us to see anything. Two men stand with their backs to us. They both turn to face Miller and me as they hear the door shut close. Brecken is holding another guy on the ground, arms pinned behind his back, blood dripping from his busted face.


    “What’s going on?” I ask with a sigh. I’ve seen worse. It looks more like a nuisance than a problem.


    It’s as if they just realize Miller has a gun because they both take a step back at once, throwing their hands into the air in surrender.


    Brecken is the first one to speak. “Seems this sorry piece of shit likes to put his hands on women.” The man he holds on to lets out a whimper.


    I look at the other two men standing around since the man on the ground is no threat to us at the moment. “Why are the rest of you out here?”


    They both stand, their eyes darting back and forth from Miller to me. “He asked you a question,” he shouts.


    “We had no idea what his intentions were,” one says as he stumbles backward.


    “And what was that?” I ask looking back at the man Brecken holds. He moans in pain as he tightens his grip on the man’s arms.


    “He’s fucking some bitch. He said she was cheating on him and she wasn’t answering his phone calls, so he needed to come up and see her. When he said where she worked, we all decided to come up here and party. But I swear we took no part in what he did to the woman.”


    “Where is the woman?” I demand looking around once more, hoping this isn’t going to end with her needing a hospital visit. I stay away from them. Too many questions.


    Brecken looks up at me, jaw tight and dark eyes blazing with rage. “Rachel. The woman is Rachel,” he answers through gritted teeth.


    I drop my head and run a hand through my dark hair. The woman we shared a bed with this morning. The woman we share quite often. Of course, it’s fucking Rachel. The only woman in this world who knows who I truly am. The only woman who knows just how fucked up I am. And this is typical Rachel drama. She picks men who like to get physical, and I don’t just mean during sex. But you can’t feel sorry for her because she’s not all that innocent. She likes the drama. She feeds off it. And I know very well that she is cheating on this guy. Just this morning with Brecken and myself.


    I look back up at Brecken as he smashes the guy’s head into the concrete and he cries out. “You take care of him,” I tell him.


    He smiles widely, and I look at Miller. “You know what to do with them.”


    I turn around with a flick of my wrist, open the back door, and enter the club on a mission to find Rachel. The first place I look is the women’s bathroom. When I find she’s not in there, I go to the locker room shared by the employees, and after there, I go to the bar thinking maybe she is counting out her tips. Still nothing. I make my way up the stairs, heading to my office because I can see down over the club best from up there. After several minutes go by and I don’t see her below, I figure she just went home, which would surprise me; she wouldn’t just leave after getting into it with anyone. Fighting turns her on. Maybe she left with another guy. There’s no telling really.


    I spend the next few minutes shutting down my computer and then lock my office up for the night. I walk down to the end of the hallway and take the next set of stairs that leads up to the third level where I’ve been living for the last nine months since we opened the club.


    It’s nothing fancy. I like that it’s all open. It has a small entryway and you can walk right into the living room. The kitchen is right behind it with a cutout window to see into the living room and front door. A hallway to the right leads to two bedrooms. The last door on the left is my bedroom. Tossing my phone onto my kitchen table, I start to unbutton my shirt as I proceed to the bedroom.


    When I open my door, I come to a stop as I see Rachel lying on my bed. Already naked. I think back to the first time Brecken and I ever saw her. She was lying on a bed like she is now, but only she was unrecognizable, her face bloodied and bruised. Eyes swollen shut. Face and chest covered in blood. She had been beaten and left for dead. Thankfully, we found her in time.


    I couldn’t get her out of my mind. She made me feel something inside I hadn’t felt in years. I had saved her. For once, I had made a difference. Three months after her accident, I took her on a date. I remember the first time we made love. I had looked down at her and wondered how someone could hurt this beautiful woman. Who would want to bruise her face? Because she was beautiful. Big brown eyes that were so beautiful, you could get lost in them. A touch that could set the coldest person on fire.


    The second time we made love, she wanted it harder, rougher. It didn’t take long to realize what I was giving her wasn’t enough. By the third time we made love, she begged me to fuck her like a cheap whore. As if she were a slave, needing me to order her to do the naughtiest things she was too hesitant to do unless commanded.


    I did it. I realized the more aggressive I got, the wetter she became. She loved my hand around her throat to the point of suffocation. She loved me to pull her hair to the point I ripped some out while I fucked her roughly in the ass. She loved the way I made her kneel as I fucked her mouth in a way that would be brutal to some. There were even times I stopped because I thought I was being too rough. But she begged me to continue. To push harder. To fuck her longer.


    On our first date, I thought I saw myself falling in love with her someday. I thought she could be the woman to save me. But the more time I spent with her, the more I realized it wasn’t love. She was just another woman who was fucking crazy. And it turns out, my cock loves crazy!


    The worst part is that I couldn’t feel sorry for her ‘cause it all felt so good to me. And who was I to judge what she liked? Needed? Everyone has an addiction to help them ease the pain. She had a rough life growing up. Her father had beaten her mother on a daily basis. She heard it night after night as he beat her and then fucked her. At the age of sixteen, she lost her virginity to a man who was twenty-one. After he was done with her, he ordered her to lay there while his friend had his way with her. After he was done, they both took her at the same time. I felt heartbroken for her, but she told me how much she liked it. Wanted it. How she begged them to do it over and over again.


    One night, she came over while Brecken was at my house visiting. She asked me if we had ever shared a woman. When we told her no, she asked if we would like to. It only took us a second to realize what she was offering, and neither of us wanted to tell her no. We were two best friends getting to share one beautiful woman. No man would pass that up.


    It didn’t take her long to place her hands on me. Slapping and punching, she would try to provoke me to hit her. The same with Brecken. We never would give her the fight that she wanted, but that didn’t mean we didn’t fuck the rage out of her. She needed an outlet, and sex was that for her.


    “Case.” She sighs heavily. “What took you so long?” She reaches up and runs her finger along the cut on her lip, smearing the blood. She then lets out a moan when she places the end of her finger into her mouth. My cock starts to harden in response. Rachel is one of those women who no matter how fucking crazy she is, you still want her again and again because the fuck is just that good. Brecken and I both know that we’re not the only guys she fucks, but we also know we’re the only ones she comes back to. Even if we are the ones who have to clean up her messes.


    I should ask her what she’s doing in my bed, but I know the answer—she wants to be fucked. Treated how she thinks she deserves, like trash. So instead, I say, “Why did you bring him into my club?” She knows I don’t tolerate shit like that in my club. It brings in unwanted attention. Cops show up. They ask questions. It leads to trouble I don’t care to mess with.


    She whimpers as she arches her back. She slides her hands up her ribs and grabs a hold of her tits. She gasps as her hands move to her nipples, and she pinches them between two fingers. Her hips buck off the bed, and she pulls her knees up. “Case …” She sighs my name, and I lick my lips.


    She stretches her hands above her head, placing her hand under one of my pillows. When she pulls her hand out from underneath it, she has a pair of handcuffs in her hand. They’re her favorite accessory. “I fucked up,” she says not sounding a bit remorseful. The sound of them tightening as she places one cuff around her right wrist and then places her hands behind her back. I hear the click of the metal as she cuffs her other wrist herself. For most women, that would be hard and maybe impossible, but Rachel has had a lot of practice.


    “What are you gonna do to me?” Her eyes drop down to my black belt, and I understand perfectly what she wants. Punishment. And my cock hardens to the point of pain knowing that she’s going to get off on that.


    My hands go to my belt, and I very slowly undo it as her dark eyes watch my movement. Her lips part and she sucks in a breath as she gets up onto her knees as the sound of my belt slips through the belt loops of my jeans.


    “You know I don’t tolerate such bullshit,” I say voice hard.


    She whimpers as her body shudders, making her fake tits bounce. Her pink nipples are hard, and I can’t wait to wrap my lips around them and suck them into my mouth. “I’m sorry …”


    I reach out and wrap my hand around her throat, cutting off her air. She looks up at me, and her dark brown eyes are half closed. This is her drug. This is what she needs in order to get by. I hear the clanking of her cuffs, and I smile down at her. She always tries to fight it because she likes the marks they leave.


    I place my belt on the bed beside her. “Spread your legs,” I demand. She does as I say, and I run my hand between her thighs, very slowly inching my fingers up to cup her pussy. She tries to jerk away when I push a finger into her to see how wet she already is. I close my eyes and let out a sigh as I think of all the things I’m gonna do to her; only, it’s not her face I see. It’s Taylor.


    No! My eyes spring open. She’s off-limits. “Don’t pretend to be sorry,” I say my voice hardening, pissed that I thought of Taylor that way. I lower my lips close to hers. “But I’m gonna make you sorry …”

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER SEVEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Shoot,” I hiss as I slam my hand down on my steering wheel. My car rolls to a stop as I guide it to the shoulder of the road. Smoke is billowing out of the hood. I quickly get out of it and make my way to the front of my car. I cuss myself as I try to open the hood. But it’s hot to the touch.


    “Son of a bitch,” I say between clenched teeth as I try again. I remove my fingers and shake them as the hood pops open. I place my fingers in my mouth on my hot tongue to help with the burn. Then I shove the hood open. Smoke pours out; the sting of it on my skin has me taking a few steps back. I don’t see any real fire. I look around, but all I see is black smoke. But just to be sure, I walk back to my car and grab the bottle of water from my console. I pour it over my engine and the sound of something sizzling makes me cringe. Maybe that wasn’t a good idea. “Shit. Shit. Shit.”


    I sigh, running a hand through my dark hair. Now, what do I do? I pull my cell out of my back pocket and look at the time. I should be walking into work right now. I go to my recent call log and hit send when I see Savannah’s name. It rings six times and then goes to voicemail.


    Frustrated, I call my brother’s phone. It goes straight to voicemail. I stomp my foot as I call out a curse. They’re probably in bed together. Ugh. It is a Sunday after all. They always sleep in on Sundays. I haven’t seen them since last night after I pissed them both off. I guess they could just be ignoring me.


    I knew we should have gotten a home phone. I’ve been trying to talk them into it for over a year, but no, they say we don’t need a house phone when we have cell phones. Bullshit!


    I call my work. I smile when I hear a co-worker, Duncan, answer the phone. “Duncan. Can you come and get me? My car broke down.”


    “I’m sorry, Taylor, but I can’t. I’m the only one here at the moment,” he responds sadly.


    “What about Mr. Binsen?” I say as I look around to see no cars driving on this back road. I always go this way in the mornings. It’s less traffic than the highway.


    “He’s not arriving for another thirty minutes.”


    “Dammit,” I shout, slamming my hood shut. “Okay. I will be there, but I’m just gonna be a little late,” I inform him before we hang up.


    I make my way back to my car now that I know it’s not actually on fire, but smoke continues to pour out from under the hood. I plop down in my driver’s seat as I call Savannah once more. This time when she doesn’t answer, I leave her a not so nice voicemail to call me back as soon as she gets my message.


    I hang up and lean my head back against my headrest and let out a frustrated breath. This cannot be happening. I can’t be late. I’m a great employee. I arrive early. What in the hell have I done for karma to hate me so much these last two weeks? The thought of how hateful I have been and Case pops into my mind, but I quickly squash it.


    I lift my head from the headrest and look down at my phone in my lap. I can call Mr. Binsen. Duncan said he wasn’t at work yet. I could have him swing by and pick me up. I dial his number, but his voicemail picks up after the second ring.


    “Doesn’t anyone answer their fucking phones?” I yell into my car. Geez, it’s as if nothing can go my way.


    I’m about to call Savannah again when something in my cup holder catches my attention. A black business card scripted with bright blue writing. Seven Deadly Sins. Once my shift was over last night, I had just thrown it in my car. I meant to take it inside last night and throw it away, but I forgot about it.


    I pick it up and run my finger over the number at the bottom of the card. Could I call him? Should I call him? No! Absolutely not! After all, this is the guy who I thought broke into our house, right? But he did help us out by replacing some of the stuff we had stolen. I roll my eyes. He only did that to make you think he was innocent. This is also the guy who threatened you just a week ago. And the guy who showed up at your work yesterday offering you a job you would never take. What is his angle?


    I throw the card down on the passenger seat and pick up my phone. I dial Savannah’s number one last time. Ring … ring … ring … ring … Hello, you’ve reached Savannah. Leave me a message … I hang up with a shout of frustration.


    I eye his card once more, and my mind fills with desperation. What other choice do I have? I don’t, really. I mean would he really hurt me? He said yesterday that he wouldn’t do anything to me because I haven’t made a move. I haven’t called the cops, so I’m really no threat to him at the moment. I’ve called everyone I know who could help me. My friends from school are either back home with their parents for the summer or away on vacation. I have no other option. And if he’s willing to help us out with what we had stolen, then maybe he would help me out since I’m in a bind …


    “Fuck it!” I snatch the black card out of the passenger seat and dial the number before I change my mind, but not before I dial #67. If he doesn’t even answer like everyone else, then I sure as hell don’t want him to call me back in an hour or two.


    I tap my foot against the floorboard as I hear the first ring. “Case.” I freeze when his deep voice comes across the line. Shit! It only rang once; I wasn’t expecting him to answer at all. “Hello?” His voice sounds rough from sleep.


    Double shit! What do I say? My heart pounds in my chest. This was a bad idea. Very, very bad … “Hello?” he snaps, losing his patience.


    “Hi.” I cringe as the octave of my voice is three times higher than normal. Why did you call this man? You hate him! But I need to get to work. And if he is as bad as I think he is, I need to get on his good side. This could help me get there. Right?


    “Who is this?” he demands, still sounding irritated. Great. I’ve pissed off a man who has already threatened me once. I’ve lost my mind.


    “Hello, Case.” I roll my eyes at how breathless I sounded that time. Clearing my throat, I try again. “This is Taylor …”


    “Taylor?” His voice has lost its edge. “Something wrong?” he asks quickly.


    I actually laugh at how sincere that sounded. “No.” Just losing my mind, it seems. “Well, yeah,” I say as I look out my windshield and see the smoke still lingering around my car. “I was on my way to work. And well, my car caught fire…”


    “What?” The tone of his voice makes a shiver run through me. This is not the type of guy you would wanna piss off. Just the sound of his voice causes me to cower. “Where are you?” he snaps.


    “I’m sorry for calling you,” I say softly since he sounds so mad. “But I’ve called Savannah three times. She won’t answer. And then I called Blane once, and his phone went straight to voicemail. I then called work, but no one could come and get me. And then my boss. He didn’t answer,” I ramble. “I need to get to work.” I take a deep breath, realizing I forgot to breathe between words. “I don’t have anyone else …” He’s quiet, so I continue. “I would call triple A, but I don’t have it …”


    “No. No,” he interrupts me.


    “I just happened to have your card in my car.” I go back to my rambling. “And thought, maybe … I just need a ride to work. I’m already late as it is.” I start to bite my nails and stop. I pay too much money for them to do that. “I’m stuck here on the side of the road.”


    “You’re on the side of the road?” he growls.


    I look around at the deserted backroad. “Uh, yeah.”


    “Son of a bitch,” he hisses. I frown at his choice of words. Is he mad at me? “I was driving when it just starting smoking. I pulled right over …”


    “Are you sitting in your car?” he interrupts me.


    “Yes.”


    He huffs. “Stay in your car and wait for me.” I can hear a rustling of clothes and then the sound of a few doors slamming.


    “I’m sorry again for calling you.”


    I hear a beeping sound on his side of the phone and then an engine roar. “No worries. Just do what I said,” he orders. “I’m already in my car and pulling out of the club parking lot. Where are you?”


    I sigh in relief. “Thanks so much. I will pay for your gas.” I cringe even after I say it. I don’t have any cash on me. But I do have my debit card on me. If it’s not already maxed out.


    “No need for payment, Taylor. Now, where are you before I go the wrong way.”


    I inform him of where I am, and he promises to be here as soon as he can. When I hang up, I realize what I just did. I just called a drug dealer. What if the police arrest him and go through his phone? I sigh in relief. I had blocked it. Well, one point for me.


    I get out of my car and lean up against my trunk while I wait for him. I know he told me to sit in it, but I think I’d rather take my chances at another car hitting me as I stand on the side of the road than to be sitting in my car if it decides to go up in flames. Who knows what is really wrong with it and if my bottle of water really did any good.


    About fifteen minutes later, I see a black truck coming around the corner. It’s the first vehicle I’ve seen since I pulled over on the side of the road and I stand up straight. I give a small smile as it starts to come to a stop behind my car. My first thought is that of course he drives an overly large jacked up truck. Trying to compensate for something? My second thought is that wasn’t very nice. He’s the only one who answered your phone call.


    “Thank you …” I come to a halt and my words cut off when a man about my age jumps out from his lifted black Ford. A man who looks nothing like Case. Did he send someone to help me? Did he realize that I was where no one would find me? I immediately shake that thought from my mind. He said he was coming. And this guy is not Case.


    The man smiles at me, showing off his jagged teeth as he pushes his sunglasses to the top of his head. Eyes so dark they look black look me up and down in a way that makes me uneasy. “Need help, little lady?” he asks with a Southern drawl.


    “Uh, no,” I say, and his smile falls. “I have someone coming,” I add quickly. “Thank you, though.” I take a quick look around. Where is Case? I hope he gets here soon. All of a sudden, I feel too exposed standing outside of my car. I should have stayed inside where I could lock my doors.


    He looks around after I do, and his smile returns. “Well, they’re not here yet. How about I take a look.” He winks at me and then walks past me to the front of my car.


    “Uh … sure,” I say, nervously. What else is there for me to say? I already told him that I had someone coming, yet he insisted on helping.


    “Pop the hood,” he orders as he looks down at it.


    I gladly open up my car door and get inside of it. I pop the hood and then close my door. I’d take being blown up by a car explosion any day to being kidnapped, raped, mutilated, and left for dead on the side of the road.


    I watch through the little crack at the bottom of my lifted hood out of my windshield as he reaches over and grabs something in my engine. He cusses as he jerks his hand back. “Will it start?” he asks loud enough for me to hear.


    “No,” I lie. I’m not sure if it will. But trying to start it just sounds like a bad idea. What if that would cause it to explode?


    “It’s still too hot to touch.” He comes into full view when he slams the hood down.


    I wipe my sweaty hands on my thighs. Shit, it’s hot in here. I grab a hold of my shirt and pull it out quickly, trying to fan my chest. “Yeah, I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself,” I say loudly hoping he can hear me since my car door is shut. That was nice, right? Even though I’m scared to death. He stands in front of my car and places his arms over his chest as he stares at me through my windshield.


    I clear my throat when I realize he’s not going to budge. “Thank you?” I say in a high-pitched voice.


    My heart starts to beat faster when he makes his way over to my driver’s side door. He opens it, and I try to give him a thankful smile when I step out. Why didn’t I lock myself inside? That would have been too obvious. Plus, he would probably just break my window open.


    “A pretty lady shouldn’t be out here alone,” he says, shutting my door.


    “Come on. I’ll give you a ride into town,” he offers, and I take a step back, pushing myself up against the car as my heart pounds in my chest.


    Oh, Lord help me! “He should be here any moment.” Let him know you have a man coming. Let him know that someone knows you are here.


    As I mention the word he, his dark black eyes narrow. I reach behind me to grab my phone out of my pocket. I need to call Case again. Just as I grip my phone, he goes to open his mouth, but he looks up behind me as I hear a roar of an engine. Please be Case! Please be Case. I have a feeling that I would be safer with Case, considering that he is friends with my brother, rather than this stranger who is giving me the major creeps.


    The sound of the engine cuts off and I hear a door open and close. Please let this be Case and not some guy this creepy man has called to come help him.


    I jump when an arm lands over my shoulders, but let out a breath the moment I look up to see Case staring down the man in front of us. The smell of his spicy cologne surrounds me, and I inhale sharply. “Hey, sweetie,” he says, not taking his eyes off the guy in front of us. “Everything okay? I came as soon as I could.” He bends down and gives me a soft kiss on my hair, but I can feel how tight his body presses up beside mine.


    I blink a few times trying to clear my mind as my body breaks out in goosebumps from his touch. “Hey … babe.” What do I say? I guess we’re pretending to be something other than somewhat strangers to make this guy go away? I can play along if that is the case.


    Case reaches his free hand out and finally speaks. “Case,” he announces. “You would be?” he demands.


    I swallow nervously. Is he trying to make this situation worse?


    “Will.” The man reaches out and grasps his hand; it seems like a harmless handshake, but I can feel the tension. The man pulls his hand out of Case’s grasp and clears his throat. “I saw this beautiful woman stopped on the side of the road and thought I could help her.” He looks down at me.


    “Thank you,” I say, giving him a real smile now that Case is here. “But like I said, I had help coming.”


    “And I have arrived!” Case announces. “So you can now leave!” My eyes widen as I look at Case. Is he trying to start trouble?


    Will looks at Case for a few long seconds, and I hold my breath. Is he gonna hit him? “As you are. I’ll be on my way.” With that, he walks right past us to his truck. Case turns to see him off; I guess to make sure the guy doesn’t attack us from behind. But I don’t move from where I am. Once I see the back of the truck drive away, I let out a long breath.


    “What was that about?” Case growls.


    I spin around to face him expecting to see his blue eyes hard, but he has sunglasses shielding them. “I told him I had someone coming. But he insisted on staying to help me. What was I supposed to do?”


    “Tell him to fuck off,” he snaps.


    I run a hand through my hair. I’m starting to sweat out here. “I panicked,” I admit. “He gave me the creeps, and I panicked.”


    “What were you thinking?” he demands.


    I narrow my eyes on him. “I didn’t ask to break down. He stopped and …”


    “And he could have taken you,” he interrupts me.


    “I …” I pause because I don’t know what to say.


    He sighs heavily, his anger starting to fade but his features still hard. “You should have called me the minute he pulled up.”


    “What could you have done?” I ask skeptically.


    “I could have made sure that you were safe.” I hate the feeling that his concern gives me; how it makes me feel all warm inside. He really seems like he cares about my safety.


    “I’m sorry.” Why am I apologizing for something that I couldn’t control?


    He stares at me, those black aviators shielding his dark blue eyes. His lips in a thin line and his nostrils still flared. He opens his mouth to say something but shuts it the moment a tow truck comes around the corner into view.


    “You called a tow truck?” I ask surprised.


    He nods. “You said you were running late to work. I don’t plan to just leave your car here. Someone could vandalize it. I’ll have it towed to a safe place where it can be fixed quickly,” he replies softening his voice.


    I hang my head with a deep sigh. “What if I can’t afford what he charges?” When I lift my head back to look at him through my lashes, he gives me a small smile.


    “Don’t worry, Taylor. Everyone in this town owes me. And this can be his payment.” With that, he walks to the front of my car as the tow truck beeps while he backs up to the front of my car.


    I watch him as he gets down on his knees in his tight fitting blue jeans, helping the guy from the tow truck connect my car, and I wonder what my payment will be. Because I just became another person who owes him something. And the fact that I accused him of breaking into our home may mean that I owe him for more than one thing. My day just keeps getting better. I guess it could be worse; I could be in the back of that black lifted truck with that man who looked like he wanted to eat me alive. Silver lining.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I look down at where Nicole is tattooed in a pretty script on my wrists, and I feel my chest tighten. This scene looks all too familiar. A woman on the side of the road. Some random man trying to help her. I could have beat the shit out of that guy just because. But thankfully, he left willingly. And Taylor? How could she be so stupid and place herself in danger like that? I know she couldn’t help the fact that her car broke down, but she could have handled the situation with the man better.


    I look up and push my watch back so it covers up the name. “Thanks,” I say reaching out to shake the hand of a childhood friend. Frank has always been there for me when I need him. Even when I didn’t want him there.


    “Anything for you, Case. I’ll make sure to have this fixed as soon as possible for your, uh, friend,” he says looking up at Taylor standing behind me. She has her head down as she kicks around some loose rocks with her tennis shoes.


    “Just let me know when it’s ready,” I say and turn to Taylor. “Did you get everything you need out of your car?” I ask her, trying to soften the harsh words I spoke to her only minutes ago.


    She nods as she pats her purse that hangs over her shoulder. “Yes.” Then she looks at Frank. “Thanks again.” She gives him a warm smile, and he returns it.


    “Come on,” I say placing my hand on her shoulder and spinning her around to walk to my car. I don’t miss the way she looks at me with confusion on her face as I touch her once again, but I ignore it. “Let’s get you to work.”


    She lets out a whistle when she sees my car parked on the side of the road. I smile proudly at her reaction. Women judge a man by what he drives. “Nice car,” she says as she admires the curves of my brand new white Corvette.


    “Thanks.”


    I walk over to open the passenger door for her, and she thanks me before I close her door. I get behind the wheel and start it up.


    I pull onto the road, and I catch her look over at me shyly. “I …” She pauses. “I want to thank you for coming to get me. You didn’t have to.”


    Oh, but I did. “It was no problem,” I say coolly. I get calls from blocked numbers all the time, so it was no surprise when I woke to a blocked number. What was a surprise was the beautiful woman on the line. I couldn’t believe my luck. She needed my help. Of course, I was gonna run to her side. What did piss me off was seeing that man when I pulled over to help her. Who the hell did he think he was? She has no idea how cruel this world can be. But I know someone who does—Nicole!


    “I love you, Case.” She kisses me on the cheek before she pulls away and laughs softly. Her dark brown hair is up in a high ponytail wrapped with one of those bows that are bigger than her head, and she is dressed in her black and white Tigers cheerleading uniform. “I’ll see you after the game,” she calls out before she turns to walk out the front door.


    I shift uncomfortably in the driver’s seat as I pull myself out of that memory. I can still see those blue eyes clear as day, and it makes my chest tighten. Now is not the time to go down memory lane. Taylor thinks I’m one of those bad guys, but I’m not. Well, not the kind of bad she thinks I am.


    She clears her throat, and it pulls me from my thinking. “I also wanna tell you I’m sorry,” she says softly, trying once again.


    “No need ...” I don’t deserve an apology.


    “Yes,” she interrupts me. “I shouldn’t have accused you of breaking into our house.” She sighs heavily. “Blane doesn’t have friends I can trust, and I thought … Well, after you threatened me in the club, I just figured you were one of those people.” If she only knew the real me. “But I saw what you did for us last night when I got home. That was nice of you.”


    I was trying to suck up. I shift the car as I pick up speed. A quick glance at the clock shows that she called me over thirty-five minutes ago.


    “I’m just glad you kept my card,” I say as I slide my eyes over to look at her. Her face flushes before she turns to look out her window as I speed down the highway. I hate that it makes me feel good about myself because I don’t deserve that, not from her.


    I tighten my hand on the steering wheel and shift the car as I feel that tightness return to my chest. She has no idea how much I have done in order to get what I want. And the sad part is that I don’t really feel that sorry about it.


    I pull up to her coffee shop and turn off the car. I go to get out and open her door for her, but she’s already out and slamming her door shut. “Thanks again. I owe you,” she calls out as she runs toward the front door of the coffee shop.


    Yes, you do! She just had no idea I’m going to make her pay up.


    I smile as I lean back against the hood of my car. I cross one ankle over the other and cross my arms over my chest.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER EIGHT


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Please?” I beg. “You can’t fire me,” I whine to Mr. Binsen as he sits behind his computer. “I got here as fast as I could,” I say trying to hold back the tears as I take deep breaths from running from the parking lot. This is one of those days where I wish I had just stayed in bed.


    “Taylor, you’re almost an hour late,” he reminds me as if the big cuckoo clock hanging up above his head is incorrect.


    “I know,” I say wanting to stomp my foot. “My car broke down. What was I supposed to do? I called up here. And then I called you.” I wish I could explain to him how desperate I was that I called a man who has the potential to be dangerous to me. And how I feel like he somehow ended up saving my life from a potential rapist or murderer.


    He reaches over to the bag of Lays potato chips that sit on his desk, grabs a handful, and then shoves them in his mouth. All of this without looking away from his computer. “Yes. Duncan filled me in,” he says through a mouthful of chips.


    I take a deep breath and try not to cry or cuss him up one way and down the other. “I can’t lose my job,” I decide to say desperately.


    “Sorry, Taylor. I have to do what is right for my business. And I need someone who is reliable. You are not.” And with that, he starts to smile as he stares at his computer. I stand there just staring at him, and after a few long seconds, he starts to laugh and talk in German. He must have won something online.


    I spin around, open the door, and close it behind me before I storm down the hallway. I reach up and wipe the single tear off my cheek when I shove open the front door to the coffee shop, ignoring Duncan calling out my name behind me. I start to walk down the sidewalk wondering what in the hell I’m gonna do now when I hear my name being called out again.


    I spin around thinking Duncan followed me outside when I see Case leaning up against his white Corvette staring at me. “What are you still doing here?” I demand.


    He frowns as he tilts his head, his sunglasses shading his eyes. I sigh as I run a hand through my dark hair. “I’m sorry. That was rude of me.” He just dropped whatever he was doing, which was probably a woman, to come and get me off the side of the road. And he called a tow truck to get my car fixed. I close my eyes and growl as I think of my car. How am I going to pay to fix my car if I have no job? “Fuck,” I hiss.


    “What happened?”


    I open my eyes and see him approaching me slowly as if I will pounce on him like a caged animal. I wish I could hit him. Punch him in his perfect, handsome face. Hell, the chance to attack anyone sounds good at the moment. Maybe that would make me feel better. Instead, I point at the front door. “I just got fired,” I grind out. “Because I was late. Who cares that I work my ass off here.” Sure, it’s just a coffee shop, but I work hard at that job. There were times I went in before school and then went right back after classes. Then had to stay up all night to do homework and study. It never ended. “Who cares I’m the first one to cover for someone else.” My voice rises. “Who cares …?”


    He places a hand on my shoulder. “Calm down,” he says softly. “Before you call unwanted attention.”


    I take a second to look at the busy street and notice that people are staring at me with either concerned eyes or looks of disgust. Why wouldn’t they? I look like a hot mess and feel like a crazy person. “I’m afraid it’s too late for that,” I say with a small laugh. Geez, I’m losing my mind.


    “Where would you like me to take you?” he questions.


    This is too much! “Oh. No. Thank you. I can’t ask you to …”


    “You’re not,” he interrupts. “I insist.”


    After he walked me back to his car, he informed me that I needed to eat. I tried to tell him that I didn’t need food, but he wasn’t taking it. So I threw my hands up in the air and said sure, why not? It’s probably the last good meal I’ll get for a while until I find a new job.


    He chose a little Italian restaurant at the end of the street. I’ve worked at the other end of this street here in downtown Chicago at the coffee shop for the last three years and never took the time to eat here.


    As he holds the door open for me, I mumble a thank you and instantly regret letting him choose. I’m too underdressed for a place like this. My jeans and white button up shirt look out of place compared to everyone dressed up from their Sunday morning church services.


    The woman seats us in the back and frowns as I watch her sniff the air. I lift my left arm to smell the sleeve of my shirt. “I smell like smoke.” Crap. Did I say that out loud?


    Case chuckles. “No, you don’t.”


    I arch an eyebrow. “What other excuse do you have for her putting us back here?” I question.


    “She knows I prefer it back here,” he replies simply.


    “Oh,” is all I say. I’m sure she knows everything that he prefers. Sexually. “How well do you know her?” I blurt out then immediately sink back into my seat. Why did you ask that?


    He doesn’t even bother to look up from his menu as he smirks. “Well enough.”


    Why does that make me feel jealous? That someone knows him in a way that I don’t? The man is dark and dangerous. All you have to do is look into his eyes and they promise a night you would never forget. He just screams power and those tattoos … they call to me like a dangerous threat. The way the blue and black lines travel up and down his forearms. His left forearm has a black skull that looks like it belongs to the devil himself. It has dark blue flames that come through the outline of the skull. Then there’s black ink that looks like smoke coming out of the skull’s mouth. It looks like it’s on fire. My eyes roam up to his black t-shirt, and I wish I could lift it up to see the rest of his tats. Both arms end right at his wrist. But the watch on his right hand covers part of it. I feel my insides tighten at the thought of him taking off his shirt for me to look at his chest. Every time he moves, it pulls his shirt tighter and I can make out his pecs. I wonder if they feel as good as they look. I sigh heavily; maybe it has been too long since I have had sex.


    I look over to see the hostess; I watch her seat a couple of businessmen a few tables down. I eye her black patent heels that are probably about two inches tall. Her black pencil skirt shows off her thin legs and small waist. It comes to her calves but has a long slit up the back that some would consider a little inappropriate for such a business place. But she pulls it off, and it looks classy on her. She’s tucked a black silk blouse into her high skirt. The V-neck isn’t too low that her boobs spill over the top, but it’s low enough to show she has large implants. Her blond hair—that you can tell came from a bottle, but is not overly processed—is pulled up into a tight bun at the nape of her neck, giving her more of a teacher look than a hostess look. When she turns and catches me staring, she gives me a warm smile, showing off her beautiful teeth. Not one that says I just caught you staring at me, but one that says hi, it’s okay to stare at my hot self.


    I look away and then at Case. His blue eyes are staring at me intently. He totally just caught me checking out his booty call. Please God, just end this day already.


    I clear my throat. “So what is good here?”


    “Everything,” he replies. A smirk growing on his face.


    Was he just implying her? No, I asked about the food. I skim the menu and most of this stuff is more than what I pay for in a month at the grocery store. What happened to a burger and fries? Hell, I’ll settle for a hot dog from the guy on the side of the road who pushes one of those little carts around. I’m not the type of woman who lives on rabbit food and water.


    “Case.” I put my menu down. “This is too expensive. We don’t have to eat here.” I wave my hand in the air.


    “Is that really the problem?” He places his menu down and stares at me with those dark blue eyes. They make my heart race and my skin break out in goosebumps.


    “Yes.” I can see how that sounded. Especially how he caught me staring at the runway model he’s obviously taken to bed.


    “Then don’t worry about the price.” He picks his menu back up.


    I reach across the table and pull it out of his hands. It slams against the table. “I don’t want to owe you any more than I already do,” I say softly so others can’t hear the exchange.


    His smirk grows to a full smile. “We’re staying.”


    I let out a puff of air. Getting frustrated. “Case …”


    “Why did you call me today?” He changes the subject.


    I mention me owing him, and he brings up me having to ask him for help today? “Because I had no one else,” I say softly. “And your number was just there.” I shrug. “I didn’t think you would answer in all honesty. And then when you did, I figured you’d be the last person to come and save me considering how I’ve treated you.”


    He sits and stares at me for a long time. I’m guessing he’s trying to decide on just what to say. Maybe remembering all the bad stuff I said to him. After what feels like forever, he finally speaks to me. “Just because you don’t agree with what I do doesn’t mean I’m a bad person, Taylor.” I swallow thickly. He’s right. And Savannah was right; I’ve never been so quick to judge people before. Why do I let Case get to me so much? Because I’m afraid he may take my brother away from me.


    I swallow my pride once again. “I apologized …”


    He interrupts me. “I don’t need apologies from you, Taylor.”


    Lunch went by agonizingly slow. Case didn’t say anything else to me, and I didn’t know what to say to him. We ate our meal in silence, and I couldn’t help but watch the way the pretty blond smiled at him as we made our way to the front door. Case came around and opened the car door for me, and I mumbled a thank you loud enough for him to hear. We may not be speaking, but I can’t be a bitch when he’s being a gentleman. He makes his way around the front of his car and gets behind the wheel.


    Looking over his shoulder, he backs his car into the traffic before putting it into gear and taking off. I can tell by the way he’s driving that he’s mad. The way he shifts gears, slamming on the brake and the gas. And I know it’s because of me. But I don’t know what it is that I’ve done exactly.


    The silence in the small car is almost deafening. I go to open my mouth to ask him the first thing that comes to my mind when my cell phone starts to ring. I look down to see SAVVY lighting up my screen.


    I press ignore. Savannah calls two more times, and I decline both of them. I’m not in the mood to speak to her. I needed her, and she was just now calling me back? Screw that.


    “What is your problem with me?” I demand looking over at him. Maybe it was the fact that Savannah just tried to call. Or the fact that I can’t take the silence anymore.


    He gives a dark laugh, but it holds no humor. “That’s rich.”


    “What does that mean?” I bark, now turning my entire body in the passenger seat to face him.


    “It means you can have a shit ton of problems with me, but I can’t have a problem with you? That’s a little hypocritical.”


    I roll my eyes. “I said I was sorry. What did you expect? You’re a drug dealer.” I regret the words as soon as I say them. As he had said at the restaurant, just because he sells drugs doesn’t make him a bad person.


    “Yes. I know what I do for a living. Thanks for the reminder,” he snaps, hitting his hand on the steering wheel.


    “Stop the car,” I demand, tired of this shit and ready to get out. He speeds up. “Case. Stop the damn car. I’m getting out,” I shout.


    He snorts. “I refuse to leave you on the side of the road where some guy can stop and pick you up.” He shakes his head. “I refuse to have that blood on my hands.”


    “I find it hard to believe that you all of a sudden are worried about my well-being.” His jaw tightens, and I add, “I’m not your responsibility.”


    He veers the car off onto the side of the road and brings it to an abrupt stop. The force throws me forward, but the seat belt locks on my chest and I catch my breath.


    He throws his arm over the back of my seat and leans into my space. I push myself up against the door and the window as far as I can with the seat belt still over my shoulder, staring at him wide-eyed.


    “This is where you are wrong.” His voice is even, but I can see the rage in his blue eyes as he holds his face inches from my face. “Your brother works for me.” I swallow nervously terrified of where this conversation is going to go. I need to quit pissing this guy off. “First, he didn’t tell me about you. Then his house gets broken into. And believe me, I didn’t do it, princess. But someone out there did, and your brother swears he has no clue who that is. Your brother is my responsibility. Therefore, you are mine as well.”


    I hate to admit I’m afraid of him. He may look like a man who belongs on a cover of GQ, but his demeanor is brooding and secretive. I can’t place my finger on it, but he seems as if he’s hiding something. He probably hides a lot. Hell, for all I know, this car could be stolen.


    I drop my head and let out an exasperated breath. “What do you want from me?” It’s a loaded question but one that needed to be asked. He knows I’m terrified of what he is doing with my brother, but I can’t stop it. He threatens me and then expects me to fall for his charm when he’s being nice.


    I hold my breath as he places his fingers under my chin and lifts so I have to look up at him. “Nothing. I want nothing from you.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER NINE


    


    CASE


    


    It was a lie I’m not sure she believed. When she asked me what I wanted from her, I almost said to use her for my own sick pleasure. That if I had my way, I’d have her naked in a matter of seconds with my hands in her hair and my cock in her mouth. And demand her to tell me who she thinks I am again. But that would get me nowhere. Taylor’s not the type of girl with whom you’re honest. She won’t like the truth.


    I wasn’t lying when I said she was my responsibility. She is. And her calling me when she was stranded on the side of the road tells me that she trusts me more than she wants to admit. Even if I was the last person she called. She had run out of options, and it worked in my favor.


    I look down at her parted lips as she takes a deep breath, and my tongue comes out as it runs across my lower lip. I wish I could have one night with her. I would show her just how terrified she should be of me. I would please her in ways she’s never known. She’s beautiful, but she’s uptight. I don’t think that’s just because she hates me, but it’s just who she is. I would gladly fuck that out of her. I’d turn her into a shaking, moaning mess as I had my way with her. And boy, can I think of many ways to do just that.


    Her blue eyes fall down to my lips, and her breathing picks up. I can almost smell her fear and it has my cock hardening. It’s actually sick how it turns me on. I have never forced myself on a woman, and I never will. But that doesn’t mean I’m not sick in other ways. It doesn’t mean I wouldn’t pull her out of this car, bend her over my hood, and fuck her pussy right here while cars drive by and watch—if she would let me, of course.


    “Case …” The concern in her voice has me pulling out of my thoughts. I pull away from her and sit my ass back in my driver’s seat. I put the car in gear and get back to the highway. You can’t fuck her! Tell that to my hard cock. I adjust myself once again in my seat as I let out a cough to try and not look so suspicious. The last thing I want her to know is how I fantasize about burying my cock in her pussy. I’m trying to get her to trust me, not afraid I’ll force myself on her.


    As I pull up to her driveway, I look over at her. “I’m not going to ask you for your number.” I already have it, but she doesn’t need to know that. “But just know if you need me for anything, you can call me. I will always answer,” I say without even turning to look at her. She doesn’t respond; she just gets out and slams the door shut.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I walk into the house, and Savannah jumps up from the couch the moment she sees me walk in. “Taylor? Are you okay? I got your messages. I called you back,” she says in a rush.


    I hold up my hand to stop her. “I know.” I continue walking past the living room and kitchen into my bedroom. She follows me.


    “Why aren’t you at work?” she questions, coming in behind me.


    “I got fired,” I say falling onto my bed. Getting fired being the last thing on my mind at the moment. Did Case almost kiss me? He had licked his lips as if he thought about it. Was that just me? What would I have done if he had? Would I have kissed him back? I would like to say no, but my mind is telling me yes. I would have.


    “What?” she asks in disbelief as she sits down softly beside me. “Why?”


    Forget about Case! “Because my car broke down, so I was almost an hour late.” Just saying it again pisses me off. I feel like I should write Mr. Binsen a very strongly worded letter. Fuck you, Mr. Binsen! I hope you lose all of your eBay auctions! Yeah, that would make me feel better.


    She looks around my room for a few seconds and then back at me. “How did you get home? Did you get your car fixed that fast?”


    I wish. “Case.” I whisper his name hoping she doesn’t notice the want in my voice. I thought he was gonna kiss me. Hell, I licked my lips thinking grab my neck and kiss me! Show me what you can do to me. Why would I want him? He’s bad news.


    Her brows pull together in confusion then her eyes widen in shock. “No fucking way,” she shrieks. “You’re joking, right?” She slaps me on the shoulder.


    “I wish I was,” I mumble. Not only do I want the man, but now I also owe him. This cannot end well for me.


    She smiles brightly as she flips her blond hair over her shoulder. “So he’s not that bad of a guy after all?”


    I sigh in defeat. “He may have come and saved me, but that doesn’t mean I have changed my mind about him.” Does it? Pretty sure my thoughts about him are starting to change. Maybe he isn’t as bad as I thought he was.


    We spend the next thirty minutes going over my day with Case and the creepy guy who stopped and tried to help me. I leave out the part where one of his ex or current lover was our hostess. I figured that would just make me look jealous. And that’s crazy because I barely know the guy. I also chose to leave out the part where I thought he was gonna kiss me. No need to confuse me any more than I already am.


    “He has the hots for you,” she says with a smile after I finish talking.


    “He does not.” I roll my eyes. “He was just helping me out.” I’m still not sure why. We’re not friends. But no matter how much of a dick I think he is, he did come to my rescue today like a knight on a white horse. More like sin in a white sports car.


    “He’s hot.” She sighs as she falls onto her back. “All those tats.” She runs her left hand up her right arm. “I wonder if he has any that his clothes hide?” She looks over at me and wiggles her eyebrows.


    I sigh as I fall down onto the bed beside her. “Doesn’t matter if he does. Neither one of us will find out.” Why do I wish I could tell her yes or no due to personal experiences?


    “Well, I bet you can. And then you can tell me.” I snort. “Hey, just because I can’t touch doesn’t mean I can’t fantasize,” she adds with a playful shove to my shoulder.


    We lie there as the afternoon light shines into my bedroom, and I close my eyes to the silence. It’s been a long morning, and I’m tired. Just as I yawn, she speaks. “What are you gonna do about your car?”


    “I don’t know.” I had called him from a blocked number so that means he doesn’t have mine. How will he contact me when my car is done? I guess he could call my brother and have Blane relay the message to me. Either way, I’ll deal with that tomorrow. It’s been a draining Sunday, and I sure as hell could use an afternoon nap.


    I roll over onto my side and another yawn escapes me before I feel myself start to drift away.


    


    ***


    


    Before my eyes can focus, I hear voices. Men’s voices maybe? But they seem to be far away. As my eyes flutter open and my hearing becomes clearer, I can tell that they are coming down the hallway of the house.


    I look in front of me and see that Savannah lies asleep. Her blond hair covers her face. Light trickles into my bedroom, no longer bright outside but now dark. We must have fallen asleep like this—on my bed and still dressed.


    I look up at my open bedroom door and see my brother walk by; I realize his voice woke me. Flipping over onto my other side, I close my eyes and try to get back to that same stage of unconsciousness. Still tired.


    After a few minutes of laughter from my brother’s room, I realize that sleep isn’t going to be possible. I’ll be better off if I get up than to sleep the rest of the evening away. I hate when I wake up around ten at night after having an afternoon nap and end up staying up all night.


    With a heavy sigh and a long stretch, I climb out of bed and make my way across the hall to the bathroom. My brother has the master bedroom with the bathroom. When we first moved in here, we found it easier for Savannah and me to share a bathroom than for one of us to have to share it with Blane. Now that she is dating him, they share the master bedroom, meaning I have to leave my room in order to use the restroom.


    I cringe when I get a whiff of the smoke and sweat that still lingers on my clothes. I should have taken them off before I laid on my bed. Now, I gotta wash my sheets.


    I lock the bathroom door behind me and slowly undress. My eyes and limbs are still heavy from sleep. Once I get undressed and the water temperature is just right, I make my way into the shower. Closing my eyes and standing underneath the sprayer, I allow the hot water to flow over me, making me smile. Ahh, it feels so good.


    As I reach for the soap, I start to think of all the places that I can look for a job tomorrow. I could go for another coffee shop, but I can’t see another shop paying close to what I made. The thought of working at Case’s club passes over my thoughts, and I quickly squash it.


    Don’t even consider that as an option.


    I bet it’s great money.


    What he does is illegal.


    You wouldn’t be doing anything illegal. You’d just be serving drinks.


    “Stop,” I say out loud to myself. As if that will make my mind stop thinking about it. It’s too late for me to have an internal battle with myself. Either way, I will lose.


    As I wrap the towel around myself under my arms, I swipe my hand across my bathroom mirror. I grab my toothbrush, apply toothpaste to it, and brush my teeth leaning over the sink. Humming a tune to myself, I distract myself from thinking about taking the job Case offered me.


    When finished, I wring my hair out in the sink again, considering it’s dripping water all over the floor and down my shoulders. I take a deep breath and smile when all I smell is my vanilla bodywash and not the smoke from my car.


    I open the door and step out into the hallway to head back to my room but come to a halt when I collide with a very large, very hard body.


    I gasp as I look up into dark blue eyes. The same dark blue eyes that I spent most of my day with earlier today. Case stands there, hands on either side of my shoulders, to steady me from our running into each other. His hands are warm on my damp skin. His eyes drop down and rake over my body, and I can’t hide the shiver that runs through me. Why do I feel so cold?


    “I’m gonna regret this,” he mumbles as he starts to lower his lips down to mine, and I suck in a deep breath.


    Is he gonna kiss me?


    I lick my lips and my heart pounds so loudly in my chest that I’m sure he can hear it. I don’t know why I’m so nervous. I’ve kissed men before. Hell, I’ve had sex before. But he’s different; he screams trouble. Dangerous. And my body likes that even as my mind screams run. At the last second, he moves to the right and whispers in my ear. “Although I don’t mind the show, you might wanna pick your towel up off the floor.” His hot breath makes another shiver run through me when it hits my cool skin. He pulls back and his eyes look down at me once again. They darken and I swear I hear a deep growl as he just stands there.


    Disappointment floods me when I realize he didn’t kiss me. But his words start to sink in. I follow his eyes down my body. I screech as I realize the reason I’m so cold is because I lost my towel when I ran into him. And I’m standing in front of him buck-ass naked.


    OH, MY GOD! I shove him out the way, and for a second, he doesn’t budge. After one last long look, he removes his hands and takes a step away from me and steps to the side. I reach down, snatch my towel, and finish running across the hall to my room. I slam my bedroom door shut behind me.


    “What’s wrong?” Savannah sits straight up in bed, her hair covering half her face as she looks around lost with sleepy green eyes.


    “What’s going on out there?” I hear my brother’s voice on the other side of my door, now in the hallway.


    “Taylor saw a spider,” I hear Case say with amusement in his voice. And if that doesn’t embarrass me enough, the chuckle that comes after does.


    Kill me now!


    “What is Case doing here?” I ask myself as I close my eyes and bang my head back against my door. Ow, that hurt.


    “He came over to pick up Blane. They have some business to take care of,” Savannah answers. “Why? I thought you said he wasn’t that bad? Maybe even a good guy.”


    I open my eyes and look at her now sitting up in my bed. “A good guy?” I breathe. “Who cares what kind of guy he is. He just saw me naked,” I growl.


    Her green eyes look me up and down with a frown on her face. She takes in my towel and wet hair. After a few long seconds, her lips pull back in a smile. And then she bursts out laughing. She throws her head back and laughs so loud that I’m sure Case can hear her on the other side of my door.


    I run to my bed and bury my head in my pillow. Her laughter dies down and then I feel her hand softly on my shoulder. “Hey, it’s okay.”


    “I thought he was gonna kiss me,” I mumble into the pillow.


    She laughs once again and pats my back over the towel. “So you do find him hot,” she says knowingly.


    


    CASE


    


    I can’t help the big grin on my face. I am still standing outside of Taylor’s room, and I can hear the girls talking. I can hear Savannah talking to her about how she finds me hot, and it makes me chuckle.


    I walk away from the door ‘cause if I can hear them, then they can hear me.


    “You ready?” Blane asks walking out of his room at the end of the hall and shutting his door behind him.


    I nod. “Give me a second.” I step into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. I need a minute to calm myself before I have to get in my car with her brother.


    “Shit!” I curse softly as I place my hands on her sink and drop my head. I am so fucking hard right now after seeing her flawless body. I knew I should have had Blane come to me at the club, but when he asked me if I wanted to pick him up at his house, I couldn’t resist. The urge to see Taylor again was too great to turn down.


    Now, I have a hard cock, and my mind is in the gutter. I take a deep breath to calm myself, but it just makes my desire for her harder to tame as the scent of vanilla fills my nose.


    My cock twitches and I close my eyes. I see her standing in front of me; she’s naked and her body is trembling with my hands on her shoulders. Her skin was so soft and smooth. Her lips parted, and I swear I heard her whisper kiss me. Fuck, how I wanted to. I let myself look at her without shame. My gaze devoured her perfectly round tits, flat stomach, and smooth pussy. I wanted to drop to my knees right then and there and wrap her legs around my head as I fucked her till she was shaking for a different reason than her being cold.


    A knock on the door makes me jump. “One sec,” I grind out.


    “Come on, man,” Blane says as he pounds on the door again. “We need to get going.”


    I lean over and turn on her sink. I throw some cold water on my face as I take a few calming, deep breaths. “Coming.” I reach over, grab a hand towel, and dry my face.


    I readjust my very painfully hard cock behind my zipper and open up the door. I may be a fucking man, but she’s just another woman. I can keep myself together, for fuck’s sake. I have to!


    Blane stands there staring at me with a smirk on his face. If he had any idea what I am thinking about, he wouldn’t look at me like that. “Did that spider scare you too?” He laughs.


    I roll my eyes and slap my hand on his shoulder. “Let’s go.”


    I throw one last look over at Taylor’s door and imagine her lying on her bed, naked and ready for me to take her … Fucking stop, Case! I berate myself.


    I look over at Blane, and I hear Taylor’s door start to open. I don’t even turn around. I just walk to the front door because, all of a sudden, I need out of this house.


    As I drive down the highway with Blane, I feel like I left my mind back at their house with Taylor. I can still smell her, and thanks to my stupid decision to go into her bathroom, now my clothes and car smell like her. I have literally fucked myself, yet I’m not getting to reap the benefits. Just the blue balls.


    I growl, my hand tightening on the steering wheel. “Dude, what’s wrong?” Blane asks looking over at me.


    “Just a little tense.”


    “Are you going to be okay to do this?” he questions. “Maybe we can reschedule …”


    “You don’t reschedule something like this,” I interrupt him. “You don’t want to do anything that makes you look suspicious,” I inform him. “Rox already doesn’t trust you.” Rox doesn’t know him.


    He runs a hand through his hair nervously. “Why not?”


    “Dealers are very territorial. And in order for you to get the information that I need, you’re gonna have to cross over into what we call gray areas.” And now I have to create an excuse for that.


    “What the hell is a gray area?”


    “It’s an area that I don’t control.” I get all my drugs from Rox, so the fact that I am now buying from Cricket looks odd. But in all honesty, Cricket’s product is better. “If someone sees you selling or buying in an area that I don’t run, then you get your ass beat.” I look over at him quickly. “Do you wanna get your ass beat?” I ask when he doesn’t say anything.


    He shakes his head quickly. “No. So what do I say?” he asks nervously.


    “I’ll do the exchange. You just sit there and keep your mouth shut,” I inform him. “Open the glove box,” I order as I pull off the highway. “Hand me the baggie.”


    He sighs nervously as he reaches for the bag of cocaine and then hands it over to me. “He’s going to offer you some.”


    He inhales sharply. “I don’t do drugs, Case,” he says as his voice grows frantic. “I’ve never done a drug in my life.” I remember Taylor telling me the same thing. “What am I gonna do? I can’t do cocaine …”


    “Stop,” I say loudly to get his attention as he rambles. I’m already annoyed by my hard cock in my jeans, so I can’t handle a grown-ass man acting like a little bitch. “I don’t allow my guys to do drugs while on the job,” I inform him. “But it’s also impolite to turn down when Rox gives you something.”


    “So what am I gonna do?” He sounds just as frustrated as I feel.


    “Whatever you have to, Blane. Whatever you have to.” I like this guy, and I have the hots for his sister. I’d hate to get him killed because he refuses to prove his loyalty. “Loyalty trumps any morals you have at the moment.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TEN


    


    BLANE


    


    I’m being a little bitch, and I know that. Believe me, if there was a way to turn it off, I would. I’m trying to be like the man sitting next to me—all tough and a hardass. But now, the fucker has me terrified. I can’t snort a line of cocaine. I’ve seen what one hit can do to someone. It only takes that one time to depend on something for the rest of your life.


    I was once that sixteen-year-old who woke up at all hours of the night and ran to my father’s room to see if he had made his way home from a party. I was that kid who when he was home, my first instinct was to check his pulse as I prayed he was still alive. I can’t do that to myself. And I sure as hell won’t do it to Taylor.


    I lower my head and run my hand through my hair as Case pulls into a parking lot. I look to see the word Fusion written on the side of the white building and I swallow nervously. He pulls his Corvette right up to the back door. He shuts off the car and gets out. I watch as he places the baggie of cocaine into his back pocket. “Just relax,” he says to me as my stiff body gets out of the passenger door.


    “Easy for you to say,” I snap. “This is your life.”


    He doesn’t respond to that; he just walks up to the back door and knocks on it. I let out a long breath squaring my shoulders as the door opens. A very beautiful woman answers the door. Her long black hair is pulled up into a high ponytail. Her dark eyes are lined with a black liner, and her lips are painted a color that could pass for chocolate. She’s stunning. She has a tight dark brown dress on that dips low in the front showing off a great set of tits that must have been paid for. A cream belt sits high on her thin waist, and I can’t help but look at the slit that runs up her long legs to her hip. Clearly, she’s not wearing anything underneath it.


    “Case,” she says excitedly with a bright white smile. It looks like a million bucks. “It’s been a while.”


    He nods his head. “It has.” She looks him up and down as if she is about to pounce on him. Surprisingly, he seems unaffected. “I have an appointment with Rox,” he says lacking the excitement she had for seeing him.


    Her smile doesn’t falter, but you can see the disappointment in her dark eyes. “Of course. He is expecting you.”


    She holds the door open for us and then closes it after we enter. I follow behind Case as he trails after her down a hallway. I don’t bother looking anywhere except straight ahead at Case as I follow them. I don’t know much about this Rox guy. Case kinda keeps me in the dark about certain things that he does, and I don’t blame him. I find I prefer to be in the dark on the deeper shit. I don’t need to know where the drugs go or where they come from, but I guess this guy is pretty important. Case called me earlier and told me that Rox had called him asking questions about me. He said I needed to make an appearance. When I asked why, he said it was unavoidable unless I wanted my ass beat. So here I am.


    “He’s already in there waiting for you,” she announces as we come to a stop in front of a door.


    Case surprises me as he leans in and gives the woman a kiss on both sides of her cheeks. “Thanks, beautiful,” he says giving her a flirtatious smile.


    “Don’t be a stranger, Case,” she says with a wink before she turns and walks off. Swaying her hips a little more than usual, I’m sure.


    “Case.” An older looking man stands in the middle of a room. I’m guessing this is the Rox guy. Case enters, and I follow him. “Nice of you to call.” He comes up to him and gives him a tight hug.


    He pulls away. “Yeah, I thought it was about time we have a meeting,” he says cheerfully. He steps out of the way and gestures to me. I take a deep breath trying to calm my nerves once again. Try to think about the beautiful woman you just saw who is wearing no underwear. “Blane, meet Rox.” It doesn’t help.


    I wipe my right hand on my thigh and then reach out in order to shake his as we say our hellos, but he pulls me in for a hug. I actually let out a laugh to try to cover up my nervousness. I look over at Case, and he’s smiling in satisfaction. Maybe this means Rox likes me. That’s good because I would hate for him to hate me. I hear that he is a ruthless motherfucker!


    “I thought you should meet Blane. He recently started working for me.”


    “What exactly is he doing for you?” he asks Case as if I’m not even here.


    “He is buying from Cricket,” he says simply.


    “Cricket?” His eyes widen. “Trying to throw him to the dogs already?” He smiles wickedly as he arches a brow in question.


    Case chuckles at that. “I have total faith in Blane. He can hold his own.”


    “I’m sure he can,” he says slowly as his eyes turn to me. His gaze returns to Case. “And why exactly do you have him buying from Cricket? I thought we had an understanding. You get your drugs from me. Am I wrong?” If he’s mad, his words don’t show it. He sounds genuinely curious.


    Case shakes his head. “You are correct. You are my supplier, but it never hurts to test the competition.”


    Rox smiles widely, and it makes him look like the Grinch. “Test the competition,” he repeats with amusement. “Did they pass?”


    Case reaches down into his pocket and pulls out the baggie of cocaine. I suck in a deep breath. “You tell me.”


    Rox’s black eyes light up. “A gift? I love gifts.” The smile on his face reminds me of a child on Christmas morning. Case hands him the baggie and takes the few steps that separate him from a couch. Case plops down and I find myself sitting down as well. “Oh, please join me,” he says looking over at me as he sits down in a chair across from us. My body stiffens, and I pray they can’t see it. But I gotta do what Case told me to do in order not to give ourselves away.


    I swallow nervously and hold my breath as I nod quickly. Fuck! I let out a long breath as my hands shake while resting on my thighs. I give him a shaky smile as I look him in the eyes. They’re so dark they’re black. I don’t know why, but the devil comes to mind—soulless. I lick my dry lips and speak. “I would love some …”


    “You know how I feel about that.” Case interrupts me, and my head whips to the right to stare at him. Is he gonna save me from having to do it? Thank you, God! “I don’t allow my men to do something at that caliber when he has a job to do for me later tonight.” Case slides his eyes over to me, and then back at Rox. “That’s how shit gets fucked up.”


    Rox nods his head quickly. “Yes. Yes.” He looks up at the ceiling as if in thought. “I have had to get rid of many guys who fucked up some very important exchanges for me,” he muses. And I have feeling get rid of means kill.


    He stands and digs into his pocket. Case smiles when Rox pulls out a pipe of marijuana. “Well, how about this?” He raises a dark brow to Case. “This way the man can get a little something and still be able to do his job later.” He then looks at me and nods his head. “Yes?”


    I return his smile, but it’s a little shaky at best. When he looks away from me, I let out a long sigh. I’m not sure how I feel about this. I sure as hell don’t wanna get high, but I guess it’s better than snorting a line of cocaine.

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER ELEVEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    Two hours later, I’m sitting on the floor in my room in front of my floor-length mirror drying my hair thinking about what happened earlier with Case. He looked at me as if he wanted me. His hands felt so hot on my skin that I wonder what the rest of him would feel like on top of me. I almost begged him to kiss me. I’m pretty sure I voiced that out loud. I almost threw my arms around his neck and begged him. This is bad. So bad! I can’t be around him anymore. I can’t do this to myself. My stomach has been in knots since he left. Not because he almost kissed me, but because he didn’t. I would have rather he kissed me than made me look like an idiot. Then he had the nerve to laugh.


    I turn off the hair dryer and lay it on the floor next to me.


    I jump when I hear my cell phone ringing. I reach over to see it’s my brother calling.


    “Yes?” I ask with a sigh. He left with Case right after I gave him the free show. I’m hoping Case didn’t tell him what really happened.


    “Hey, sis,” he says, and I can hear music blaring in the background. He must be up at Seven Deadly Sins with Case.


    “You need to get ready and get up to Seven Deadly Sins,” he informs me.


    I allow my head to fall forward and let out a heavy sigh. No doubt this was Case’s doing. He’s trying to screw with me. “Pass. I don’t want any part of your drug deals,” I half growl.


    He chuckles, and I frown. How was that funny? “I promise this has nothing to do with drugs. Just fun. Drugs don’t control my life,” he adds seriously.


    “That’s nice,” I reply dryly, not believing him, but then add, “I’m staying here.” I’ve had enough humiliation today.


    He sighs heavily. “Case reserved us our own private room. And I have other friends coming. Dillon and Lance will be here in a matter of minutes. So finish getting ready.”


    “How could you invite Dillon?” I demand. “You know he gives me the creeps.”


    “He swears it was a misunderstanding.”


    “How is kissing me a misunderstanding?”


    I hear a door open and close on his side of the line and then he speaks. “He’s been my friend for years, Taylor,” he says softly. “He knows not to touch you. Can’t you for once relax and have some fun?” he snaps.


    Whoa. What’s up with the mood change so quickly? What is wrong with him tonight? I wonder if Case told him the truth once they left the house. That I have the hots for his drug dealer. I should be ashamed, but that’s what makes him hot, right? The fact he’s what Savannah calls a bad boy.


    Savannah chooses this time to walk into my bedroom wearing a black mini dress and red high heels. “Get dressed. I’m not gonna be the only girl with all the guys tonight.”


    I guess my brother had called her before he called me. “We’ll be right there,” I inform him then I hang up. If Case wants to play a game, then a game we shall play.


    Thankfully, Dillon and Lance were meeting us at the club, which was a silver lining of my day considering how bad it has been so far.


    I quickly finish getting ready and then Savannah drives us over to Seven Deadly Sins. As soon as we walk into the club, she goes in search of the private room Case reserved for us. I find myself going straight to the bar. I have just ordered a Peach Bellini when a hand lands on my shoulder.


    I jump as I turn my head to look over my shoulder. Case is standing behind me looking down at me. “Have you thought about my offer?” he asks with a smirk on his face. My first thought is I hate that he’s seen me naked. I hate how he can act as if it didn’t affect him like it did me.


    “It’s not gonna happen,” I reply flatly. Don’t let him see that it bothers you. He’s like a bully. If he knows it bothers you, then he will continue to use it against you.


    “I beg you to reconsider.” This time, when he speaks, his mouth is right by my ear, and my body breaks out in goosebumps.


    I spin around and place a finger on his hard chest. I feel his muscles flex underneath it, and I bite the inside of my lip. “Let’s talk about what this is really about, shall we?”


    He arches his right eyebrow, the one that has the scar above it, and I find myself fascinated by it. I wonder how he got it. It adds to his mystery and makes him seem much more interesting. He then crosses his arms over his chest. I can’t help but look at his dark blue tattoos that cover his forearms. The skull looks even brighter against the sleeves of his rolled up button-down white shirt. It’s hot, and he looks mouthwatering good. The muscles pull against the fabric as if it’s screaming to the point it will explode under the tension. I know how it feels. “Okay.” His smirk grows to a full-on grin as he catches me staring. “What do we need to discuss?”


    “The fact you saw me naked,” I say loud enough so he can hear me over the screaming music.


    The older man standing beside me at the bar turns to look at us with wide eyes but allows himself to look me up and down before returning his attention back to the bar. Of course, I would say that loud enough for someone to hear in here.


    “I did,” he says as his blue eyes darken. “And you’re not fooling anyone.” He uncrosses his arms from his chest and reaches out to tug on my overly large shirt. I slap his hand away as I push my back into the bar. “Trying to hide that amazing body under those baggy clothes.”


    Did he say amazing body? My face heats up. No, stay on topic. I only dressed this way half because of him. The other fifty percent was for Dillon’s benefit. I don’t want any man to approach me tonight. I only came to prove a point to my brother. I’ll show him that I’m not a stuck-up bitch and I know how to have fun. “If you think inviting us here tonight will get you somewhere with me, it won’t happen …” I pause when his dark brows raise to his forehead. What did you just say, Taylor? And why does he look so amused about it? Maybe I am overthinking this. So what if he saw me naked? I’m sure he has seen tons of women naked. He’ll forget it by tomorrow. “Why did you invite us out here tonight?” I decide to settle on.


    Thankfully, he moves on from my previous train of thought. “To recruit you, of course.”


    Uh … “What do you mean?” I ask stupidly.


    He looks around the already busy club. “I need another waitress. And you need a job.” He shrugs.


    “I can’t work for you,” I say shaking my head.


    “Is that because you wanna sleep with me?”


    My knees almost buckle at that question. Dammit. “Are you crazy?” I gasp. “Me sleep with you?” I laugh but only to cover up my uneasiness. Please kiss me!


    He smiles. A beautiful smile that makes my already weak knees start to buckle. Don’t embarrass yourself more than you already have today, Taylor. Have some dignity. I look into his dark blue eyes as the club lights bounce off them, and I imagine what they would like look while he made love to me. Would they still look so dark? Would they lighten as my hands ran up and down his back, pulling him into me ...?


    “No worries. If that is the issue,” he hollers, pulling me out of my thoughts. My body stiffens as he reaches up and places a hand in my hair. I start to breathe heavily as he leans down and places his lips next to my ear. Closing my eyes, I inhale his spicy scent as his body presses into mine. I should pull away, but I can’t. My back is already up against the bar, but even if it wasn’t, I’m not sure I could. “That won’t happen,” he whispers, and I suck in a deep breath as I try to control my thought of his body being on top of mine. “I don’t fuck women who are related to my friends,” he says matter-of-factly. Even though he speaks the words softly, I hear them loud and clear over the music.


    I bite my inner cheek. Fuck? Did he just say fuck? Legs buckling and heart pounding now! “I wouldn’t ... fuck you,” I say back quickly, and he pulls away from me. I open my eyes. “Because you sell drugs,” I add trying to think of another reason why I wouldn’t touch him. But is that even really an issue at the moment? I don’t see why it is. It would just be sex. I don’t have to do what he does.


    He just smirks as he reaches up and runs a hand over the scruff that covers his jawline. I’ve never been a woman who likes facial hair on a man, but it looks so good on him. It’s not too much. Just enough to lightly cover his face as if he just forgot to shave this morning. I like it. What would it feel like between my thighs while he …?


    I am just about to walk away and get myself out of a situation that can only end badly for me when a waitress with bright red hair walks up to the counter beside us. I watch her as she orders a handful of drinks and a bottle of something that sounded expensive. I can’t help but look wide-eyed as she pulls a wad of cash out of the back pocket of her white shorts. There are a couple of hundred-dollar bills along with a ton of twenties. Then some fives and ones.


    I want to ask her if she has made all that tonight. And if so, what does she make on an average weekend? If it was as much as I just saw, then I could work all summer and go to weekends when schools starts and still have the free time to get my studies done.


    I look back up at Case as the waitress takes off with a full tray of drinks, and I sigh heavily when he gives me a knowing smirk. He can see my mind working, and I hate that. But it’s just a try, right? It’s not as if it’s anything permanent. Nothing I can’t just quit if I don’t like. And he already informed me that he wouldn’t be having sex with me. It will be strictly business.


    He holds out his right hand to me. “Deal?”


    I chew on my bottom lip. I mean how bad can it get? The man has already seen me naked. I need a job, and I gotta pay to have my car fixed.


    “Deal.” I sigh heavily. Did I just make a deal with the devil? And if I did, what is it gonna cost me?


    


    


    CASE


    


    I watch as Taylor walks into the crowd of people to make her way back to their private room, and I smile. I knew she would come around. It happened a lot quicker than I thought it would, but that just makes this even sweeter.


    I can’t help but allow my eyes to rake over her; I still can’t get the fact out of my mind that I saw her naked earlier. The fact that her brother was there wasn’t a mood killer. I know exactly how she felt at that very moment; that’s also why I just told her that I couldn’t touch her. I want her to feel safe around me. Even if I do feel the tension rolling off both of us, I want her to understand it can’t happen.


    But fuck, it’s gonna be hard. I wanted her skin to be slick with sweat from my body being on top of hers. I wanted her body to quiver from my cock thrusting into her. Even in this club, with sweaty people dancing, I can still smell the fresh scent of vanilla from when she ran into me after her shower. Fuck, I’ve been hard ever since. Too bad, she won’t be the one who relieves me tonight.


    I immediately look around for another woman who may catch my eye. I can’t fuck her. She’s off-limits. Not only is she Blane’s sister, but I also have rules. Rules with major consequences if I overstep them. Forget the fact that she just accepted a job at my club. If my boss found out that I did that, he’d kill me. And he will find out, eventually. But it’s easier to beg for forgiveness than ask for permission.


    Bright red hair catches my attention as Rachel comes bouncing to the bar to place another order. I take the opportunity and lean over, placing my hand on her lower back as I speak loud enough into her ear for her to hear me over the music. “You’re training tomorrow night,” I inform her.


    Her head spins around as I pull back. “I’m not working tomorrow night,” she protests loudly.


    “You are now. Oh, and you’re staying late tonight.” Might as well use her to get rid of this hard-on I have.


    An hour later, I find myself up in my office, arms crossed over my chest as I stand in front of the floor-to-ceiling window looking down over the club. It’s in full swing, and the club is packed. The drunks are starting to feel their buzz, and the druggies are probably going to the bathroom to get their hits. The ones hoping to get lucky are seeking out that special someone who, come tomorrow, won’t even remember their name. And what am I doing? Searching for Taylor in the crowd. Of course, I can’t find her. She’s probably in the private room I gave them for the night. How stupid of me to place her where I can’t watch her.


    Making up my mind, I turn on my heels and make my way down to the club level. Once I hit the bottom of the stairs, Miller gives me a head nod, letting me know that everything is going well tonight. I don’t usually come down to the club level unless I have business to take care of. The other times, I stay up in my office.


    I round the bar and make my way down the hallway until I come to the door LUST. I smile as I open it up and walk in.


    When I decided to make these separate rooms, I wanted then to give off the club feel yet still make them enjoyable for the people. I wanted them to have their own space to dance if they wanted yet not have music blaring in their ears while they tried to visit or talk business.


    As soon as I close the door behind me, Taylor looks up from her spot on the couch. She looks away just as quickly. I guess she’s still embarrassed about what happened at her house. I wish I could tell her she has no reason to be embarrassed. She looks just as beautiful naked as she does with clothes on. Her tits look better than I could have imagined. My hands begged me to touch her in ways that would have had her calling out my name. Off-limits!


    “Case.” Blane calls out my name as he stands from the couch to my right. He walks up to me and gives me one of those handshake-one handed hugs. “Thanks for inviting us out tonight, man.” I have a feeling he is still high from earlier.


    “No problem.” The only reason I did it was to see her tonight. To get her on my side and to come and work for me. And it worked. Although it’s also torture to be around her, knowing that I can’t have her. But I have some self-control. Since when?


    Blane starts to speak to me, but I don’t pay any attention to him. A man in the back of the room, who I’ve never seen before, gets up from his chair and walks over to the couch where Taylor sits. He plops down beside her and leans over, whispering something in her ear. She lets out a soft laugh. But it’s one of those uncomfortable laughs; the fact that she scoots farther away from him confirms it. He scoots closer to her. I fist my hands down by my side as I watch her sink further into the couch. It’s obvious she doesn’t like the guy, but he isn’t getting the hint.


    He places his hand on her leg, and she jerks away. When he tries it the second time, she shoves it away. He grabs her hand and pulls on it, jerking it forward. She tries to pull away as she shakes her head. He just laughs as he leans down to her face. He is about to kiss her when she looks away. At her rejection, he lets her go, but she looks up at me. Her eyes land on mine, and I can almost hear her silent plea to help her. I shouldn’t have let it go this far. When a woman says no, she means no.


    Without thought, I walk over to the couch. I ignore the gasp that comes out of Taylor as I approach. Keeping my eyes on the little fucker, I grab his shirt and pull him to his feet.


    “Whoa. What the fuck, man …?”


    I slam his back up against the closest wall. His dark green eyes widen as I hold him tightly against the wall. “She doesn’t want you touching her,” I inform him. “What part of that did you not understand?”


    “I … I was just … talking to her.” He stumbles through his words.


    “Bullshit,” I say calmly, but voice hard. “I watched you put your hands on her even after she clearly told you to stop.” Just that thought has me wanting to beat the shit out of him, but that would make me look too obvious. Right now, I just look like a guy saving a woman from an uncomfortable situation. I don’t wanna call attention to myself.


    “You what?”


    I finally look away from the guy I’m holding to see Blane standing next to us. He looks the guy in the eyes, and I can see them start to cloud over. “I’ve told you before, Dillon. She is off-limits to you,” he spits out.


    Dillon tries to shove me away, but I don’t budge. So the guy has a thing for her? That was obvious, but Blane just confirmed my suspicion. He’s tried to get with her. Or, the other thought that makes me want to kick him in the balls, they have a past.


    I feel a growl come from his chest as he narrows his eyes on Blane. “In case you’ve missed it, Blane, she’s an adult and can do whatever she wants,” he snaps.


    “She doesn’t want you,” I remind him.


    He looks back at me. “Just who the hell are you?” he demands. “Her boyfriend?” he snaps.


    I snort. ‘Cause I wouldn’t be any better for her than he would. Just for different reasons. “I’m her boss,” I say simply. “And you are now banned from my club.” With that, I toss him over to Miller, who stands at the entrance of the room. He hauls him out just as Blane turns to Taylor and lets out a few curses.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWELVE


    


    CASE


    


    I sit behind my desk up in my office as I watch Blane and Taylor argue back and forth. I knew Blane wouldn’t like her working here at the club, but it’s for her benefit. I can’t tell her that, and he wouldn’t understand it.


    “May I say something?” I ask, standing from my chair. They both turn to face me; their argument paused at the moment.


    “How come you didn’t come to me about this first?” Blane demands. “You know I would have told you that I didn’t want her working at this club,” he shouts at me, ignoring my question.


    “Excuse me?” Taylor snaps as she pulls on his shirt making him turn to face her. “Don’t get mad at Case. All he has done is help me out today. Where the hell have you been?”


    He looks over at me, ignoring her question. I know exactly where he’s been. Working for me. “What have you been helping her with?” he asks narrowing his eyes at me. Of course, he’s mad at me. I spent time with him tonight and made him smoke weed, yet I never mentioned spending the day with his sister. I can see where he could be mad.


    Taylor huffs. “I tried calling you like three times this morning. My car broke down on the way to work, and it kept going straight to voicemail.”


    His eyes soften, and he takes a deep, calming breath. “I’m sorry, sis.” He reaches out and rubs her arm.


    She pulls away, obviously still mad at him. “Savannah didn’t answer her phone either, so I called Case. He came and picked me up.”


    His head spins to look at me. “You what?”


    I almost roll my eyes, but she continues to yell at him, so I give him a smug smile instead. “Then once I arrived at work, Mr. Binsen fired me for being late.”


    “He can’t do that. Can he?” he asks her.


    “He did.” She turns her body to face me. The smile she gives me pulls at my gut. I’m not the good guy here. It’s a soft smile, and two dimples appear on her cheeks. My dick hardens wondering what it would feel like for her to look up at me like that from her knees as if I was her savior. “Then Case offered me a job. And I accepted it.” Her voice is full of appreciation, and I actually feel sorry for her. She thinks she owes me. And in all honesty, I wanna make her pay up. I’m not that good of a man to let an opportunity like that go. You have to, Case!


    “Give us a minute,” Blane tells her, but he doesn’t bother looking away from me.


    “Blane …”


    “I said give us a minute,” he snaps.


    She pulls her shoulders back pushing out her chest in defiance. I hide my smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Case.”


    Yes, you will. “Looking forward to it.”


    She slams the door shut behind her just as Blane turns to me. “This is not part of our deal,” he growls.


    I plop down in my chair and shrug. “The deal has changed,” I say simply. “Or did you forget that?”


    He bangs his fists on my desks. “Dammit, Case! She’s not like me. You should not punish her for my fuck-ups.”


    I tilt my head to the side in confusion. “You think I’m punishing her?”


    “Well … yeah,” he says sounding confused.


    I shake my head. “There is no safer place for her to work,” I inform him.


    “You don’t know Taylor like I do. She doesn’t like the bars or clubs. She doesn’t even like to drink alcohol. She won’t make it through one night here.”


    I snort. “Give the girl some credit.”


    He looks at me with hate in his eyes. “You know I can’t stop you. And she sure as hell isn’t gonna let me tell her no.” He sighs in defeat. But he looks up at me, and if I wasn’t mistaken, it looks like tears are in his eyes. It hurts to see how much he loves her. To know that this may not turn out how I promised him. This game has a new player with Taylor. Can I get them both out of this alive? I sure hope so. “You have to keep her safe. She is all I have left. I’ve already failed her before.” He hangs his head in shame. “Please tell me that you’ll protect her.”


    I nod my head. After all, that is why I made sure she took this job. My mind may have other things in mind for her as well, but I did have her safety in mind first. “You have my word.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Are you Taylor?” I recognize the waitress who was working last night the moment I walk into the club for my first night to train. To say I’m nervous is an understatement. Since college started, I’ve only worked at the coffee shop, and before that, I worked at the mall while in high school. I’m the type of woman who can get by with only a little bit of money. My focus was always on school. Not what pair of jeans I can spend the most amount of money on. But now that my car needs to be fixed and I was fired … I feel like I’m backed into the corner. This just looked like too good of a deal to pass up.


    “Yes, I am,” I say with a smile trying to help mask my nervousness.


    She doesn’t return my smile. She looks me up and down and sighs heavily as if she thinks I’m a lost cause. And she’s probably right. “Let’s get an outfit for you. Then we’ll get started with setting up.”


    She walks past me and then starts to walk up the stairs back by the entrance. I look around quickly at the club with all the lights on. It looks clean and just empty. It looks like an open empty room with a stage at the very front. I find myself doing a circle to look for Case.


    “Come on,” the girl snaps. “We don’t have a lot of time.”


    I spin around and hurry to the stairs to catch up with her. As we approach Case’s office, my heart rate picks up. Something about him makes me curious. No matter how high his danger level is.


    We left last night right after my brother and I got into it in Case’s office. My brother was so mad at me; he didn’t even speak to me as he drove Savannah and me home in her car. I still have no idea what he and Case talked about after he made me leave the room. And once we got to the house, he grabbed a hold of Savannah and they went to their room. It sucks when your brother is sleeping with your friend and you all live together because when your brother is being the baby, he gets all the attention. I could really use some girl talk.


    The waitress, who has yet to introduce herself, pushes the office door open and walks in. I suck in a deep breath as I follow behind her, but I let it out when I realize it’s empty.


    I sit down on the couch that sits against the far wall while she goes over to the end of the wall and opens a door. She bends down and throws out a few cuss words as she goes through a box. “What size are your tits?” she demands frustrated.


    I blink a few times at her. Uh, that’s personal. But I find myself saying, “34D.”


    “And your waist?”


    “I wear a size three,” I answer softly.


    “Motherfucker,” she hisses before she jumps to her feet. “He doesn’t have a D, so you get a C. But he has the shorts.”


    I look down at my t-shirt to stare at my chest. “I don’t think they’ll fit in a C.” Their tops already look too tight if you ask me.


    She holds up the black corset covered in sparkles. It has the illusion that it ties up the front, but it’s fake. It zips up the back. She admires the top as she holds it up to my chest. “It’ll be fine. Plus, it will just make your tips even better.”


    Thirty minutes later, I look at myself in a full-length mirror back in the locker room. Just as I had suspected, the top is too small.


    “It looks good.”


    I turn around to face the redhead. I know that is not her natural color—it has to come from a bottle—because it is bright freaking red. It’s very pretty on her, though. “They are about to pop out,” I say trying to breathe. She shrugs. “I can barely breathe.” I place a hand on my stomach. “Loosen it,” I order her.


    She just shakes her head. “It doesn’t loosen. Plus, if you did, then you would for sure fall out. It needs to be tight. If it’s too loose and you bend over at a table, you will be serving them your tits and not their drinks. Is that what you want?”


    “No.” I sigh. “How long until I can get the right size?” I have never worn something this tight in all of my life.


    “I left Case a note on his desk with your size and told him to order you one. It shouldn’t take him long,”


    Why does the thought of him knowing my chest size embarrass me? The guy has already seen me naked; he doesn’t need to know my measurements.


    “Let’s go,” she says already heading out of the locker room


    It only took me thirty minutes into the club opening to find out that I sucked at being a waitress. I’ve already spilled three drinks and knocked over my tray twice, and I only have one table. If I could, I would go over to a corner and cry my eyes out. Instead, I plaster a fake smile on my face and I keep going.


    “You need to move faster,” she hisses in my ear. It’s so hard to concentrate with the loud music and flashing lights. Let alone hold a tray in my hands and walk through the packed club.


    “I’m trying.” The tray that I’m balancing on my hand starts to wobble, and I lift my other hand to stabilize it. I smile brightly as I stare at her.


    The next thing I know, I’m on the floor looking up at her, now covered in alcohol. “Ugh,” she says stomping her foot and storming away from me.


    “Sorry,” a man shouts as he grabs my arm and picks me up from the floor.


    “It’s okay,” I say, trying to brush the alcohol off me. I smell like a walking bar and I’m wet. Makes me nauseous.


    “What all did you have on your tray?” he asks over the loud music as he pulls his wallet out of his back pocket.


    “Oh no, that’s not necessary,” I say waving my hand at him. I may have never been a waitress before, but I’m pretty sure that’s not how it works. He shouldn’t have to pay for another table’s drinks because I fell down. He thinks he tripped me, but it was my fault.


    “Let’s go,” my warden says coming back to grab me by the arm once again. I wave and thank him as she pulls me into the crowd.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN


    


    CASE


    


    I look up from my desk as Rachel comes bursting through my office door. A beaten down Taylor strolls in behind her. No doubt, the night has taken its toll on her. It’s now thirty minutes past closing time, and I’m sure she’s exhausted.


    “What can I do for you ladies?” I ask.


    “Well, for starters, you can fire her,” Rachel demands, and I raise an eyebrow in question.


    “No,” Taylor squeals as she steps forward. “Please?” she begs, and I like the way that single word sounds on her desperate lips. “Give me another chance.”


    Rachel snorts then opens her mouth to speak, but I raise my hand to quiet her.


    “What happened?” I ask, looking over at Taylor. Her bottom lip trembles, and she looks like she’s gonna cry.


    “Well, I … uh, spilled a few drinks,” she says softly as she looks down at her hands in front of her.


    “A few?” Rachel sneers. “You dropped more than a few. One was right on the customer. I’ve never had to buy more drinks than I can count.” She places her hands on her hips and huffs, causing her tits to bounce.


    “Go home, Rachel,” I say dismissing her.


    “But …”


    “Go home,” I demand. Rachel looks over at Taylor, who just drops her head to stare at the floor in shame. Thankfully, Rachel turns on her heels and leaves my office, slamming the door behind her.


    “Why are you here, Taylor?”


    She very slowly looks up at me. “Because I needed a job and you offered me one.”


    I stand and walk to the front of my desk, crossing my arms over my chest as I lean back on it. I look her up and down and notice her uniform fits her perfectly. The black corset pushes her large tits up to where her chin almost rests on them as she stares down at the floor. Her white shorts show off her long, lean legs. They glisten somewhat from the alcohol spills. I imagine standing behind her as I very slowly unzip her corset and push her up against the glass behind me that overlooks the club. “In order to keep you, you have to offer me something,” I say,


    Her head snaps up to look at me. Her baby blue eyes are wide as quarters. I watch her swallow nervously and nod her head once. “Yes, sir.”


    Another single word that does something to me. I’ve always hated that word, sir, but with her, it fits. I have a dirty image of her on her knees with her begging please, sir, fuck my mouth. I clear my throat. Why do my thoughts of her always go to sex?


    “The club, you need to offer the club something,” I say correcting my previous statement. No matter how much I want her to offer herself to me, now is not the time. “You’re beautiful,” I say, and she blushes looking away. “Your body is perfect.” I should know; I’ve seen all of it. “But that’s as far as it goes.”


    She looks at me and frowns. “What are you talking about?”


    “Men wanna come out to get away from their nagging wives. They wanna think they can still pick up any woman they want. You need to give them a reason to go home and fuck their wives. The single men who come out are looking for someone they can take home. And it doesn’t matter how hot you look, men want to see a woman who has confidence. And that’s what I wanna see from you.”


    She nods once. “Yes, sir.” I growl but cover it with a cough. Fuck, she needs to quit saying that.


    “I’ll give you one more night.”


    She looks at me for a few long seconds as if she wants to argue. We both know exactly what she’s not saying. She doesn’t need this job. She could get a job anywhere. Hell, I practically had to beg her to take it. But, at last, she finally says, “Thank you for not firing me.” Her eyes drop down to the floor once again as if she was embarrassed to have to thank me for giving her another chance.


    I wouldn’t fire her even if she begged me. I need her here where I can see her. I’m already keeping many things from her; what’s one more?


    Since she’s not quitting, I walk back around my desk and sit down. I stare at my computer but can still see her standing in front of me. I tilt my head from side to side, trying to relieve the tension in my neck. I wish I could use her to release the tension. “You’re dismissed.” I need her to leave before I say or do something that I will regret later. Thankfully, she turns and sprints out of my office.


    I let out a sigh of relief that I am no longer alone with her when I pull my phone out of my back pocket. I frown when I notice I had a text from Blane earlier this evening. Opening it up, I bite my inner cheek when I read it.


    


    Blane: I know what you did. I went and spoke to Mr. Binsen today. He wouldn’t come straight out with it, but he didn’t have to. I figured it out.


    


    Fuck!


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I walk into the house and toss my purse on the couch then I plop down beside it. Why do I care that Case almost fired me tonight? Why does it bother me that Rachel obviously hates me? Does she hate everyone? She just seems like the chick who doesn’t care for anyone but herself. Well, maybe Case. Do they have a thing? Did they once have a past? I sigh.


    How in the hell am I supposed to give the club a confident woman? I’ve never really been anyone who was insecure. Maybe it’s the fact I don’t know what in the hell I’m doing. Or that I don’t fit in there.


    “How was work?” I look up to see Savannah coming down the hallway, wrapping a sash to her robe around her waist. Her green eyes are heavy, but a small smile plays on her face. No doubt, she’s been waiting up for me to see how my first night went. I’m thankful she allowed me to borrow her car.


    “I almost got fired,” I inform her.


    “What?” She sits down beside me. “What happened?”


    I fill her in on how I spilled all those drinks and how I couldn’t get anything right. “It will just take some time,” she says softly. “It’s new to you. You’ve never been one to go to clubs anyway.” She shrugs.


    “He said I wasn’t confident enough.”


    She tilts her head to the side as if she’s thinking that over. “I can see that,” she finally says.


    My mouth drops open, and I shove her jokingly. She just falls back on the couch and laughs. “You have to have an image in a place like that.”


    “And what kind of image is that?” I ask dryly. “As if I’m baked on coke?”


    She laughs. “Being baked means your high on weed,” she informs me, and I just wave her off. She looks me up and down and then gets a big smile on her face. “When do you work next?”


    “Tomorrow night. Well, it’s past midnight, so technically tonight.” Maybe I won’t go. I could call in sick.


    She stands from the couch and starts to walk back down the hallway. “Give me ten minutes and I’ll be ready to leave,” she hollers over her shoulder.


    “Where are we going?” I ask before looking down at my phone. “It’s past three in the morning.”


    “Walmart is open twenty-four-seven.”


    I lie back on the couch and let out a puff of air. So much for taking a shower to wash all the alcohol off and then passing out. “At least let me change,” I say before I get up and head to my room.


    


    ***


    


    I sit on the side of the bathtub in my bathroom. I have a Red Bull in one hand and a cherry sucker in the other. “How much longer?” I ask awfully cheerful for it being five in the morning.


    Savannah looks down at her cell phone. “Five minutes,” she says happily then tips her Monster back and chugs what she has left.


    “I don’t understand why this couldn’t have waited until after I slept,” I mumble with my sucker in the side of my cheek.


    She rolls her eyes. “You don’t have to be at work until ten tonight. As soon as we are finished, you can pass out and sleep all day.”


    “I don’t even know why I let you talk me into this. I’m gonna get fired tonight anyway.” I’m not gonna know anything different tonight than I did last night. Rachel really wasn’t much of a teacher. I just know Case is gonna fire me after my shift. I’m preparing myself for the worst.


    “No, you’re not.” She looks down at her phone again. “He said you needed confidence. This will give you confidence.” She looks at the shower cap that covers my hair. I blame it on the lack of sleep and the horrible night that I had. But I let her drag me to Walmart and talk me into buying a box of blue hair color. As soon as we got home, she dragged me to the bathroom, sat my ass on the toilet, and dyed sections of my hair blue. And honestly, I’m not really that worried what it will look like. I’ve highlighted my hair before, and I’ve darkened it, but I have never, ever dyed it any other color. I’m kinda excited.


    Savannah told me that the blue would show up under the lights of the club and that the men would see me coming. She said my brown hair made me invisible. I had no choice but to believe her since every person there last night ran into me as if I wasn’t there.


    “It’s time,” she says excitedly as she jumps up from the toilet. This is what she does—hair. This is what she is good at, and she loves it.


    I set my Red Bull down on the tub beside me and place my sucker on the countertop before I kneel beside the tub. She turns on the water and removes the shower cap before rinsing my hair. I close my eyes and enjoy the warm water. I could almost fall asleep like this with the soothing warm water running down the side of my face and neck, along with her massaging my scalp. This was a good idea after all.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN


    


    CASE


    


    I shove the glass door open to my shower as I hear my phone ring. I take a deep breath as I see Blane light up my screen. “Let me explain,” I say to Blane in answer.


    “I understand why we are lying to her, but why in the hell are you lying to me?” he demands.


    I reach over and grab the towel I had set out. “I’m not lying to you.” I knot it around my hips. “I just chose not to inform you of the truth. Big difference,” I say as I bare my teeth in my bathroom mirror to check them.


    He snorts. “You should have told me that you threatened Mr. Binsen and made him fire her.”


    I sigh. “I haven’t even had the chance to talk to you about it,” I say truthfully. I reach over, grab the washcloth that sits on my countertop, and run it through my hair a few times.


    “Well, you have the chance now. So explain,” he orders.


    I do owe him that much. I can’t tell Taylor the truth, but I can let him in on one of my secrets. “I went and saw her up at the coffee shop the day after you told me your house had been broken into. I figured since I was going to be around, she and I needed to be on good terms. Especially since she thought I was the one who did it. I offered her a job, and she turned me down. She said I was just some drug dealer. I mentioned someone using drugs who worked at her coffee shop. She thought I was referring to another woman who worked there when really it was her boss. Then the next day, she called me when her car broke down. I saw an opportunity and took it. As soon as I hung up with her, I called her boss. I threatened to expose him and told him to fire her. He likes to have a hit every now and then.” I shrug to myself. “I needed to get her into Seven Deadly Sins, and that was my in,” I say simply.


    He sighs heavily. “Do you always bend people's will to get what you want?”


    “Pretty much,” I say matter-of-factly.


    He’s quiet for a long time before he finally speaks again. “I wish you would have told me. I don’t like her working in your club. I just see it ending badly for her.” He’s worried about the wrong thing here. The club can’t hurt her. I’m the one who can hurt her. I’m the one filling her with lies and making up this fake life for her in order to keep her close to me. What will happen when she finds out the truth? ‘Cause the truth will come out and I’m gonna have to face her when it does.


    “I told you that you have nothing to worry about,” I say trying to sound carefree. But in all honestly, we both have a lot to worry about.


    He chuckles. “So you say. But so far, you haven’t proven that to me. All I do is worry about her.”


    She’s so lucky to have someone like Blane. Someone who is always there for her. But sometimes even that isn’t enough. “And the less you know, the better,” I add. “Do you really wanna have to admit to her that you knew about everything I did when the shit hits the fan?”


    “Uh …” He lets out a long breath. “No, I do not. I’d rather her hate you and not me.”


    “Then let me do what I need to do and you just continue doing what I tell you to do,” I offer.


    He hangs up, and I sigh heavily as I look at myself in the mirror. I am already afraid of how this is gonna blow up. How beautiful she will look when the tears roll down her face. It already makes my chest hurt. You’re investing too much time in her, Case!


    But I can’t help it. Have you ever met someone who makes you think the impossible is possible? That’s what she does to me. And the crazy thing is I can’t even explain it. Since I was seventeen, I have been alone. I’m now thirty. That’s thirteen years by myself. Sure, I have Brecken, Miller, and of course, there’s Rachel, but at the end of the day, I’m still alone. Ever since I first saw Taylor, I have wanted her in a way I haven’t wanted another woman before. I wanna know what it’s like for her hands to touch my skin. The way her lips would feel on mine. The way her blue eyes would look up at me as I buried myself so deep in her that everything else just falls away. All the memories. All the heartache. I want to feel something other than fucking nothing.


    I close my eyes and sigh heavily as I feel my cock hardening just thinking of her. Maybe Blane is right. Maybe I should just let her go. I have connections all over this town; I can get her a job anywhere she wants and out of this club. Maybe even another club here in town. Just as I thought before—the club isn’t what she needs to be afraid of, I am!


    Opening my eyes, I turn around and lean back against the countertop, unable to stare at myself in the mirror. I look down at my hands, and I take a deep breath. The scars show the past that I try to hide. Scars that remind me just how evil I can be.


    I have sinned, but I don’t regret that for which I cannot be forgiven.


    I am a man who has no shame in a life full of humiliation.


    I may hold a woman, but I don’t love them. I fuck them!


    I am a man who, when it comes down to it, will lie, cheat, and steal in order to get my way.


    I’m shameless.


    I’m unforgivable.


    I’m a man who takes what he wants. And I want Taylor! I want to know what purity tastes like. I am the devil craving the taste of heaven. Just as an addict craves its next hit, she is becoming my addiction, even though I know she’ll be the one thing to destroy me. Have you ever asked an addict why they need their next hit? That next drink? They will tell you it’s because they want to feel it in their veins. They seek that substance they have become dependent on in order to escape reality. It’s a burning need down deep inside that you cannot control. That’s how I feel about her. I can’t control my thoughts of her.


    I take women to my bed and fuck them like there’s no tomorrow. I take Rachel to bed and use her like a fucking cheap whore. I have never made love to a woman because love is not what I want. Is that what Taylor would expect? Does she want me to lay her down and hold her in my arms as she deserves? God, I hope not. What would be the fun in that? Sex is about power. He who can conquer is entitled to the power. And Taylor would be my best trophy. One I could show off to the world. Look what I got. I was able to get the saint to lie down with the devil.


    Fuck, that sounded so sick, but it makes me smile. It would be so fucking sweet.


    But if you fuck her, she would be the one with the power because I would be letting my dick control my actions. And I can do better than that, can’t I?


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Good evening Taylor,” the other owner, Brecken, says as he opens the front door for me. He sounds friendly but the hard look on his face says otherwise. The man knows I don’t belong here. That I can’t do what the club requires of me.


    “Good evening. Thank you,” I say softly as I walk into Seven Deadly Sins for my second night of work. I walk down the long hallway and let out a deep breath. I’m more nervous than I was last night. Case is literally throwing me to the wolves. A table all by myself? He wants me to fail. I just know it. It’s probably a game to him. He is up in his office looking down at me and laughing his ass off. I begged him not to fire me, and he actually laughed at one point in time. The bastard even stared at me with a smirk on his face. Well, here I am, you bastard. And I’m gonna prove you wrong, so sit back and watch me work.


    “Evening, Taylor,” Miller shouts from where he stands by the stairs as I come to the main opening of the club.


    I turn to face him. It’s the first time he’s ever spoken directly to me. He looks surprised to see me facing him, but I need to feel confident tonight and I’m gonna start with Miller. “Thanks, Miller.” Then I turn and push my way through the club with my head held high and my shoulders pulled back. It’s not much, but it’s a start.


    I make my way to the back where the locker room is. It’s nothing fancy or overly large. It has a few floor-length mirrors and ten lockers. It’s enough for us to place our purse in and make sure we look okay. I smile when I see Rachel in there. “Hey,” I say happily.


    She turns to face me. She has her usual bitchface on. Shadow heavily blackens her brown eyes. Those dark brown eyes that always look so angry look me up and down. They linger a few long seconds on my hair and then she lets out a snort. She slams her locker shut and walks past me shaking her head.


    I turn to look at myself in the mirror and smile. I think it turned out great. It’s a pretty dark blue. It actually reminds me of the ink on Case’s arm. I lean over, mess it up with my hands, and then whip it back as I stand. Nothing can put me in a bad mood tonight. Repeat that over and over, Taylor, I say to myself.


    Savannah did my makeup. I swear the woman is talented beyond belief when it comes to hair and makeup, and of course, fashion. She went with natural eyeshadows with black liner on top and bottom with just a shimmer of lip-gloss.


    I fix my black corset as I try to push my boobs down inside of it. I was surprised it came clean after all the alcohol it had soaked up last night. I need to ask Case about the bigger size tonight. With one last look at myself, I turn around and head to the bar.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “Things went well tonight,” Brecken informs me as he sits across from my desk.


    “That’s good,” I say as I work on my computer. I haven’t had the chance to even get up from it once tonight to walk the club.


    “Well, Rachel had a problem with a customer, but I took care of it.”


    I look over to him at that. “What was the issue?”


    “Guess some guy came on to her who had his wife with him. He flirted with Rachel, and she flirted back.” He shrugs carelessly. “Then things got ugly. I thought she was gonna rip the wife’s head off.”


    I sigh heavily. “She’s starting to cause more trouble.”


    He shrugs again, but I know it bothers him. He is in love with her, after all. Well, as much in love as a guy like him or I can be. “She can’t keep it up, Brecken.”


    “I know …”


    “No, she knows she can’t keep doing this.” I lean back in my chair. “Send her up here. I need to have a talk with her.”


    “I sent her home after the ordeal,” he says softly.


    I raise an eyebrow at that. “Who took over her section?”


    “I gave it to Taylor.”


    My eyes widen. “And how did that go?”


    He stands from his chair. “I’m not sure. I was pretty busy. I told Mindy to help her if she needed it.” Mindy is who I should have put her with in the first place, but I felt like Rachel was a better fit at the time. Rachel is a good waitress even if she is a bitch.


    I nod. “Go ahead and send her up.” I made the decision to fire her this afternoon anyway. It’s time to get that over with. After I had spoken with Blane, all I could think about was sleeping with her. And it can’t happen. I may be many things, but I am not a man who puts my dick before my job. It’s just come down to the point I have to let her go.


    “Okay.” He gets up from the chair and leaves my room.


    I close down my computer as my phone rings. “Cason,” I say as I answer it.


    “Hey, Case. I just wanted to let you know the car I picked up for your friend the other day is done,” my friend, Frank, says on the other end of the line.


    I frown. “And you’re calling me at two thirty in the morning to tell me this?” I ask with a chuckle.


    “I just finished it. You said you needed it back as soon as possible. I wanted to let you know I’ll be at the shop for another thirty minutes if you wanna come get it.”


    I would, but I doubt Taylor is up for going to get it this late, especially if she had a bad night. I’m just gonna make it worse by letting her go. “Thanks for getting it fixed so quickly, but I’ll come pick it up later this afternoon.”


    We settle on a time when my door opens. “Thanks again,” I say as I hang up the phone.


    “You wanted to see me?” I hear Taylor ask. I place my phone down on my desk and look up at her. Words escape me as I stare at her. Her hair now has blue in it. Not completely blue, but just small streaks here and there. It takes any look of innocence away from her, and I like it. It makes her appear even sexier, and even a bit slutty, and it has my mouth watering. The way it falls down over her shoulders and sits on her large tits has my mind going straight to the gutter as usual.


    “Did I do something wrong?” she questions.


    I shake my head. “Not at all,” I say, clearing my throat a couple of times. “Brecken told me he gave you Rachel’s section. I just wanted to see how it went.” Dear God, I don’t think I can fire her. I’ll never see her again if I do. She’ll really hate me after that.


    She takes a step toward my desk, smiling widely. “It went great,” she says excitedly, and I can’t help but smile. I’ve never seen her look this happy with this big of a smile on her beautiful face. “I only spilled five beers,” she announces proudly.


    I let out a laugh at that. “Well, that is some good news,” I assure her.


    She lowers her eyes to the floor and wipes the big smile from her face. “I can see how that may not sound good to you, but I actually enjoyed it.”


    I stand from my chair. “I wasn’t making fun of you,” I say softly. She sighs and looks back up at me through her long, thick lashes. “I’m truly glad that you enjoyed it,” I say again. “A few more nights and you will have everything down.” Shit! Thought I was planning to fire her? Too late now.


    “So …” She draws out the word. “I’m not fired?”


    “No!” I say immediately, shaking my head quickly as if that thought is crazy. “Did you think that was why I called you up here?” Could she tell just by walking in here that I had planned on it?


    She nods. “I did terrible last night.”


    “I didn’t expect you to figure it out on your first night,” I say truthfully. I was just gonna fire you because I can’t quit imagining you naked and under me. And your new hair makes it even harder.


    “Well, Rachel said if I look bad, it makes your club look bad. And I’d hate for you to lose customers over me.” I go to speak, but she continues. “I tried to do better for you tonight.” Those words make my dick harden. She tried to do better for me? The only thing that would be better than that would be if she were undressing while saying those words.


    “I would say you accomplished that.” Stay professional, Case. “And just ignore everything that Rachel says,” I add.


    “She hates me,” she says matter-of-factly.


    “Rachel hates everyone,” I inform her.


    She just nods her head. “That was my second guess.” She chuckles.


    “Do you need a lift home?” I’m not sure how she’s getting to and from work, but I do know that her brother is out of town on work. And I’d love to spend a little more time with her tonight.


    She smiles up at me. “No. Thanks, though. I’m driving Savannah’s car. Thankfully, she works days so I can use it at night.”


    I turn around to walk back over to my chair and sit behind my desk. “Well, after tonight, you won’t have to do that anymore.”


    Her blue eyes light up with excitement. “My car’s done?”


    I nod. “I just got the call. Frank told me we could come and get it tonight, but I wasn’t … sure how your night had gone, so I wanted to let you go home and get some rest. We’ll go get it later this afternoon,” I inform her.


    “Thank you,” she says as her shoulders slump. It’s as if she just realized how tired she really is. Waitressing in my club can be exhausting. Having to wait on grown men and women who drink like fish, I’m sure her feet hurt. And I’m sure her back is sore. She needs to go home and get some sleep. I would offer her a bed here so she doesn’t have to drive home, but if I did that, there is no way she would be sleeping.


    I clear my throat. “Perfect. I’ll be over around eleven in the morning.” That gives her plenty of time to sleep. I’ve never been much of a person who needs a lot of sleep. I can function on just a few hours of sleep.


    She thanks me once again and turns around to walk out of my office. I sit there like a drooling puppy as my eyes run up and down the back of her legs and the curve of her bubble ass. Those shorts look fucking amazing on her.


    “Taylor …?” It comes out more of a whisper than I intended it to.


    But if she notices it, she doesn’t let on. “Yes?” she asks looking over her shoulder.


    A few strands of her blue hair shade half of her face, only allowing me to see one of her blue eyes. The hair makes them look even bluer. I imagine her looking over her shoulder at me while on her knees as I kneel behind her. My hands gripping her hair while her mouth is open in a gasp. Fuck, my hard cock twitches. Thank God, I’m sitting behind my desk. I clear my throat. “I’m glad tonight was better for you.” But I could make it even better. All I need is you naked …


    “Me too.” A wide smile spreads across her face. “Thanks for everything, Case. I owe you.” And with those words, she opens the door and walks out.


    I sigh as I lean back in my chair. You had your chance, and you choked. When it all blows up in your face, you have no one to blame but yourself.


    


    ***


    


    Fifteen minutes shy of eleven, I pull up to Blane’s house and knock on the door. A smiling Savannah answers, looking like she just fell out of bed. Blond hair a mess and puffy green eyes.


    “Good morning.” She sounds much more cheerful than she looks.


    “Morning.” I reach out and hand her the black coffee from my right hand then take the free hand to push my sunglasses to the top of my head. “Not sure what you liked, so I just got you black.” A man cannot show up at a house with women and not bring something. I thought about chocolate, but I know how women are when it comes to their diets. I don’t wanna get off on the wrong foot with Savannah. She hasn’t voiced her opinion that she hates me … yet!


    Her smile brightens. “That’s perfect. Thanks so much. Please, come in.”


    She moves out of my way and allows me to enter the house. I follow her to the kitchen and place the cup holder on the counter that holds the other two coffees I got. Taylor’s and mine. “Is she ready?” I ask noticing how quiet their house is.


    She points to the hallway. “She’s in her room.”


    I stand there for a few seconds to see if she comes out. But frown when Savannah walks down the hallway and enters the last door on the right. I know for a fact that’s not Taylor’s room. I remember her coming out of the bathroom and going straight across the hall that day. Plus, I’ve been back in the room Savannah and Blane share.


    I sit down at the kitchen table and take a drink of my coffee as I look down at my clock on my phone. I am early after all. I’ll give her fifteen minutes.


    Twenty-five minutes later, I tap my finger on the kitchen table—it’s the only sound in this house. I’m pretty sure Savannah went back to bed. And I’m almost positive that Taylor is still in bed.


    With a sigh, I get up from the kitchen table and make my way over to her bedroom door. I press my ear against it, and it squeaks as it opens. “Shit!” I hiss softly. I didn’t know it wasn’t shut all the way.


    “Taylor,” I call out as I open her door all the way, looking inside her room. I tighten my grip on the doorknob when I see her lying in bed just as I had expected. But I can’t be mad at her, all I can do is stare at her. She has all the covers thrown off her as she lies on her stomach. She has a pair of white panties on that, against her skin, makes her look tanner than usual. Her white t-shirt has ridden up on her back from her moving in her sleep. I should leave. I should quit acting like a Peeping Tom and turn around.


    My gaze falls to her ass, and I can’t help but allow my eyes to look her up and down. I run my tongue over my upper lip as it begs to lick the two dimples on her lower back. My cock jerks, reminding me that not touching her is harder than I had expected.


    I close my eyes and take a deep breath. She doesn’t want you. Even if she did, you can’t have her.


    I walk over to her bed. “Taylor,” I say roughly. She doesn’t move. “Taylor,” I say a little louder. Her body being this exposed and this close to me is trying my willpower. “Taylor,” I call out as I lean over her bed and give her a little shove.


    She lets out a little moan as she rolls over onto her back. I freeze where I stand as she lets out a heavy sigh.


    My heart rate picks up now that I can see her tits through her thin t-shirt and half her belly is showing. My hand twitches to touch her. I reach out slowly but jerk it back quickly. Fuck!


    “Taylor,” I yell needing to get her up and get the hell out of here. “Wake up, Taylor.” I shove her harder on her shoulder this time.


    Her eyes flutter open just for the briefest of seconds then a soft smile spreads across her lips. “Case …” She sighs heavily and my knees almost buckle. Get out! Get out now!


    I clear my throat once again. “Taylor.” I shove her again. “You need to wake up.”


    Her eyes open once again as her hands go to her tits. I suck in a deep breath as I try not to explode in my pants. As if she finally realizes what she is doing, she pulls her hands away quickly from her chest and sits up in a rush.


    “Case,” she says still sounding breathless. Her tits bounce under the thin fabric of her shirt as she breathes heavily. “What are you doing in here?”


    “I’ve been trying to wake you for a few minutes,” I growl. Fuck, this woman turns me on. I can’t imagine how I would be if I actually had the chance to fuck her. “I’ve been sitting in the kitchen for over twenty minutes. Savannah told me you were in your room. I just assumed you were getting ready.” I shrug as I ramble on. Don’t be a pussy, play it cool.


    “Savannah?” She yells out so loud it makes me take a step back.


    “What?”


    I spin around to see a smiling Savannah try to hide behind her coffee. I narrow my eyes at her. She knew exactly what she was doing. Oh, she’s good.


    “Why didn’t you wake me?” Taylor demands from behind me. I don’t dare turn around now that I can hear her moving around in her room, probably trying to get dressed.


    Savannah looks at me with a smirk on her face. “I thought you were up,” she answers simply.


    “I’ll be out in a minute, Case,” Taylor snaps, and I take the hint.


    “I’ll …” I look down at the floor, “be in the kitchen.” I walk out of the room but don’t miss the wink that Savannah gives me. I sit down at the kitchen table as I hear them talk. It’s not as if I could tune them out if I wanted to.


    “What the hell were you thinking?” Taylor demands.


    “Why are you so upset? He’s already seen you naked,” Savannah says carelessly.


    “What I care is that I moaned his name,” Taylor hisses.


    “I know. I heard it.” Savannah laughs. “That was awesome.”


    “Quit laughing at my humiliation,” Taylor snaps.


    “What’s so humiliating? So what you were dreaming about the guy? What woman doesn’t?”


    I smile to myself.


    “That doesn’t make it okay, Savvy. Case is my boss.”


    I hear Savannah snort. “So what? You think he hasn’t fucked any of the women who have worked up there?” I swallow nervously. Change the subject … “I’m not telling you to marry the guy. I’m just trying to get you laid.”


    I smile once again. So she doesn’t have a boyfriend? I haven’t asked her. And Blane never did answer my question. I’m not saying that she couldn’t have one, but the odds she has one and is not having sex … well, I guess it could be. Very unlikely, but it’s still a possibility. Or there’s always the other alternative. She’s a virgin. I highly doubt that, though.


    I straighten my back as Taylor storms out of her bedroom and down the hallway now dressed in a black pair of yoga pants and tank top. “Let’s go, Case,” she scowls as she walks past me, not even bothering to look over at me.


    Savannah gives me another wink, turns around, and walks back to her bedroom. I let out a sigh as I head to the front door. I don’t want to make Taylor uncomfortable. This day isn’t going as well as I hoped.

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    Just kill me now!


    I wish I could fall off the face of the earth and never have to look at Case again. Well. That’s not true. I wish he could never see me again. I called out his name. I heard his voice, but I thought it was a dream. When I opened my eyes and saw him standing there, I still thought I was dreaming of him.


    Talk about embarrassment and shame! The man already told me he wouldn’t sleep with me. And hell, I shouldn’t want him, but there’s that saying, you want what you can’t have. It’s like someone wanting to take a walk on the wild side. He would be my wild side. The rebel I wouldn’t mind experiencing. But no, it can’t happen.


    You just had to go and embarrass yourself like a fucking idiot. I grabbed my breasts? Jesus, just strike me dead now. I’m actually sweating now that I have to sit next to him in the confined space of his car. Sweating like a whore in church. Because that’s what he thinks of me. A whore! Who does that? I mean there’s nothing wrong with pleasuring yourself, I’ve done it before, but not in front of the guy I’m dreaming about. I’m going to kill Savannah!


    I continue to look out the passenger window as he speeds down the highway, passing other cars. I refuse to look over at him. I might say something that will make me look like an even bigger idiot.


    “I’m sorry,” he says for the fifth time since we got into his car. “I was trying to wake you …”


    “Stop,” I demand. He’s just making it worse. It’s not his fault I have the hots for him. It’s not his fault I dreamed about him. It’s not his fault I slept through my alarm. It’s all my fault! And Savannah’s! Now, I have to sit next to him in this tight little sports car. And it sucks. I keep telling myself not to look over and stare at him, but that doesn’t mean I can’t smell him. And God, he smells amazing. Edible even. All manly and dangerous.


    My skin is still tingling from the fact he saw me almost naked this time. Nothing he hasn’t already seen, Savannah had said. But that doesn’t make it any easier.


    Thankfully, he doesn’t try to say anything else to me. He exits from the highway and slows as he comes up to an old metal building with Frank’s Garage on the tin roof. Cars ranging from older to newer body styles litter the front lot. “Stay here,” he orders before he opens the car door and gets out.


    I sigh as I bang the back of my head against my headrest. I think Savannah was right. I just need to get laid. Then he wouldn’t affect me like this. He would just be my boss then and not the man I can’t quit picturing naked.


    Even as I think those words, I watch him through the windshield of his Corvette. My sunglasses shield my eyes from him. I see the same man who drove the wrecker the other night walk out the front door. He shakes Case’s hand and they begin to speak. I don’t pay any more attention to the older man. All I can do is look Case up and down. The way his tight dark jeans fit him just right. They hug his muscular thighs and then flare out over his dark gray tennis shoes. His baseball-style shirt, black with gray sleeves, hugs his broad shoulders and pulls against his back. He’s wearing that same black baseball cap he had on the day he came into the coffee shop, and it makes him look even hotter. I sigh heavily as my shoulders slump. This is a very bad idea. I should not want to get in bed with my boss. Especially one who is involved in illegal activity.


    He turns around and starts walking back to his car. I sit up straight and let out a long breath as I smooth my hair down my face, trying to tame the beast since I just threw some clothes on and I didn’t even brush it. I frown when I smell the smoke and alcohol from the club from working last night. I roll down my window when I see him walking over to my side of his car.


    “I’m gonna go inside for a minute and then I’ll pull it around front for you.” Before I can even say anything, he walks off.


    I leave my window down and place my head against the headrest again. Have I made him uncomfortable? He told me he doesn’t fuck women who work at the club. He knows I find him attractive. Which makes me wonder … will he fire me?


    My phone alerting me I have a new text message gets my attention. I look down at my lap to see it’s from Savannah.


    


    SAVVY: Getting some action yet?


    


    I roll my eyes.


    


    ME: Stop! It’s not gonna happen!


    


    I place my phone in my purse and stare at the black dashboard. It’s not as if I’ve never had a boyfriend before. I have. You could even say that I was in love, but it ended about six months ago. It wasn’t one of those relationships where we fought, or we treated each other like shit. We got along really well. It was just too comfortable, and we were more like best friends. It got to where we were having sex less and less. We stopped being affectionate with one another. The love we had for each other was still there, it was just a different kind of love. So we made a mutual decision to break up. I still talk to him, and I used to sit next to his new girlfriend last semester in lab. She’s pretty and really nice to me. She’s not like those bitches who hate the ex. She understands that it didn’t work out, and she’s thankful for that because I guess she’s been in love with him since our first year in college. I truly wish them the best.


    I look out the window when I see my car coming through a gate on the side of the building. I roll my window back up and then reach down to the floorboard to grab my purse. I hope it doesn’t cost me more than I’ve made in the last two nights. Five hundred dollars is a hell of a lot of money for a girl like me, but that’s all I have. I’m willing to give it all up for my car; I just don’t want to have to tell them I don’t have it if it’s more than that.


    I get out of Case’s Corvette as he pulls my car up next to it. My poor car looks like a salvaged vehicle next to his fancy white Corvette. And mine isn’t even old. I’ve never had problems with it before now.


    He gets out of my car and holds the door open as I walk over to him. I just stand there as I stare at him behind my shades. “What?” I ask nervously.


    “Are you going to get in?” he asks, a smirk pulling at the corner of his lips.


    I look around to find his friend who owns the body shop and wrecker service. “I need to go in and pay,” I announce. Please don’t be over five hundred dollars, I chant to myself.


    He shakes his head. “No need. It’s taken care of,” he simply says.


    My eyes widen in shock. “Case …” I breathe. “Please tell me you didn’t pay for it.”


    “No. I told you he owed me a favor.” He taps the top of my open car door where his hand rests. “It’s been paid.”


    Oh. Of course, he didn’t pay for it. Why would you think he paid for it? Now, I feel stupid. Just another reason to feel embarrassed. “Thank you,” I say softly.


    He nods his head. “Get in,” he orders.


    I walk around him and get in behind the steering wheel. “Thanks for everything,” I say feeling awkward. Geez, I just keep owing this guy. My tab has to be well over a thousand dollars by now.


    “No need to thank me.” He smiles down at me, showing off those white teeth that make him look drop-dead gorgeous. “I’ll see you tonight.” Then he shuts the door and turns to walk over to his car. I let out a puff of air as I place my car in drive. I need to go home and go back to sleep. It’s gonna be a long night at work again.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “Case?”


    I spin around in the club as I hear Brecken call out my name. “What’s up, man?” I ask, placing my phone in my back pocket.


    I can tell he’s pissed off about something. His mouth is in a hard line and his hands are fisted down to his side. I frown; when he’s in a bad mood, you don’t want to fuck with him.


    “Rachel is up in your office,” he says through clenched teeth.


    “Okay,” I say slowly. “Are you two fighting?” It wouldn’t surprise me. The man is in love with her even though he doesn’t mind sharing her with me. It actually turns him on when we take her at the same time. It drives him nuts when she fucks around with other men though. She tends to pick ones who are married or have girlfriends because she likes the drama. We, on the other hand, don’t have time to put up with it.


    “Something like that.” I watch him pass me by and take the stairs two at a time. I turn and follow him. I had called Rachel earlier this afternoon on my way over to pick up Taylor and told her to come in early before her shift tonight because we needed to talk. I guess we’re all going to have a meeting.


    Brecken opens my office door and walks in; I follow behind him. I don’t miss the fuck you look Rachel throws him as she sits on the couch before looking to me. “Hey, babe.” She smiles. “What did you need?” she asks with excitement.


    “Don’t try and pull that bullshit on Case either. He’s not going to believe it,” Brecken snaps.


    She stands from the couch quickly as her eyes narrow on him. “Don’t you dare judge me,” she yells. Then she looks at me. “All you two do is lie,” she shouts.


    “Whoa,” I say lifting my hands. “Calm down. What is going on?” I demand. Rachel has always been one to overreact. But Brecken? The fact he’s this pissed at her has me worried.


    He turns to me as he points over at her. “I went over to her place last night and found drugs on her kitchen table.”


    My eyes slam to her, and she cowers back from Brecken. “What is he talking about, Rachel?” I demand. She’s not allowed to do drugs. No employee of mine is allowed to do drugs. Drugs may be done in this club, but employees doing drugs can cause trouble. First, they take a hit here and there, and then they’re bringing in God knows who to get a hit while they’re on shift. “That is unacceptable.”


    Tears start to well up in her big brown eyes. “It wasn’t mine,” she cries out.


    “You’re lying,” Brecken yells. “What in the hell were you thinking?” he demands getting in her face.


    “Please, baby.” She reaches up and grabs his shirt. “Please believe me. A friend came over and she left them there.”


    He just stands there as he stares down at her, his hands down by his side clenched in fists. I can see it all over his face. He doesn’t want to believe her, but he will because he believes everything she says. She has him so wrapped up. It’s pretty pathetic.


    I sigh as I run a hand over the top of my hair. “We can settle this tomorrow.” They both look over at me. “Rachel, tomorrow you are doing a drug test. It’s been a while anyway.”


    She nods quickly. “And then you’ll see.”


    He reaches up and pries her fists from his shirt. He turns around and falls into the chair in front of my desk. “We need to talk about last night, Rachel,” I say.


    She wipes the tears from her face and then looks at me. “What about it?”


    “You have been causing problems in this club. More than usual,” I add tightly.


    “It’s not my fault,” she whines.


    “It never is,” Brecken adds.


    “Case …” She walks over to my desk. “That guy grabbed my ass. I can’t help that his wife didn’t like it. What was I supposed to do?”


    “Maybe not put your ass in his face?” I offer with a raised eyebrow. Rachel has to have all the attention. She can’t live without it.


    “Come on, Rachel. Be smart. He was married and here with his wife. He just looked at you as a fuck toy, for fuck’s sake.”


    She spins around giving me her back so she can face Brecken. “That’s all I ever am. Just a fuck!”


    He snorts. “Maybe if you didn’t act like such a whore, then men would treat you differently.”


    She slaps him across the face so hard the noise echoes in my office. I sigh. Typical Rachel. Brecken just sits there in his chair as he looks up at her, his face red from her hand and jaw tight. He’s probably turned on by it. He is just as fucked up as the rest of us. We love pain. Without it, we would feel nothing. “You two don’t seem to have a problem with me being your little whore,” she spits out.


    “Neither one of us are married or have a girlfriend,” he growls.


    I don’t feel sorry for her. She knows she needs help. Brecken and I have offered to pay for therapy—even medication, if that’s what she needs. But she always refuses. This is her high. This is what she likes. To be treated and talked down to like she’s nothing. She uses sex as a weapon.


    I stand from my desk crossing my arms over my chest. “You’re not working tonight,” I announce.


    She spins back around to face me. “Why the hell not?” she snaps.


    “Because you’re a liability.” Her mouth falls open in shock. “Take your drug test tomorrow. If everything comes back normal, you can work tomorrow night.”


    “You’re gonna let him do that?” she demands to Brecken. He just stares up at her, her handprint still on his face. He shrugs as if to say he doesn’t care what I do.


    “We open in an hour. No one is going to take my shift that quick,” she says all but crying once again. I hate to see a woman cry, no matter who it is. She knows that. She knows everything about me.


    “I’ll have Taylor cover it.” She did just fine last night when Brecken gave it to her.


    She takes a step to the side and looks back and forth between the two of us. “Are you both fucking her too?” she demands.


    I cough as if I’m all of a sudden choking as Brecken just sits there, still staring at her with heat in his eyes. She turns to me. “So it’s just you?” she declares. “You’re the one fucking her,” she yells. “Who the fuck is breaking the rules now, Case?” she demands. “Does she even know who you really are …?”


    “Fucking drop it,” I growl as I lean over my desk.


    She throws her head back and lets out a laugh and it sounds evil. Fuck, even if I haven’t touched Taylor, I hate that she knows I want to. She will start trouble. “This is rich,” she says through laughter. “You’ve always had these rules! What makes her so fucking special to break them? Maybe I’ll just fill her in, and then you wouldn’t be breaking them …”


    I walk around my desk and grab her by the neck, cutting off her laughter along with her air. “I have not fucked her. Nor will I touch her. So do what I say and fucking drop it.” I let go of her neck, shoving her back. She stumbles but doesn’t fall over.


    She looks up at me through thick, dark lashes as her chest rises and falls quickly with her heavy breathing. She’s turned on. She loves a hand around her throat. I bet her pussy is soaking wet for us. Too bad I don’t want it at the moment.


    “Don’t you dare say one word!” I point a finger at her chest. “I’m not playing with you, Rachel. I fucking mean what I say. And I will throw you back out onto the streets where you came from.”


    She steps up to me, placing her hands on my chest. “Case …” She sighs as she runs her tongue across her lips, no doubt imagining my cock between them. “I wouldn’t do that to you.” Yes, she would! “I just get jealous.” She pushes her hands down my chest to my stomach. “I hate to imagine you with someone else. We’re a team,” she says referring to Brecken and me. “You guys are my boys.” She grabs for my belt, but I grab a hold of her wrists and grip them tightly. “She wouldn’t be able to give you what you need. And she wouldn’t understand who you truly are.” A fucking lying bastard!


    “It doesn’t matter,” I say swallowing hard. “She is nothing but an employee.”


    I look over at Brecken, and he raises a dark eyebrow in question but doesn’t voice his opinion. He knows why I’m getting close to Taylor. Because of Blane. When shit goes down, and it will, I want to make sure she knows I will protect her even if that means I have to lie to do it.


    “You’re so stressed.” She looks down at my hands that grip her wrists. “Let me help you relieve some of that,” she offers with a purr.


    I let her hands go with a shove. “I’m fine. You owe Brecken for that slap, though,” I remind her.


    She gives me a soft smile as she turns to Brecken. She walks over to his chair. He lets out a shaky breath when she drops to her knees before him and goes for his belt.


    I turn away and walk out of my office to let them be alone. For once, I don’t feel like joining them.


    


    ***


    


    “Did our shipment of glasses come in today?” I ask looking over at Bryan as we stand behind the bar.


    He’s been here since the day before we opened. He just happened to be driving by when he saw them putting the sign up outside of the building. He walked in and asked if we were hiring a bartender. Brecken and I decided to hire him on the spot, and he has turned out to be the best bartender we have.


    “Yes,” he says as he wipes off the bar top one last time. “I have already washed them and put them away.”


    I smile. “Thanks, man.”


    He turns to face me, wiping off his hands with the bar towel. “That new girl, Taylor, is doing well,” he says with a smile.


    I nod. “She said that she’s starting to get the hang of it. But you may wanna keep an eye out for her tonight. I just gave her Rachel’s section on top of her own,” I inform him.


    He frowns. “Why? Is Rachel sick?” He looks around the dead club. “I could have sworn I had just seen here walk in earlier.”


    “You did. But she needed the night off.” I shrug. “So I thought I would give it to Taylor. Push her a little more.” I think she’ll do just fine.


    “Okay. I’m sure between Jackie and myself, we can help her out when she needs it.”


    I walk out from behind the bar and start to head back up to my office, knowing that Rachel and Brecken should be done by now. It’s been well over thirty minutes. I look over to see Taylor walk in the front door with a smile on her face and her head held high. “Just the woman I wanna see,” I say, and she comes to a stop as she spots me. Her smile drops off her face and a look of worry takes over her beautiful blue eyes.


    “What’s wrong?” she questions.


    I chuckle. “Quit assuming something is wrong.” I walk over to her. “I wanted to let you know I gave you Rachel’s section tonight along with your own.”


    She looks up at me, those blue eyes wide. “Case, that’s too much. I can’t …”


    “Yes, you can,” I interrupt her with a snort. Then I point over at the bar. “Jackie and Bryan will help you out. So if you have any problems, just let them know.”


    She nods her head slowly as she still doubts herself. “If you have any problems you need me to handle, go to the bar and tell Bryan to call me. He has a radio, and I can be down here in seconds.”


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I stand at the end of the bar as I try to remember what it was my newest table had needed. I have a shitty memory. I would write it down on my arm, but I would run out of room eventually.


    “What do you need, Taylor?” Bryan yells as he leans over the end of the bar.


    “I need three Jäger bombs and three wet pussy shots,” I yell back.


    “I’d love the chance to give you a wet pussy,” he says with a wink before he spins around to make my shots.


    I laugh. Bryan is a real nice guy, and he flirts with everyone. I wonder if he’s always been that way or if it just comes naturally ‘cause he’s been a bartender for so long. I got a chance to talk to him earlier before we opened. He told me that he is thirty-five and was bartending before he was even old enough to get into a bar.


    “How you doing, Taylor? Do you need any help?”


    I look over at Jackie as she stands beside me, her tray on the bar counter. They’ve all been so helpful tonight, even being short one waitress. I about freaked when Jackie walked into the locker room and told me that the other waitress, Mel, had called in sick. Thankfully, Jackie offered to take her section.


    “I’m good. Things are going well,” I assure her with a head nod.


    “Great.” She gives me a big smile and then throws her bleach blond hair over her shoulder.


    Bryan walks up to us with my shots. He places them on my tray and then looks over at her to take her order.


    I take a deep breath before I lift my tray and start to make my way through the crowd. The one good thing about taking Rachel’s section is that she has one of the private rooms. I like working in it. It’s easier to get around ‘cause it’s not that crammed packed full of people.


    I walk into the room and place the tray down on the coffee table. A man who looks to be in his early thirties bends down and distributes the drinks between the men and the women in the room.


    I grab my tray and walk out, promising to check on them in a few minutes. As soon as I walk out of the room, I hear a woman scream out above the music. I look to my left and see Savannah running toward me, my brother following behind her.


    “Hey,” I say loudly as I pull her in for a hug.


    “Oh, my God.” She squeals as she pulls away. “Girl, you look fucking hot in this outfit.” She looks down at my boobs, and I blush. “Doesn’t she look hot, Blane?” she asks, and he looks sick. Face white and trying to look anywhere else in the club but at me. I give a smug smile; it’s about time he realizes how uncomfortable it is to be showing too much around me. That’s how I feel all the time.


    “Where is your section?” she asks.


    I point over to the back corner of the club. “Those three high-top tables against the wall.”


    “Okay. Blane, go get us a seat,” she calls out to him as she points to what table she wants.


    “What do you want to drink?”


    She follows me over to the bar as she tells me what they want.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER NINETEEN


    


    BLANE


    


    I sit back in the far corner and watch my sister and girlfriend laugh as they stand at the bar. This is not okay! I thought her working here would be okay, but it’s not as if I had a choice in the matter. Still doesn’t mean I fucking like it.


    I watch as a guy walks by her, and his eyes linger on her ass as she bends over the bar to order a drink. I fist my hands on the table. She is my sister, and I’m a man. I know what men think when they look at a woman dressed like that. Hell, I look at Savannah dressed like that when we go out. I encourage her when she wears clothes that show off her sexy body. But that is because she is mine. I can place my hands on her and say look all you want motherfuckers but she’s going home with me. I can’t look at it that way with my sister.


    I let out a long breath. I decide to quit staring at them and pull out my phone. I text Case.


    


    I’m here!


    


    He wasn’t expecting me tonight. But I might as well inform him of my presence.


    


    Okay. Be down in a moment.


    


    I look up from my phone in time to see my sister walking back with Savannah. I speak the second she reaches our table “Don’t they make bigger tops?” I ask with a growl. “Seriously, sis, your tits are about to pop out.” I haven’t looked directly at them, but they’re not hard to miss.


    She just laughs it off and turns to face Savannah. They talk about God knows what and I pick up my drink, taking a big gulp.


    She then pats Savannah on the shoulder and walks off with her tray. Needing to go do some work.


    “I don’t like her working here,” I say as if she already doesn’t know this.


    “You worry too much, babe,” Savannah says with laughter. “She is having a great time and makes great money.”


    I fucking hate myself. I got her into this. I was the one who put her in front of Case, and he took over the situation. Well, we’re going to have a talk.


    Just then, I see Case walking through the crowd. I lift my hand for him to see me, and he gives me a head nod in acknowledgment before he stops and talks to a few women who stand at the bar.


    “Hey.” I lean over to speak into Savannah’s ear. “Will you be okay here for a second? I need to talk to Case.”


    She nods her head as she starts to suck on her straw. I can’t help but pull it out of her mouth and grab her face. I give her a long, sweet kiss, tasting the peach from her Peach Bellini as I pull away. “Stay right here!” I demand, and she waves me off like a child.


    I get up and make my way over to Case. He looks over to see me coming and says one last thing to the women before he walks off, heading for me. He doesn’t say anything as he passes me and walks down the long hallway. I follow after him and out the back door into the alleyway, letting the door shut behind me.


    “What’s up, man?” he asks, leaning his back against the building.


    “I want you to fire Taylor,” I demand.


    “Not this again.” He sighs heavily, rolling his eyes.


    “Look,” I say firmly. “This has got to end. Do you see the way men are looking at her? She looks like a hooker. And her hair is blue,” I say confused.


    He laughs. “So what she colored her hair. She’s doing a good job and likes it here. I assure you there is nothing wrong with her working here. As far as the uniforms go …” He shrugs. “I can’t make an exception just for her. That’s what the club requires them to wear.”


    “You are the club,” I yell getting pissy. “Fuck,” I hiss. “This is all my fault. I should have just told her the truth from the start.” She wouldn’t have understood.


    “Blane, calm down,” he says, pushing off the wall. “What did I tell you when you first called me?”


    “Hell, no!” I say truthfully.


    He smiles. One of those I tried to warn you smiles. “I did. But once I listened to your reasoning, I understood your concern. Your predicament. If I would have been in your situation, I would have done the same thing.”


    “You don’t know what I’m going through,” I yell. “I’m buying drugs for you, Case. I have never done drugs, and here I am, selling them like a fucking idiot. Hell, I even got high.” I run a hand through my hair.


    He raises his hands for me to lower my voice as he looks around the alley, but it’s just us out here. “I know what you’re doing. And trust me, it will be worth it. I’ve already promised you that.”


    “Your promise did not involve my sister pimping herself out,” I shoot back.


    His jaw tightens. “She’s not pimping herself out. She’s a waitress and that’s as far as it goes. I assure you no one at this bar will touch her.” He then growls. “I will not allow anyone to touch her.”


    I look at him. I watch him as he speaks to me. The way he growled no one makes me pause for a second. Is he mad that I won’t let it go or is he mad at the thought that someone here at the club would touch her …?


    “Are you sleeping with my sister?” I ask hoping that my instincts are wrong. I can’t see my sister going for a guy like Case. But I’ve also never seen her dye her hair blue before either.


    A twitch forms in his jaw, and he swallows. “No. I’m not sleeping with your sister.”


    “Why don’t I believe you, Case?” I demand. “Maybe I should just go ask her myself.” I start to walk to the door, and he grabs my upper arm. He jerks me back and looks at me with hard eyes.


    “Don’t fucking say a word to her,” he growls. “Let this go, Blane. You have more important things to worry about than your sister and me. You know for a fucking fact that I can’t touch her. And I don’t break my rules.”


    I take a deep, calming breath before I rip my arm out of his hold. He’s right. I am very clear on his rules. And I’m very clear about the job I have to do. “I’ll have an order for you tomorrow,” I say through clenched teeth. “The sooner I get this done, the sooner I want Taylor out of this situation.”


    “I agree with you.” He nods.


    I take a step up to him. “And when I’m finished, you had better promise me that you will never contact her again.” I need to know that not only do I get out of this alive but that she also gets out of his life completely.


    “You have my word,” he says without hesitation. But for some reason, I don’t feel the satisfaction I should from that statement.


    I walk back into the club and head straight for our table. I find Savannah still sitting alone but with a smile on her face as she sips her drink. I don’t even stop to explain why I left her because she knows I won’t tell her anyway. I grab her by the hand and pull her from her seat. She stumbles from my force but stays upright. I pull her through the club and out the front door to her car yelling a good-bye to Brecken over my shoulder when I see him outside.


    As I pull out of the parking lot, I wonder what in the fuck I’ve done. I have us both so deep in a situation that I’m not sure I can dig us out. And even if I could, I’m not sure Taylor would want me to.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I’m walking back up the stairs that lead to my office when I feel the radio on my hip start to vibrate from someone yelling into it.


    I stop and pick it up, placing it to my ear. I hear Bryan’s voice yelling into it. “Fight!” I spin around on the stairs and look around the club. I don’t see anything that looks to be a fight, but I see Bryan jump over the end of the bar and head down the hallway. I run down the stairs and before I hit the last one, Miller pushes his way through the crowd heading in the same direction.


    I make a mad dash through the crowd, shoving people out of my way when I come up to the hallway and see there’s a fight in one of the private rooms. I walk in to see Miller pulling two guys apart while another guy swings at Bryan when another one jumps on his back.


    I reach out to grab the guy and remove him from Bryan’s back when I feel a fist to the side of my head. It doesn’t really hurt with my adrenaline pumping; it just pisses me off.


    I spin around to face the guy who hit me, and I knee him between his legs. He hovers over as he grabs himself and I take advantage of the situation and lift my knee to make contact with his face. He falls to the floor, holding his face as he rolls around like an idiot.


    I turn back to Bryan; he is on the floor on top of one guy while the other is still on his back. I reach down and pull him off. As the guy stands on his feet, he goes to swing at me, but I duck and land a punch in his side. He falls to the ground, holding onto it.


    I look over my shoulder to see that Miller has two men hunched over as they both grab their bloodied faces. He doesn’t bother to look at me as he drags them out of the room and toward the back exit to proceed with our protocol.


    Bryan gets his guy under control, and I start to grab the last one when a pair of white shorts gets my attention out of the corner of my eye. I turn to see Taylor trying to push herself up off the floor over in the far corner.


    “Taylor.” I run over to her and grab her upper arm. I help her stand as she sways on her feet. “Fuck,” I hiss through gritted teeth as I get a look at her face. “Which one hit you?” I demand as I reach up to touch the cut on her cheek. She pulls away, and I grind my teeth as a bruise has already formed. She tries to take a step back from me, but I hold onto her. “Which one hit you, Taylor?” I demand louder.


    She reaches up and runs her hand through her hair, pushing it off her face before she goes to touch her cheek. I grab her other hand with my free hand and shake her a bit. “Taylor,” I snap. She finally looks up at me; her eyes are glossy with unshed tears and a look of confusion on her face. Whoever hit her, hit her hard. “Which one touched you?” This time, I ask softly. I don’t want to scare her; I can tell she’s a little dazed.


    “I … I don’t know … It happened so fast.” She looks around at the room aimlessly. “I walked in and someone bumped into me …” She swallows. “I dropped my drinks and then went to turn around but was knocked down to the floor …” She blinks a few times. “I think … I think it was a shoe …”


    “Listen to me, Taylor.” I wait for her eyes to focus on me again. “Go up to my office.”


    “I can’t. I have tables …” she whispers.


    “Fuck your tables,” I snap. “Go up to my office and wait for me.” She just stands there, looking up at me; her blue eyes still have that dazed look to them.


    “What the fuck happened?”


    I look up to the door to see Brecken enter the room, breathing heavy from just running from the entrance. “I’m not sure. But they’re all out back.” He nods his head, pushes off the door, and runs toward the back exit.


    “Taylor,” I say softly as I run my thumb over her face right below the cut. It doesn’t look deep enough to need stitches. I think when she fell she might have hit her head, which dazed her more than anything else did. The blood that runs down her cheek is already starting to dry. “Go upstairs and wait for me. Okay?’


    “Okay.” She finally responds softly. I walk her over to the door. Jackie comes up and gasps as she gets a look at Taylor. “Make sure she makes it up to my office,” I demand and then head toward the back door.


    


    ***


    


    Have you ever been so mad you thought you could rip off the head of a grown man with your bare hands? I feel that way right now. My entire body shakes and my head pounds. I have a ringing in my ears that won’t go away. I haven’t felt this way in a long time. So mad I could light the world on fire with one fucking match.


    “Case, man,” Miller says placing a hand on my shoulder. I spin around with my fists raised and he takes a step back from me. “We got this. Go make sure Taylor is okay.” He knows exactly why I’m so pissed. I guess the fact I said her name every time I fucking hit one of them gave me away.


    I spin back around and look down at the four men who lie on the ground. Two passed out cold. The third has his back against the brick wall as he leans over and pukes in his hands. The fourth kneels on all fours as he tries to suck in breath after breath. All of them are bleeding. I know they will need medical attention.


    I walk over to the one who is on all fours. I reach down, grab a hold of his bleach blond spiked hair, and rip his head back. “Which one of you bastards touched her?” I demand, kneeling down in front of him.


    He lifts one shaky and bloodied hand and points a finger over to one of the guys who lies passed out on his stomach. “It was an accident,” he says through gasps. “… Didn’t see her.”


    I drop his head and kick him in the side. He rolls to the ground and coughs. “Case. We told you that we have it,” Brecken says, looking around. “Go check on Taylor. She needs you more than these guys do.”


    He’s right; it’s been at least thirty minutes and she needs me. Without another word, I walk into the club and make my way through the heavy crowds. People are too busy doing their own thing to even stop and look at me. I run up the stairs taking two at a time and rush down the hall to my office. I shove the door open, breathing heavy, to find her sitting on the couch. She shoots to her feet the second she sees me.


    “Case? Are you okay?” she asks as I slam the door shut. Her eyes take in my shaky hands and the blood that covers them.


    “Don’t worry about me,” I rasp as I walk up to her, and her eyes widen in fear. I hate that look on her face. “Are you okay?” I ask looking her face over again. It looks better already. No longer bleeding. She must have washed it off in the bathroom. “Do you feel dizzy? Lightheaded? Did you pass out?” I demand in a slew of questions.


    “No to all of the above,” she says, shaking her head slowly. “What did they do to you?” She grabs my wrists and turns my hands over. “You’re bleeding everywhere,” she says wide-eyed.


    “It’s not mine.” My voice shakes, and she looks up at me with concern in her blue eyes. “I’m sorry,” I say remembering the conversation I had only an hour ago with her brother. He was right. I swore she would be safe here, but some bastard proved me wrong.


    She turns to look over at the little mini bar in the corner. I frown as she walks away from me and goes over to it. She bends down, opens the small cabinet, and picks up a bottle of water out of the little fridge. She pours water into a towel and then walks back over to me. Reaching out, she softly grabs my hands and wipes the blood off them.


    “It’s not your fault,” she says softly.


    When my hands are clean of any blood, I rip the towel from her hand and throw it to the floor. I lift my hands to either side of her face as I look it over. “I put you here.” If she only knew what I’ve done to get my way.


    “I chose to work here,” she argues.


    Because I gave you no other choice. “Case?” She breathes my name as she lifts her hands to place them on my chest. My heart is beating a hundred miles an hour. Because of my fear she was hurt and my anger at those men. “You’re shaking,” she says softly.


    “I can’t stop,” I admit. I haven’t been this worked up in years. Even when Rachel gets involved with fights, I don’t care this much. She eggs them on; she wants it. Taylor is innocent in this world I run. She didn’t ask for a man to hit her.


    “Do you want to sit down?” she asks already pulling on my arms to bring me over to the couch.


    I shake my head. The urge to kiss her is so strong I can’t help but push my body into hers. The urge to taste her lips has my legs buckling. I have this need to fix her. To wipe this night from her memory and give her something else she will never forget. I want to give her pleasure to erase the pain that shows on her face. This world is full of pain, and I know she’s had her fair share of it. I want to be her pleasure.


    “What can I do?” she whispers.


    I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her to me. Her body stiffens as I hold it to mine. “What would you do for me?” I ask as I lower my face down to her neck, needing to smell her. The scent of vanilla fills my nose, and I close my eyes as my cock hardens and my anger starts to fade. She’s a breath of fresh air. The light in the middle of the night. She is what a man like me needs. I’ve chosen the darker women, like Rachel. The women who are on my level—damaged and sick in the head. But that’s because that’s all I see in my life. A woman like Taylor never looks twice at a man like me. No matter what she has faced in her past, she still moves forward. Men like me are always stuck in the past and unable to pull ourselves out of that dark black hole.


    She sucks in a breath as I feel her body start to tremble against mine. She’s nervous, and I like it. “Case … I don’t understand …” She’s panting and her tits press into my chest as she breathes heavily. It’s like throwing gasoline onto my already burning body.


    My tongue snakes out, and I lick up her neck until I come to her earlobe. I pull it into my mouth and suck on it softly grazing my teeth against it. A moan escapes her as her body softens in my arms.


    I pull back and look down at her, needing to see those beautiful blue eyes. She looks up at me; I lift one hand and run my thumb over her parted lips. “What are you doing?” she whispers.


    “Whatever you want me to do,” I say honestly. Please tell me to kiss you. Touch you. Fuck, I’ll do anything you want me to; just don’t tell me to stop.


    “I … you said …”


    “I know what I said.” I said I don’t fuck my employees or women related to my friends. But in all honesty, Blane isn’t a friend, he’s a business partner. You’re making up excuses! I look down at her tits pressed up against my chest; they rise and fall quickly as she breathes heavily. “Now, you’re the one who’s shaking,” I say, knowing it's ‘cause my hard cock is pressed up against her stomach.


    She looks up at me, those beautiful dark blue eyes soft and heavy. “You scare me,” she admits with a deep breath.


    I wanna tell her there’s no reason to be afraid of me. That I would never hurt her, but that’s a lie. So instead, I say, “I know.” She sucks in a breath at my words, and I lower my lips closer to hers. “There’s nothing wrong with a little fear.” And then I slam my lips to hers because I need her like my next breath.


    She doesn’t hesitate as she opens her mouth for me, wrapping her arms around my neck. I moan into her mouth as her tongue seeks out mine. A sweet taste fills my mouth, and it has me needier than a second ago. I reach down and grab her thighs, digging my fingers roughly into them. She wraps her legs around my waist, and I slam her back against my office wall. I let go of her thighs and my hands find their way to her hair. I tangle my hands in it, and she gasps into my mouth. I can’t get enough of her. I want to touch her all over. Afraid at any moment she’ll push me away.


    I push my hard cock into her belly resulting in a shock running through her body. Fuck, I need more.


    “Case,” she breathes pulling away from me. “Your rules …” Even as she mentions them, she rocks her hips against mine.


    How can she think about rules at a time like this? All I can think is about taking her and making her mine. “I’m going to fuck you, Taylor.”


    She whimpers. I lower my lips down to hers again. “Do want me to fuck you? Or do you want to remind me of my rules?” I ask, as I grab a handful of her breast that hangs out over the top of her corset.


    “Fuck,” she whispers.


    “That’s what I thought.” I pull away from her and place her on her feet. Before she can say anything, I spin her around to face the wall. She slams her palms against it as she leans over. I reach around her and undo her shorts. They fall to her ankles the next second. I then unzip her corset in a quick manner.


    Once off, I place my front to her back and reach around her body. I pull her panties to the side with one hand while I run the other up the back of her head, grabbing a handful of hair.


    She hisses in a breath as I jerk her head back. Lowering my mouth to her ear, I cup her shaved pussy and then slowly run a finger between her wet folds as I speak. “Is this what you dream about me doing to you?”


    She tries to nod her head, but her movement is limited with my hand in her hair. I push my finger deeply into her once I feel how wet she is. Her pussy tightens around my finger, and I let out a growl. “Fuck, that tight little pussy is gonna feel so good when I fuck it with my cock.” My cock jerks in agreement.


    She moans and then swallows. I pull my finger out and push in two this time. “Case …” She cries out in pleasure as I shove them all the way in roughly. I swirl my thumb around her clit as I repeat the thrusting move with my two fingers.


    “Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you, Taylor,” I demand. “Tell me you want me to bend you over and fuck you so hard that the people in this club will hear you over this music.”


    “I do.” She moans as she rocks her hips against my hand causing my fingers to push deeper inside of her before pulling them out. She’s so fucking wet it’s making my mouth water. “Fuck me, Case.” She breathes. “Fuck me so hard that they can hear my screams.”


    Fuck! My cock jerks knowing that is exactly what I want to do to her. If I could, I would fuck her in front of all of them. Having sex brings out an animalistic part of me. The part that says yes, she is mine, and no, you can’t have her.


    I release her hair and her head falls forward. I pull my fingers out of her wet pussy and lick them clean. I close my eyes as I let out a moan of pleasure when I taste how sweet she is.


    I grab her by the hips and pull her away from the wall. I bend her over the first thing I come to, which is the couch. She doesn’t protest; she just pushes her ass higher in the air for me. I grab my wallet out of my back pocket and grab a condom. I place it between my teeth and then reach down to undo my pants quickly. Once they hit the floor, I rip the wrapper open with my teeth. I reach down and stroke my hard cock as I look over her glistening pussy. “So fucking wet,” I say with a smirk on my face. So she has wanted this as much as I have.


    I place the condom on my long, thick length and spread her legs farther apart with my feet as I take my cock in one hand. “This is gonna be hard and fast,” I warn her. I hate for it to be this way, but I need her now, and I’m afraid that any second, someone will interrupt us. Although I couldn’t care less if someone walked in, she doesn’t seem like the kind who likes others to watch her.


    She goes to lean up and I place my free hand on her back. I push her over the armrest of the couch and grab my cock with my other hand. I push my hips forward and I grind my teeth as her tight pussy stretches to allow me in.


    She cries out as her body tries to jerk away from me, but my body and hips have her pinned against the couch. She’s not going anywhere. “Case.” She pants as I keep my hand on her back, keeping her bent over all the way.


    “Stay leaned over,” I order. “I wanna see that ass while I fuck your pussy.” Taking my hand off her back, I slap her ass at the same time I pull out and then thrust forward.


    Her body shakes as she screams out once again. I close my eyes and a deep growl comes from my chest as I hear that sound from her mouth. It sounds just as good as I dreamed it would. I pull all the way out of her, and her body goes slack. I slide my hand up her smooth pussy, coating my fingers with her wetness. Then I run them between her ass cheeks.


    “Case,” she squeals, her arms frantically trying to push herself up off the couch.


    “Relax,” I say pushing her back down again. This time, I leave my hand there, holding her.


    She sucks in a deep breath. “I’ve never …”


    “Don’t worry, baby.” I push two fingers deep into her pussy once again to get more of her wetness on my fingers. “I’m not gonna fuck your ass.” Not tonight anyway!


    She whimpers as I repeat the motion over her ass. I push my cock back into her pussy again at the same time I push the tip of my finger into her puckered ass.


    A growl comes from deep in my chest as I feel how tight that ass is. I mean, her pussy is tight, but that ass … She just admitted no one has ever been there. And even though I said I wouldn’t fuck her there today doesn’t mean I don’t want to.


    I pull my hips back and push them forward several times, setting a rhythm she’s comfortable with. After a few seconds, her body relaxes and I push gently on my finger to go a little more into her ass.


    “Oh, my God … Case …” she half cries, half whimpers as her ass tightens around my finger.


    I won’t ask her if it hurts because I know it doesn’t. It’s just uncomfortable for her. Anything new is to someone.


    “Tell me what it feels like, baby.” I press it in a little more and a shudder runs through her body.


    She pants. “I feel … so full.” She breathes.


    I pull my finger out and then do it again, still not pushing it in very deep. “Do you like it?” I demand as I shove my cock into her pussy. I can feel her wetness run down and cover my balls.


    “Yeeeessss …” she cries out, her pussy tightening around my cock to the point it makes my legs buckle.


    I push my finger into her ass again, this time going a little farther. “God, I wanna fuck that ass,” I say loudly as I ram my cock into her pussy once again. “And by how wet you are, I think you want it.”


    “It feels … different.” She digs her hands into the couch, her head tilted to the side. I can see her eyes are closed and her lips are parted as she pants. I remove my finger from her ass and lean over her, pressing her body down into the couch. She gasps as this position makes it harder for her to breathe.


    I reach up and tangle my hand in her long dark brown and blue hair, grabbing a hold of her head as if it’s handlebars on a bike.


    I feel her pussy tighten around my hard cock again and I growl, picking up my pace. Fucking her with a roughness that has the couch squeaking as each thrust pushes it closer to the window until the window stops it from moving anymore. I reach my free hand up and cup her chin with it, holding her face to the side and in place. “Suck on it,” I demand, shoving my index finger between her lips. She wraps her lips around it and starts to suck. “Fuck, that’s it,” I hiss as I shove my hips forward as her tongue circles my finger. “Keep sucking,” I gasp as I pull my hips back and then thrust forward again.


    Her pussy tightens around my cock, and her mouth clamps down around my finger. Her entire body stiffens under mine. She’s about to come. I take my legs and shove them farther apart, allowing myself to go deeper. Her body jerks as I stretch them to the point I’m sure is painful, but just seconds later, I feel her body explode underneath mine. Her pussy pulses and her body trembles. The force of her orgasm has her legs tightening and pushing against mine as they hold them far apart.


    Even after she comes, I don’t stop. I continue to pound into her not wanting to waste this chance I have with her. I’ve wanted this for over two weeks now. I’m gonna make it worth it, for both of us.


    I feel my balls start to tighten and my back stiffens as I come with her drenched pussy wrapped around my cock. I growl deep from within my chest as I give one last thrust of my hips, burying my cock deep inside of her as I come hard.


    I pull out of her slowly, and her shaking body goes slack against the couch. I remove the condom and throw it over into the trash before I lean down and pull my jeans up. I leave her leaning over the couch as I pick up her clothes from the floor.


    I lift her up and wrap my arm around her stomach to hold her back to my front. She sucks in a breath as she lays her heavy head against my chest. I look over her shoulder and down at her body. It still trembles, and her eyes are heavy as she stares up at me with a look of satisfaction on her face. My cock is still somewhat hard. Fuck, I already want her again.


    “Stay the night with me tonight,” I say leaning down and softly kissing her lips. The fact that I just asked her to stay the night with me hits me like a ton of bricks. That was a very bad idea.


    She breathes heavily and lifts her arms up and wraps them around the back of my neck. “Okay.” Bad idea or not, I’m thankful that she didn’t tell me no. I would have begged to get my way.


    “Here. Let’s get you dressed.” I spin her around quickly and wrap my arms around her before she can fall.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY


    


    TAYLOR


    


    Ever feel like a cheap woman after you have sex for the first time with a man? I have before, but I do not feel that way with Case. I know I should, though. It happened so fast I didn’t even have the time to process it. His lips were on mine, and my body was craving more. I didn’t even care that I was being easy. Or if the things I said sounded ridiculous. I just knew that my body was craving him and he wanted to feed that craving.


    I stand on the third floor now in the entryway of his apartment. It’s a lot nicer than I expected. I thought it would have a small kitchen, one bathroom, and a cot, but it’s much bigger than that.


    “No one will bother you up here.”


    I spin around to face him. “You’re leaving me?” Geez, you just let him fuck you. Don’t you seem desperate already?


    “Just for about an hour. I have a few things to take care of downstairs before I can come up here.” He walks up to me and leans down, kissing my forehead. His eyes linger on the scratch on my face for a few seconds before his beautiful blue eyes rise to meet mine. “And if I carried you off to my bedroom now like I want to do, I would spend what is left of this night inside of you.”


    I shiver at how good that would feel. “Okay,” I say stupidly. It’s better than begging, I guess.


    He pulls away but grabs my hand. He pulls me through the entrance of his apartment and walks me past the kitchen. We take a right and walk down a short hallway to a door at the end on the left. “This is my bedroom,” he announces as we enter. “You can shower if you want.” He then goes to the other side of the room and opens up another door. “This is my closet. You can put on something more comfortable.” He walks back over to me. “You can take a nap.” He slides his hand up the back of my neck. My body breaks out in goosebumps. “I’ll wake you when I come back up,” he whispers.


    Oh, how I want to know what he has in mind to wake me up. I nod my head at him.


    He leaves shortly after that, and I look around the now quiet apartment. The sound of the music below us comes up through the walls. I like it. It’s not too loud; it’s perfect.


    I look down at my body and sigh when I realize I put my work clothes back on. The ones that alcohol spilled all over when I was shoved in the private room downstairs. I guess I’ll do what he suggested and take a shower.


    I walk into his bathroom, open the door to the stand-up shower, and turn on the sprayer. I get undressed and see the prints from his strong hands on my hips where he grabbed a hold of me in his office. He did exactly what he said he was gonna do—fuck me! I’ve never had such intense sex. I’ve always dated the men who preferred the slower make love kind of sex. The kind where at first it’s kind of awkward until you both find a rhythm and understand what the other likes. Case knew what he wanted from me, and I allowed him to take it. However he wanted it. I’ve especially never slept with a guy who wanted to play with my ass right off the bat. I liked it. I like him. He fucks just as aggressive as he looks.


    I enter the shower and let it warm up for a few seconds. As I get under the sprayer, I think about what we just did. He broke his rule for me. I smile before another thought enters my mind. I doubt this is the first time he’s broken his rules. But I push that thought out of my mind. All that matters is he broke it tonight for me.


    I get out of the shower and wring out my hair. I wrap the towel around myself and make it over to his closet. I open the door and walk in. It’s not overly massive but a smaller version of a walk-in. Big enough for a single man. I run my hands against the button-down shirts that hang on the upper rack. I come to one at the end of the closet and look it over. It’s the prettiest blue I’ve ever seen. A dark blue that matches his eyes perfectly.


    I pull it off the hanger and slip my arms into the sleeves. They are so long they hang over my hands. I bring the bottom of the shirt up to my nose as I take a deep breath. Hell, even his clothes smell dangerous. Like a hint of smoke and man.


    I walk out of the closet and button a few buttons on it. I stand in the bedroom as I look over his bed. It’s a black four-post bed. It has a black comforter and white sheets. It looks dangerous as well. As if the devil himself lies there at night. I wonder what kind of sins have taken place on it. I wonder how many times a woman has screamed his name there. I wonder how many women have been up here. In this very spot? How many have experienced this side of Case?


    Quit thinking that way, Taylor! You’re just here to have sex with him. Again. That’s all that matters. Who cares who has been here before?


    My stomach growls reminding me that I slept most of the day and only had a granola bar before hurrying to work. I walk into his small but cozy kitchen and turn on the lights. I open his fridge to see what options I have to fix something. I find some eggs and decide scrambled eggs it is.


    Thirty minutes later, I’m rinsing my plate off in the sink when I hear the door open to his apartment. I smile to myself as I keep my back to the door. The hair on my neck stands up, and my heart starts beating faster just thinking about seeing him again. Wondering what he plans to do with me this time. Moments later, two strong arms wrap around my waist. So tightly that they lift me up off the floor.


    “Do you have any idea how fucking sexy you look in my shirt?” His voice is rough, and it gives me butterflies. He unwraps one hand from around me and places it high on the back of my right thigh. “This, right here …” His fingers graze the bottom of my ass cheek. “I can see that you have no underwear on,” he growls. “It makes me fucking hard to know that I could just bend you over the table and slide my cock into your tight pussy.” He pushes his hips into my back, and my legs start to shake when I feel he’s telling the truth. He’s already hard, and it has my breath picking up.


    He spins me around in his arms and pins my back against the counter. Before I can say anything, his lips land on mine. He’s just as desperate as before. He kisses me so deeply that it takes my breath away. His lips on mine make me moan. His tongue in my mouth makes my pussy throb with want.


    My hands fumble to his belt. I need him inside of me. I need him to have me screaming and shaking as he did just hours ago. God, I’ve never been so desperate for someone before.


    He grabs my hips; I jump up and wrap my legs around him. He starts to walk without removing his lips from mine. I keep waiting for him to run into something, but it never happens.


    He lets go of me, and as soon as I place my feet on the floor, he pushes me backward. I yelp in surprise as I fall on his bed, and my lips sting from the bruising kiss he just gave me. “Unbutton my shirt,” he commands.


    I sit up and bite my bottom lip nervously as I lift my hands to undo the first button of his shirt I’m wearing. I don’t wanna go slowly with him. I don’t wanna have to look him in the eyes. I’m too self-conscious for this, especially when he looks at me as if he is about to devour me. I shiver.


    Once I finish the last button, he places his warm hands on my shoulders. He very slowly pushes the shirt off, and I allow it to fall down on the bed behind me. “Get up on your knees,” he orders roughly.


    I get up on my shaking knees as he directed, but I avoid looking him in the eyes. Why am I so nervous? You just let him bend you over and fuck you not two hours ago.


    He steps forward, his knees now touching the side of his bed. “Spread your legs for me. As far as they will go.” The order in his deep voice makes a shudder run through my body.


    I push them apart as gracefully as I can, and he reaches his left hand out. I bite the inside of my cheek as his warm hand touches my inner thigh. He glides it up my leg and a whimper comes out when he runs his fingers over my pussy. I’m so wet for him already. I look up at him, and his eyes darken as a knowing smirk spreads across his face before he lowers his lips to mine. His tongue presses his way through my lips. And I suck it into my mouth. He lets out a moan as he pushes two fingers deep into me.


    “Fuck me,” I demand desperately as I pull away. My pussy tightens around his fingers as he shakes his head.


    “Not yet.”


    “Please,” I beg, and I can’t help but think of what Savannah had said in the bathroom the first time we came to this club. Women beg him to fuck them. Well, I lasted a week before I became one of those women.


    He smiles, and it is nothing short of satisfaction. Removing his fingers from my pussy, I let out a whimper of protest. “Lie down on your back.”


    I let out a long sigh as I slowly lie down on my back. I look up at him as he crawls onto the bed. He places his body between my legs and I suck in a breath as he starts to lower his head to my pussy. God, I’m glad I showered. I’d hate for him to taste beer on me. That would be a total mood killer, right?


    I arch my back and let out a soft cry when I feel the scruff on his face skim across the inside of my thigh. “Case …” I gasp. My body reacts to his touch, and I lift my hips, wanting to feel more of him.


    His fingers grip my legs, and he throws them over his shoulders and places his hands on my hips, pressing them down on his comforter. “Is this what you wanted?” he questions. I go to answer but feel his tongue run up my pussy. I shudder. “You wanted me to fuck you with my tongue?” He repeats the motion, and I arch my back as I suck in a deep breath.


    “More,” I breathe. “I need more.” I place my hands in his dark hair and push his head down. The breath catches in my throat when his tongue enters me without warning.


    A shiver runs through me as his facial hair scratches my skin while he fucks me with his tongue. I thrash against his bed; whether I’m trying to get away or beg for more, I don’t know. All I do know is that he fucks me with his mouth as hard as he did earlier with his cock. His fingers dig into my hip bones, and I cry out as I let go of his head. I grab ahold of my breasts, and I pinch my hardened nipples.


    I’ve never been into rough sex. But he makes me want it rougher. He makes me want it to hurt. He makes me want to scream out and beg for more even if it is to the point of pain.


    My body thrashes, and my pussy tightens as I gasp for breath. I cry out as that familiar sensation starts to build deep in my stomach. My body breaks out in goosebumps, and I lock my legs around his head as my back arches. I reach up and run my hands through my hair till I grip it at the scalp. It prickles as the pain has my pussy tightening around his tongue. I come with his name on my lips as my body feels a high it has never reached before.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I pull away from her and stand from the bed. I get out of my shoes, jeans, and boxers in a rush. Going over to my nightstand, I grab a condom and roll it on my achingly hard cock.


    I crawl back onto the bed and over her trembling body. Her lips are slack, and her eyes are closed, but I know she’s not asleep. She’s still feeling her orgasm. I slide my aching cock into her wet pussy, and her body jerks from how sensitive it is. I lick my lips and then lean down over her. I place my lips on hers and her hands shoot up to my chest. She tries to push me away, but I grab her wrists and pin them down by her head. She arches her back with a moan.


    “Fucking kiss me,” I demand.


    She shakes her head, eyes still closed. “Case …”


    My hands tighten on her wrists, and she opens her mouth to suck in a deep breath. I take the opportunity and lower my lips to hers again. I shove my tongue in her mouth, and she moans in response. I pull away to say, “Taste how fucking sweet you are, Taylor.”


    She opens her eyes and looks up at me. She fists her hands, and I feel her muscles stretch under my hands. She licks her lips, and I smile.


    “You taste amazing, baby,” I whisper.


    Her eyes fall on my lips, and I bend down again. This time, her tongue comes out and runs across my lips. She opens her mouth, and I move in closer, kissing her softly. She pushes her tongue into my mouth, and I deepen the kiss. She pulls my tongue into her mouth and sucks on it. My cock jerks inside her.


    I pull away panting. “Fuck. I’m gonna fuck you all night.” I pull back and thrust forward. This can’t happen again. This was already a bad idea, but fuck, it feels fucking amazing.


    “Yes.” She cries out and arches her back. Her pussy tightens around my cock with every thrust.


    Just like earlier in my office, I need more. I let go of her wrists and pull out of her. Before she can even protest, I flip her over onto her stomach and pull her ass up in the air. I stare down at her shaved, soaked pussy and ass. The need to fuck it is strong, but I have to remind myself not tonight.


    I spread her legs with my knees, and she cries out softly. Her knees shake against mine, and I take my slick cock in my hand and slide it into her. Her pussy tightens, pulling me into her, and my balls tighten in response. Fuck, I’m not gonna last long.


    She places her hands on the comforter and gets up on her hands and knees. I grab her hands and pull them behind her back. She falls to the bed with a whimper. Her hands fight my hold, but I grip them tightly in one hand while I lean over her. I use my free hand to pull the hair off the side of her face. I whisper in her ear, “I’m gonna fuck you however I want.” She sucks in a breath and then nods her head. I growl with the knowledge she is gonna let me have my way with her. “I like it rough, and I like to be in control. Do you have a problem with that?” I ask. I would never do something that she refused. But fuck, I pray she doesn’t tell me no.


    “No.” She swallows then takes a deep breath. “Please.” She pushes her hips into me, and I smile.


    “Good.” I sit back up, run my free hand up her back, and wrap my hand in her loose hair. I grip it tightly, and her entire body softens. “You like that, don’t you?” I lift her head off the bed, and she hisses in a breath. “Your pussy just gets wetter and wetter.”


    I pull back and slam into her. She screams out as her body jerks, and she pants as she relaxes once again.


    I like the way her voice sounds when she screams, but it’s gonna make me come sooner than I want. So I press her face down into the comforter and fuck her as hard as I can.


    


    ***


    


    I lie on my back, one hand on my chest and the other stretched out to my side under Taylor’s head. We both breathe heavy as our hearts pound. It’s now after seven in the morning, and we just finished our second round since I returned to my apartment. I don’t think I have ever felt so drained, so fucking worthless in my life. The woman made me work for what I got. And I loved every second of it.


    She places her hand on my chest as she turns onto her side to face me. Her fingers softly run up and down my arm that lies across my own chest as she traces the blue ink that covers it.


    “Why do you have so many tattoos?” she asks softly, as she still tries to catch her breath.


    I don’t like to talk about my tattoos. I got them for a reason, but I hate when people ask about them. I don’t like to explain them. “I’ve just always had a thing for ink.” I give the simplest answer.


    She seems satisfied with that and grabs my wrist. She lifts it up and turns it over. I feel her body stiffen when she sees Nicole written on my wrist. I should have never taken my watch off. “Who is Nicole?”


    I close my eyes and let out a sigh. This is why you have these rules, Case. This is why you don’t stay in bed and cuddle afterward. This is why you fuck them and then leave them.


    “Was she an ex-girlfriend of yours?” she continues when I don’t speak.


    I remove my wrist from her hand and pull my hand out from underneath her head. I stand from the bed and pick up my shirt from the floor. I slip it on and look her in the eyes. She’s hurt. I can see it in her big blue eyes and the small frown on her lips.


    “It doesn’t matter who she was,” I say simply.


    She sits up and runs a hand through her messy hair nervously. “Case, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.”


    “But you did. You think because you allowed me into your pussy that I should let you into my past,” I say through clenched teeth.


    Her eyes widen, and she gets up onto her knees. “I … I didn’t mean anything by it.” She speaks quickly. “I was just …”


    “Wanting to know if you had competition?” I ask. Show her that you’re a dick. Maybe she’ll make this easier for you.


    “No!” she says without hesitation. “It’s not that. I just want to know more about you,” she says lowering her voice.


    “There’s nothing to know,” I say simply as I cuss myself. I just had to cross that line with her. I just had to fuck shit up.


    She lets out a long breath and looks down at her hands in her lap. “That was… I don’t wanna lie.” She swallows and then looks up at me. “I do want to know you more.”


    Not good! Kick her out, Case!


    “I just want to know how you ended up in this life.”


    “This life?” I growl, getting pissed off. She has no idea what my life is really like.


    “Yes, Case. This life. This life where you are willing to risk it every day. How did you get into selling drugs? Why would you …”


    “Shut up!” I snap. “Just shut up, Taylor,” I repeat, and her lips thin as she becomes angry. “You know nothing about my life, so don’t sit there as if you’re some special little brat and judge me.” Her mouth falls open, and I turn away from her, walk into my bathroom, and slam the door shut.


    I lean against it and close my eyes as I take a deep breath. My heart pounds in my chest but not out of anger. When I open them, I look down at my wrists and run a finger over her name. I had it tattooed on my skin so I would never forget what it’s like to know that you can’t control everything. That you can’t protect the ones you loved.


    


    “Case?”


    I poke my head into her room and I see Nicole and Brecken sitting on her bed. They both smile up at me. “What’s up?” I ask.


    “Did you get the popcorn? We have the movie ready.” She lifts the remote to the TV letting me know they are just waiting for me.


    “I’m on it. I can’t be downstairs getting the popcorn if you keep hollering for me to keep coming up here,” I say with an eye roll.


    She laughs at me and then leans over to Brecken’s side. He lifts his arm and wraps it around her shoulders. He then leans down and kisses her forehead and my jaw tightens at their display of affection. I don’t like it!


    I clear my throat and Nicole pulls away quickly giving me a shy smile as she tucks a few long brown strands behind her ear. Brecken narrows his eyes on me. I’m totally cock blocking him, and that’s how it’s gonna stay.


    


    If only I knew then what I know now. I would have told her that I loved her more. I would have told her just how much she meant to me. But what’s done is done and you can’t go back. I bring my hands up and grip my hair as I think about the night I just spent with Taylor. Did it mean that much to me to go and break all my rules? The answer, I’m afraid, is yes. It was just as amazing as I had imagined. But only now, I know it’s true.


    I had made a promise to Blane that I would protect Taylor. But instead, I fucked her and just pushed her away.


    I hear the front door of my apartment open and then slam shut. I bang my head against the bathroom door, and I let out a cuss. “I’m fucked!”


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I speed home as I cuss myself. What did I think I was doing? Really? He was right. I let him into my pants, so I expected him to let me into his life. I know nothing about the guy except for the fact he is dangerous and probably currently wanted by the police. “Shit!” I hit my hand against the steering wheel. “That was stupid.” I continue to talk to myself.


    What did he do to me? I wonder as I drive down the highway.


    What didn’t he do to me? I ask myself stupidly.


    I close my eyes for a quick second as I remember the way his hands felt wrapped around my wrists, holding them down. My body shudders at that memory. And my pussy clenches as I feel that warming in my stomach start again.


    Oh no, this can’t happen. You can’t allow him to do this again. You’re a big girl. You had one crazy night with your boss, who just happens to be a drug dealer. Now, let’s be an adult about it. Who am I kidding? He will probably fire my ass later tonight for how stupid I was this morning.


    I can just imagine Savannah jumping up and down saying I told you so. And Blane …


    “Shit!” I hiss out loud again. Blane is gonna kill me. I just slept with his friend. His friend who sells drugs for a living. I slap my hand over my head. “What have I done?” I berate myself out loud.


    I pull up to our house and very quietly walk through the front door and pass the living room. I come face to face with Savannah as she leaps from the couch. “Oh, my God, where have you been?” she demands but keeps her voice down.


    I open my mouth to speak, but she pushes me toward my room. “Never mind. Go put on some pajamas and come back out yawning.” She shoves me forward, and my sore legs have me stumbling from how tired they are.


    I do as she says as I remove my work clothes that smell like the club and now sex. Finding a pair of pajama pants and an overly large t-shirt, I walk out of the bedroom and back into the kitchen. I need some coffee. Case took every bit of energy from me, and I need to replenish.


    “When did you get home?” my brother demands as he now stands in the kitchen with Savannah. She looks me up and down and then turns to face him. “She got in late last night.” She waves a hand in the air as if no big deal. “They had to work late. You know how things can get crazy there. The busier they get, the more they have to clean up.”


    He stands there looking at me up and down and frowns. I allow my hair to fall over my right cheek, so he can’t see the scratch on my face from the fight last night. “I was in your room twenty minutes ago wanting to talk to you, but you weren’t in there.”


    “Uh …” I stumble trying to figure out what to say to that. My mind is still as sluggish as my body feels.


    “She had forgot her phone in her car and went out to get it,” Savannah says simply, and I mentally thank her.


    “Well,” he pauses for a second, “I need to go meet up with Case. I’ll be back in about two hours,” he says as he leans down and kisses Savannah. I would totally be creeped out about their exchange, but the fact that he said he is going to see Case repeats in my mind. Will Case tell him? Is he the type of guy to brag about who he sleeps with? Lord, I hope not.


    “Why are you going to see Case?” I ask in a high pitch. I clear my throat as he pulls away from her to look at me strangely. I put a big smile on my face to try to throw him off.


    “He called me around seven this morning and told me he had to speak with me.” I feel sick. That was right in the middle of our sex-a-thon. Speak to him about what? Me?


    “And no, I’m still not on drugs or high,” he adds with a growl. “I can see your face is full of judgment.”


    My face falls. Have I been so worked up with Case and the club that I forgot how Blane knows him in the first place? Seems so. “I wasn’t …”


    “Save it,” he growls, and I shut my mouth. I’m not in the mood to argue with him right now. I just want to go to sleep. He gives me one last long look and then tells us bye with another kiss to Savannah before he walks out the door.


    She spins around and gives me a big smile. “Spill the beans,” she says excitedly as she pushes her coffee across the table to me.


    I sigh as my shoulders slump. “Oh, Savannah, I have fucked up. Majorly.”


    “What happened?” she asks as the smile drops off her face.


    I sit down on the tall barstool and drop my head in my hands. “I slept with Case.” I look up at her. “Three times,” I confess in a whisper.


    The smile returns to her face, and she claps her hands. “I knew it.” She actually jumps up and down once and then pulls out the barstool across from me. “When I woke up this morning and you were gone, I just knew you were with him. It’s not like you not to come home. But three times?” She lets out a low whistle. “He must be better than I imagined.”


    “That makes two of us,” I mumble. Sighing, I add, “But it won’t happen again.”


    “Why not?”


    “Because he’s my boss, Savvy. I can’t sleep with my boss. And even if he wasn’t, he is friends with Blane.” This time I bang my head on the kitchen table. “Stupid,” I mumble to myself as I bang it again. “Then I said some things this morning. I pissed him off …”


    “Don’t be so hard on yourself. You can sleep with whomever you want. Don’t let Blane dictate your life.”


    I might have let Case fuck me last night, but I have officially fucked myself.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “She passed,” I say as I hang up the phone on my desk and look up at Brecken.


    He’s silent for a few seconds. “Do you believe it?” he finally asks me.


    I sigh as I lean back in my chair. “I can’t say yes or no. The results are back. And they prove Rachel is telling the truth.”


    He starts to pace as he lets out a snort. “I know what I saw.”


    “She did admit that they were there. She just said they belonged to a friend.”


    He pauses long enough to throw me a hard look. “What do you expect me to do?” I ask when he goes back to pacing.


    He runs a hand through his dark hair. “I don’t know,” he growls. “I just have a bad feeling about this. A very bad feeling.” I watch him pace a few more times and then he looks back at me. “What about Taylor’s drug test? Did it come in yet?”


    “I didn’t have her tested.”


    He stops pacing, and his dark eyes widen as they look at me. “You what?” he asks with a growl. “Why didn’t you have her tested?” he demands.


    I sigh heavily. “Because she has never been a part of this world. She doesn’t do drugs. It was pointless to test her.”


    “What the fuck, dude?” he barks, and I don’t say anything. “I saw her car in the parking lot when I left last night.” I grind my jaw. “And I know for a fact the club was closed. No one else was in the building.” He pauses, and I want to look away from him, but I don’t. “Unless she was up in your apartment.” He lifts a dark brow in question.


    I sigh. Well, fuck, he knows something happened. I can’t lie to Brecken. “She slept over last night.”


    Nothing about his features change, but I know his mind is screaming at me. “Fuck, Case.” He finally speaks. “Do you understand what you have done …?”


    I hold up my hand to stop him. “I know exactly what I did. And I do not intend to stop.” I thought about it after she left this morning. I can’t stop. No matter how many questions she asks, no matter how many answers I gotta make up, I can’t stop. The need for her is just too big. Too much to handle.


    “Shit,” he hisses running a hand through his dark hair. “You have got to be kidding me,” he yells. “Where is she right now?” he demands leaning over my desk. “She needs to be fired. I’ll do it …”


    “No!” I shout standing from behind my desk. “You will not.”


    He stares at me with narrowed eyes and then pushes off my desk as he spins around giving me his back. “You fucking her will only fuck us in the end,” he mutters.


    “I know,” I say truthfully.


    He turns to face me once again. “You can use any other woman. Hell, you can have your pick any night downstairs. This girl is bad news in more ways than one.”


    I fall down into my seat and let out a long breath. He’s telling me the truth, but I need to keep her close. I need to make sure she doesn’t get hurt. I can live with myself if I’m the one to hurt her with my lies and betrayal, but I can’t imagine allowing her to get hurt physically ‘cause I cared more about the lines than her safety.


    “I’ve made up my mind,” I say with finality as I stand from my chair once again. “And I expect you to keep your mouth shut about the matter.”


    He goes to speak, but the door to my office opens, cutting him off, and Taylor enters. “Oh. I’m sorry,” she says looking at Brecken and then me. “I can come back.” She turns to walk back out the door, but Brecken stops her.


    “No, go ahead. I was just leaving.” And with that, he throws me one last look letting me know that this conversation isn’t over and then walks out.


    I feel the mood shift as soon as he closes the door behind him. It changes from hot and stuffy to cool and refreshing. I don’t know what it is about Taylor, but she makes me forget the bad in life. She makes me forget that my life is a lie. She makes me think there is another world where darkness and headache doesn’t exist. She makes me think maybe the sun could shine every day. And I’m becoming addicted to it. I’m becoming addicted to this ride she has me on.


    I look at her body differently now. Even when I saw her naked in the hallway of her house, when I wanted her so fucking badly, I knew she had the power to make me weak in the knees. Now that I’ve had her, I see her even clearer. And I know for a fact I would beg for her as I crawled on hands and knees.


    “I wanted to talk to you before my shift,” she says uncomfortably as she shifts from foot to foot.


    “What is it?” I ask hoping everything is okay with her. She won’t even look at me. And I know it has to do with the fact I pretty much kicked her out of my place this morning.


    “I want talk about last night … This morning.” She bites her bottom lip nervously.


    My chest tightens. Please don’t ask me any more questions about my life. “What about it?”


    She takes a deep breath. “I just wanted to let you know that I am an adult. And that I can be an adult about what happened.” I stand as she continues. “I didn’t expect that to happen,” she rambles. “You’re not only my boss, but you’re also Blane’s friend. And I’m sorry about afterward. I understand that it was a one-time thing, and I don’t want you to think I need to know everything about you. I can still work here and still be professional.” She sucks in a deep breath. “When I got home this morning, Blane said he had a meeting with you. I hope that you didn’t tell him anything about what we did.” She speaks the last part softly.


    Of course, I didn’t. Contrary to popular belief, I do not like to create bad situations for myself. And informing Blane that I spent all morning fucking his sister would cause some big fucking problems. “Are you done?” I walk around my desk, and she takes a step back.


    She nods. “I think so,” she answers softly.


    I reach out and push a few brown and blue strands behind her ear. “I’m sorry about this morning and the way I reacted to your questions.”


    She shakes her head quickly causing her hair to fall back in her face. “I shouldn’t have asked. It’s none of my business.”


    “It’s not,” I say truthfully. “But I understand why you asked.” I would like to know more about her, but I already know enough. Blane has filled me in on their mother’s death and the fact their father is in prison. And of course, I know more than she even knows. I didn’t become who I am without contacts. And those contacts gave me every bit of information I needed.


    I take a step closer to her. She goes to step back, but I reach out and grab her hand, pulling her to me. Her hands come up, and she places them on my chest. “Case, I understand what last night was. You don’t have to do this.”


    “Do what?” I ask tilting my head to the side.


    She lets out a shaky breath. “This.” She pats my chest. “Where you pretend you want me again. Where you act like it meant something. I’m not the girl who needs a man to act like he cares.”


    “You’re right,” I say, and my cock swells at her words. “It didn’t mean anything. But that didn’t mean it didn’t feel good.” I grab her hands and place them around my neck. “You’re also right about not being a girl, but I do want it again.”


    My hands find her ass, and I, for one, hate how short the shorts are that the waitresses have to wear. I pull her to me. Her lips part when she feels my already hard cock pressed up against her stomach. “Don’t do this to me,” she whispers.


    I lower my face to her neck. “Do what?” I ask as my lips touch her skin. “Do this?” My lips brush her skin, and I feel her body break out in goosebumps. “Or this?” I whisper as I kiss up her neck and to her ear. I pull her earlobe gently into my mouth and bite down on it. She shivers.


    I kiss my way around her jaw and then find her lips. Her arms tighten around my neck as she kisses me. If I could, I would smile in satisfaction. Instead, I pull away as she pants.


    I reach up and run the pad of my thumb over her wet lips. “I wanna fuck your mouth, Taylor.” I’ve thought about it since she left my place this morning. It was the one thing we didn’t do last night. After how quickly we fucked in my office last night, I was all about her in my bed. Now … now, I want it to be about me; I want her to want to please me. Even though her pussy did please me, I need more. I always need more.


    “Whatever you want, Case.” She speaks softly on my lips.


    God, that makes my knees weak. I pull away from her and pull her over behind my desk. I undo my pants and push them down my legs. I step out of them and then step out of my boxers.


    I fall down into the chair and look up at her as she stares down at me. I take my hard dick in my hand and slowly stroke it as I imagine what she’s about to do to me with her mouth.


    She very slowly falls down to her knees. She looks up at me through long dark lashes. I let go of my cock and lean forward. I slide my right hand into her hair, and she closes her eyes for a second as she takes in a shaky breath. “Don’t be nervous,” I say softly.


    She licks her lips and then gives me a soft smile. “I’m not nervous.” She lies, but I allow it.


    “Good.”


    I start to pull her head forward, and she opens her mouth. She lifts her right hand and grabs the base of my cock. I hiss in a breath at the feel of her soft hand grabbing a hold of me. She licks her lips and then parts them. Her tongue comes out, and she licks the tip of my cock. My balls tighten when I see my pre-come on the tip of it before she closes her mouth around me and moans. She opens her mouth again, and this time, after she licks up my long shaft, she wraps her lips around the tip of it.


    My hand fists in her hair, but I don’t push her. I don’t force her. I want her to go at her own pace. For the moment, at least. I close my eyes when she pulls me to the back of her throat. Letting out a sigh, I thrust my hips, going a little deeper. She gags and pulls away.


    I open my eyes and look down at her. She pants as she looks up at me shyly. She’s embarrassed. “There’s no reason to be embarrassed,” I tell her. There is nothing that she could do that I haven’t experienced before. Nothing! When it comes to sex, it’s dirty. That is the best kind anyway.


    “I …”


    I lean down and smash my lips to hers. I reach up and grip her hair with my free hand too. Both of them squeeze and she gasps into my mouth, but I feel her body relax under the pressure. I kiss her hard and fast. When I pull away, I don’t give her another chance to say anything, I pull her head down, and this time, when she opens and wraps her lips around my cock, I don’t let her go at her pace. I take control. I make her give it to me how I want it. And she doesn’t get to pull away when she gags.


    I throw my head back when I hit the back of her throat. And I let out a hiss when her teeth graze the bottom of my shaft. “Fuck, baby,” I grind out. “That’s how I want it,” I say breathlessly.


    She moans, and I look down to watch as I fuck her mouth. I’m not going nearly as hard as I could. But shit, it’s hard to hold back. It’s hard not to just fucking take it as I did her pussy.


    “I need more,” I say letting her know what she’s giving isn’t enough.


    Her shoulders jerk, and her fingers dig into my thighs. I pick up my pace and her whimpers grow louder. Her moans grow deeper. It has my balls tightening and my abs flexing. “I’m coming …” I call out through gritted teeth giving her very short notice.


    She tries to pull away, but I hold on to her. I don’t want to come anywhere but in that perfect fucking mouth of hers. Her lips tighten around me, and I come with a moan on my lips. She swallows like the good little girl I wanted her to be.


    When I’m done, I pull out but don’t let go of her hair. I lean over and kiss her deeply. Letting go of her hair, I stand and look at my desk, papers scattered over it. I take my hand and shove it all to the floor. I turn back to face her and bend down to pick her up. I place her on my desk and push her down onto her back. Before she can protest, I yank her shorts down her legs along with a lace nude colored thong. Then, without notice, I fall to my knees; I throw her legs over my shoulders and bury my face in her soaked pussy to return the favor.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    The night has been exhausting. The pounding of the music seemed to be louder than ever before. The tray seemed to be heavier than usual. And the people seemed to be thirstier and bitchier. So as soon I got home, I walked into my room, shut my door, and fell onto my bed.


    My entire body hurts. And I know it’s not because of work. It’s because of what Case did to me last night and then again this evening before my shift. The man is like a fucking machine. And I am not, obviously.


    I reach up and rub my jaw. It still hurts after the way he fucked my mouth, and I swear my legs are still shaking from the orgasms. I hate to say it, but maybe I should have worked my way up to sex with him. Six months with no sex and then having this much sex in a matter of twenty-four hours is torture in the best way.


    “Hey, girl,” Savannah says as she peeks into my room.


    “Hey,” I say with a yawn. “What are you doing awake?” I ask knowing it’s past three in the morning.


    “I heard you come in,” she says entering my room and sitting on my bed. “I didn’t think you would come home tonight.” She winks at me,


    “I’m not going to stay at his place every night. It was just a one-time thing.”


    “Uh-huh,” she mumbles.


    The truth is that I didn’t get to talk to him tonight after I left his office. I was running around like crazy. I did hear a fight broke out in the parking lot while Rachel and I were cleaning up after closing time, and I saw him running down the stairs and out the front door to help break it up, but I never saw him return. And as soon as we finished cleaning, I got the hell out of there to get home and get some rest.


    “Well, I also wanted to tell you that you will have the house to yourself for the next four days.”


    My eyes widen. “Why?


    “We are going to my parents’ to spend some time with them.”


    Oh, now I remember. They have had this vacation planned for a couple of months now. “Okay. You guys have fun and be safe.” I sit up and hug her. “Tell Blane I love him but not to wake me before you guys leave in the morning. I need my sleep,” I say with a laugh.


    She chuckles. “Absolutely.”


    


    ***


    


    I open my eyes to the sunlight, and I throw the covers up and over my head to make it darker. I need to paint my walls black and buy black curtains now that I’m working nights.


    I let out a sigh as I stretch. My muscles are tight and my pussy still hurts, but I smile. I almost forgot what it felt like to have good sex. Although I have to admit, I’ve never slept with a man as good as Case.


    I get up out of bed and sway on my feet as I make my way across the hall to take a hot shower. I pause for a second as I look at myself in the mirror. It still shocks me every time I see the blue in my hair. But I like it.


    As I turn the shower off, I hear my cell ringing in my bedroom. I run into my bedroom, dripping wet, and answer it. I place it on speakerphone so I don’t get it wet.


    “Hello?”


    “Taylor.”


    I smile when I hear Case on the other end. “Yes. What’s up, Case?” Then the smile drops off my face. “How did you get this number?” I had called him #67, and we haven’t had the time to exchange numbers in the last couple of days.


    He chuckles. “I’ve had it the entire time, Taylor.”


    I huff. “You what? How did you get it?” I try to act offended, but I don’t really care that he had it.


    “I have my ways,” is all he says, and I just know that his way is my brother.


    “Obviously.” I roll my eyes but smile. “What do you want?” I’m off tonight.


    He clears his throat. “Brecken and I are going out tonight. I thought I would see if you wanna come out with us.”


    My mouth forms an O but nothing comes out. He wants me to come out with him and Brecken? In public? Just the three of us? I’m not even sure that Brecken likes me.


    “Taylor?”


    I snap out of my thoughts and speak before I can even think about it. “I would love to.” I slap my hand over my mouth. You could have said that sounds fun or sure. Not I’d love to. I roll my eyes at myself.


    “Okay. I’ll be there to pick you up around seven.”


    “Seven?” I ask confused. “Why are we going that early?” I ask remembering what Savannah had said about showing up just a few hours before closing time.


    “Well, I figured we could have dinner before.”


    “Like a date?” I ask stupidly. Geez, just hang up now and save your dignity, Taylor.


    He just chuckles. “Yes, a date. Unless that makes you change your mind about going?” He sounds disappointed at that thought.


    “No,” I say quickly. “Not at all.” Shit, I’m so stupid. “I’ll be ready to go by seven.” And then I hang up without waiting to hear if he has anything else to say. I’ve already embarrassed myself enough.


    I’ve just finished putting on my lipstick for the evening when I hear the doorbell ring. “Coming,” I say loudly as I look at myself one more time in my floor-length mirror. I hate that Savannah isn’t here to do my hair and makeup, but I have to say it doesn’t look that bad. Although I did redo both of them twice.


    I also raided Savannah’s closet for something to wear. I picked out a simple black dress that comes up to my neck in the front and has a low dip in the back. I tried on every bra I had and ended up having to pass because it comes too far down in the back and the straps showed.


    I smooth my hands down it thinking it would be the perfect size if it was just two inches longer. But it was too pretty to pass up so no bending over for me tonight. I sit down on the end of my bed and slide on the dark blue high heels Savannah had in her closet as well. I tried on a red pair, but it clashed with my hair. Who knew that could be an issue? So thankfully, she had a pretty blue pair.


    What was I gonna do? I wonder as I look around my room.


    The doorbell rings again, and I jump up. Answer the door. That was it.


    I almost bust my ass as I make my way to the door, so I stop and take a calming breath. Why are you so nervous? He’s seen you naked. We’ve had sex, for Christ’s sake. Why is a date so nerve wracking? Is it because it’s more formal? ‘Cause other women will see me out in public with him?


    I quit rattling off in my brain, take a deep breath, and open the door. Two hands land on my hips and I’m pushed back against the wall. Familiar lips land on mine, and I close my eyes as I gasp in surprise.


    The scent, the one that still warns me of danger, fills my nose, and I welcome it. I push up against him as he pushes me into the wall and deepens the kiss. I open my mouth for him a little more as I yank him to me.


    He pulls away too soon, and I open my eyes to look up at his dark blue eyes as I breathe heavily.


    “Hello, beautiful,” he whispers. He places a hand on my face, and I lean into it.


    “Hello, handsome,” I reply softly.


    His eyes look down my dress, and my body heats up. The memory of how sore I am is no longer a problem.


    His free hand runs up my thigh to my hip. “You look gorgeous tonight.”


    “Thank you.” I lick my lips, still tasting his lips on mine. “You look pretty nice yourself,” I say finally noticing his black button-down shirt and dark blue jeans. His dark hair is spiked with gel. I reach up and run the palm of my hand against his unshaven face, and I love how it tickles my hand.


    A smirk plays on his lips, and I have the urge to pull him to my bedroom. I’d love to repeat what we did yesterday before my shift in his office. I want that scruff on his face up against my thighs. My pussy. My legs get weak, and my pussy tightens at that memory.


    I remove my hand from his face and grab his hand. I pull it away from my face and push off the wall ready to drag him to my bedroom when he pulls me in the opposite direction. “Come on. Let’s get out of here before we spend all night here,” he says as if that would be the worst idea ever.


    “I don’t mind,” I say truthfully.


    He laughs at that and pulls me to him. His dark blue eyes look down at me with heat in them. “You look too beautiful not to show off tonight.” Then he lowers his lips to where they are touching mine. “But don’t think that means I won’t rip this dress off you later, bend you over your bed, and fuck you roughly.”


    I inhale sharply as I feel my pussy get wet. Thank God, I wore panties.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


    


    CASE


    


    One would say to bring Taylor out with me for the night is a mistake. Brecken and I argued in my office last night again over me sleeping with her while she was working. He feels it’s a mistake, and although I agree with him, I still refuse to stop. He said I was doing it for the wrong reasons. Am I? Yes, I’ve been doing everything for the wrong reasons when it comes to her. But it’s working. For now.


    When I suggested we go out tonight and we take her with us, he looked at me as if I had lost my mind. He actually asked me if I’d lost my mind. I simply replied no, but the thought had crossed my mind. But this was the next step for her and me to do. I wanna keep her safe, right? This will be a sure way to keep her safe. Where we are going to tonight isn’t the best place. There will be trouble there although I don’t plan to get into any trouble tonight. But that’s why my plan will work; everyone there will see her with me. They will know that she is with me and that if anyone fucks with her, they will have to deal with me. It’s fucking perfect! No one has to know her name. And they’ve already met Blane. I took him there the other night, but no one will know that she and he are related. Tonight, it’ll just be Taylor with Brecken and myself. And no one has the balls to fuck with us.


    “I hope you like Mexican food,” I say not taking my eyes off the road.


    “I love it,” she responds.


    I take a quick look over at her as she sits in the passenger seat. I have an urge to pull this car over and push that dress up to bury my cock in that pussy. I might have looked a little too desperate when she answered the door, but I couldn’t help it. If you’ve ever had a taste of something you knew was forbidden, that you knew could potentially ruin you … then you will understand the urgency I had for her. She’s beautiful, but I think the fact she was supposed to be off-limits is what drew me to her in the first place.


    I shift my eyes back on the road and tighten my hand on the steering wheel trying to clear my mind. Even though we’re not at the club working tonight, this is still a job. We’re still going out for a reason; she just doesn’t know that. Fuck, I’m gonna go to hell. I almost laugh at that thought. Of course, you are, but not because of this. In God’s eyes, there is no sin greater than the other. And believe me, I’ve done too many to ask for forgiveness and nor do I want to. There’s a reason why Brecken and I named the club Seven Deadly Sins. Our world is full of sin. Brecken and I just don’t really give a shit, I guess. And the people who we work with don’t either.


    “Are we leaving the city?” she asks getting my attention as she turns in her seat to look out the back glass.


    “Yes,” I say looking in the rearview mirror as well. The lights from the city of Chicago are in the distance behind us. “It’s about thirty minutes outside of the city.”


    Where we’re going is a place I know for a fact she has never ventured to before. If she had, she probably wouldn’t have survived. Not unless she went with a man like me. A man willing to kill for what is his. And tonight, to the world, she is mine.


    


    ***


    


    “Thank you,” Taylor says softly as she sits down in the seat the male hostess had pulled out for her.


    I thank him as well when he hands us our menus. “This place is beautiful,” she says looking around the Mexican joint. It’s not your typical Mexican restaurant. They keep it dark and a mariachi band sitting at the back of the room on a stage plays the only music. In front of the stage sits a little dance floor. And a man walks around selling single red roses out of a wicker basket.


    “So Taylor,” I say and she looks up at me from her menu. I wanna get to know her better, even though I know it’s not fair because I won’t tell her anything about myself. “Your brother tells me you’re going to the University of Illinois.”


    She nods once. “Yes, I’m three years in.”


    “What are you studying?” I ask, lifting my water glass to my lips.


    “Psychology,” she whispers, and my glass pauses halfway to my lips.


    Interesting. “Why psychology?”


    She swallows nervously, and I wonder why she would feel uncomfortable about that. “My father,” she responds softly. “He, uh, took my mother’s death hard. And kind of went off the deep end.” Her gaze falls to the table and then back up at me. “I want to be a guardian ad litem. I wanna help the children who have been in the same situation that I have been in.” Her eyes drop to the table again and she pauses. “It rips so many families apart. I want to help prevent that.”


    I lean back in my chair, and a smile tugs at my lips. This woman is even better than I could have imagined. I knew she would have a big heart, but I never knew how big. It almost makes me feel sorry for how I’ve involved her.


    “I’m sorry about your mother.”


    She looks up at me. “Thank you but it was a long time ago.” I’m about to change the subject, but she speaks. “I can still remember the last time I saw her.” She smiles gently. “She kissed me good-bye when she dropped me off at school.”


    “That was the last time you saw her?” I ask. “That must be hard.” I know from experience that it doesn’t matter how long it’s been; it doesn’t make the memories go away. No matter how much you wish they would, they are as plain as day.


    She nods. “It was only a few hours later that Blane walked into my classroom and pulled me out of class. I remember the tears running down his face and the way he kneeled down in front of me and told me there had been an accident.” Accident? That’s not what I remember reading, but I don’t question her on it. Her eyes start to glaze over. “I remember him walking us to the principal’s office and the principal ended up taking us to the hospital because they couldn’t get a hold of our dad.”


    I frown, but she continues. “He never was the same after that.” She shakes her head. She looks up at me and gives me a genuine smile. “Blane pretty much raised me.” I raise my eyebrows, surprised by that. “And we were from a small town in Indiana, so people talked about us all the time. I had known before I was even a freshman in high school I wanted to move away. A fresh start. I’m grateful that Blane wanted to go with me.”


    “So he up and moved for you?” I thought that they were from Chicago for some reason.


    She nods. “He worked two jobs and went to junior college in our hometown while I finished high school. Then when I was done, we hit the road.”


    “Where does Savannah play into all of this? Did you guys meet her once you moved here?”


    She shakes her head. “No. She has been my best friend for as long as I can remember. She wanted to get away as badly as I did. So she moved here with us and went to cosmetology school once we moved here to Chicago. About six months ago, she and Blane finally got their act together and became a couple.”


    I smile. But it drops off my face when she looks back down at her menu. Now, I hate what I’m doing to Blane even more. He is all she has. Well, besides Savannah. But he is the only real man in her life. Even more real than I am. Fuck, this is gonna become more complicated than I wanted it to be.


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    Case opens the passenger door to his Corvette and reaches in to help me out of the car. “Thank you.” All of my nervousness is gone. Dinner went well, even though we only talked about me. I didn’t mind it, but I do understand it. He doesn’t want me to know about his past, or know about why he does what he does now. And I’m fine with that. I’m better off not knowing anyway. It’ll just make things easier when I quit the club and we go our separate ways. Unlike Case, I don’t want this to be my life.


    He closes the door and tightens his hand in mine. “Brecken,” he calls out as he raises his hand. I look across the parking lot and see Brecken close the door to a black Range Rover before he starts to walk toward us.


    As he approaches us, Case leans down and whispers in my ear. “Do not leave my side. Do you understand?”


    I look up at him in surprise to see if he’s joking, but his straight face proves he isn’t. “Okay,” I say with a nod. “I won’t.”


    “You guys ready?”


    We both look up to see Brecken standing in front of us, eyeing us skeptically. “Yeah. Let’s go,” Case answers, and I can’t help but notice the change in his voice. How deep and firm it was. It sounded like that when I first met him, when I caught my brother selling him drugs. All business-like.


    He tightens his hold on my hand, and we start to walk off to the back of the parking lot. “Is the entrance in the back?” I ask curiously.


    “We don’t go through the entrance,” Brecken answers flatly.


    I swallow, the nervous feeling returning to my stomach. What have I gotten myself into? Where has he brought us? I should have asked those important questions before I said yes to this night. But all I could think about was spending time with him in public. I didn’t think it would be dangerous.


    We come up to a back door. A sign that says not an entrance is stamped in the middle of the redwood. Brecken lifts his right hand and knocks loudly three times.


    I shuffle from foot to foot as I bite the inside of my cheek. I’m so nervous I’m starting to sweat between my boobs.


    I try to take a step as the door swings open, but Case’s hand holding onto mine keeps me from doing just that. My eyes widen, and I take a step to the side instead, pushing my body to his side as the man eyes me up and down. If the country guy who pulled over to help me gave me the creeps, this man makes my skin crawl.


    “Hello, Roe,” Brecken says with a cheerful smile.


    The guy, Roe, nods his head in greeting and then looks at me. I hold my breath. Case wouldn’t let anything happen to me, would he? “Who’s this?” he demands staring at me.


    “I’m …”


    Case squeezes my hand tightly, and I hide a cry of pain by biting my tongue. “She’s with me,” Case answers for me.


    Roe looks back and forth between the guys for a few seconds. He shoves the door all the way open and jerks his head into the club, signaling them to enter.


    Brecken moves first and I go to take a step, but Case turns and stands in front of me, blocking me from entering. He looks down at me and speaks. “You do not tell anyone your name. Do you understand?” I nod, my terror rising. “If anyone asks you a question, all you respond with is ‘I’m with Case.’ Understand?” I nod again.


    He seems happy with my answer; he spins around and starts to pull me through the back door of the club. I reach my right arm across my body and grab a hold of his arm that hangs onto my left hand. Without looking over at me, he pulls his arm free and just drapes it over my shoulder, pulling me in closer to him. I let out a shaky breath as I feel my body sink more into his side. It’s crazy how little I know about Case, but I trust him not to hurt me. After what happened at Seven Deadly Sins the other night, I also know he will beat the ass of anyone who does try to hurt me.


    “Hey, Case,” a man with a bright blue Mohawk says excitedly as we pass him in the dark lit hallway. He reaches up and grabs the cigarette he has sitting above his right ear.


    “Kyle. How are things?” Case asks with a smile of his own. I feel my body relax a little more. Case is obviously under no threat, and it helps to ease my mind.


    “Pretty good,” he calls over his shoulder as he walks past us. “But you obviously know how that goes.” The guy looks me up and down and throws me a wink before placing the unlit cigarette in his mouth.


    I give him a smile, but it’s timid.


    “Brecken,” another man says happily as he approaches us. He reaches out his right hand as he comes up to him and the two guys exchange a manly one-arm hug and a handshake.


    “Case,” he calls out after he finishes hugging Brecken. Case releases me for a brief second, and my body feels cold from the loss.


    “What’s been going on, man?” Case asks as he pulls back and wraps his arm back around my shoulders, pulling me to his side once again.


    “Not much. Just staying out of trouble. You?” His eyes land on me, and I try not to show the surprise on my face. His eyes are yellow. Bright fucking yellow. It only takes me a second to realize he’s wearing those funky-ass contacts, but they still caught me off guard. He smirks, seeing my reaction, and then looks back over at Case.


    “Same,” he says simply. “Is Rox here tonight?”


    He smiles brightly. “Yes, he is.” He looks up and down the hall behind us as if he’s looking for someone. “Follow me.” He jerks his head behind him, further down the hallway, and then turns around to head in that direction.


    We are about halfway down the dark hall when we come to a woman. She stands in the middle of the hall facing another man. She has a hand on his shoulder as she leans in and speaks into his ear. I watch as Brecken looks over his shoulder at Case, and Case gives him a small nod. What was that about?


    “Tonya,” Brecken calls out.


    She lets go of the man, takes a step back, and turns to face us. Her mouth drops open, and she sucks in a deep breath as she looks at Brecken in shock. “Oh, my God,” she screeches before she takes off in a mad dash toward him. She jumps into his arms, and he catches her as it pushes him a few steps backward. She wraps her legs around his waist and kisses him. And I mean kisses him. Like the kind of kiss Case gave me when he showed up at my house. She tightens her legs around him and the motion makes her already short skirt ride up showing off her ass. “Where have you been?” She sighs when she pulls away, breathing heavy.


    Brecken slowly lowers her to her feet but keeps her close to him. “Doesn’t matter. I’m here now,” he responds with a smile. And it reminds me of the first smile he ever gave me outside of Seven Deadly Sins. The one that makes him look charming and seductive at the same time.


    I can physically see her body melt into his arms. “Are you here to have some fun?” she asks batting her dark fake eyelashes.


    “Depends. What do you have?” Brecken says running one hand down the side of her face. The other runs up the back of her thigh and grips the lower part of her bare ass cheek that still hangs out.


    I instantly feel uncomfortable. Are they talking about drugs? Or what she wants him to do to her? I’m hoping whichever they decide they at least go and find a room. I already have to see her ass; I don’t wanna see Brecken’s.


    She smiles up at him, giving him a look that promises she is going to rock his world tonight, but I’m pretty sure she’s done it before. Her fake eyelashes fan her cheeks as she looks down to where his crotch presses into her stomach. “Anything you want,” she purrs as her eyes run back up the length of his body before she looks him in the eye.


    He looks her up and down in return; taking in her short black leather miniskirt she has to know isn’t covering her ass anymore and see-through white shirt with the bright red bra underneath. I hate to admit it, but she has an amazing body. Massive tits held up by her bra. They look like two perfect balloons. Her see-through white shirt accentuates her tan and her defined stomach. She has a bright red belly ring that dangles. When his eyes meet hers once again, he grabs her hand and speaks. “Show me.”


    We don’t wait for them to take off before we continue to walk past them, following the man who is taking us to see Rox. I let out a long breath and physically shake my head trying to get the image of the two of them having sex out of my mind. We stop at a door and the man gestures for us to enter. “I’ll let Rox know you are here.” He then closes the door behind us.


    Case releases me and spins me around to face him. “Remember, you are with me.” His word is final, and I nod my head in understanding. I take a quick look around and the first thing I notice is how dark it is in here. Just as dark as the hall was. I also notice the silence. I thought Case said this was a club? I don’t hear music of any kind.


    The door swings open and my first thought is this Rox guy is in the mafia. His jet-black hair is slicked back. His three-piece suit is impeccable. Not a single wrinkle anywhere. Does he not sit down? It’s all black except for the white silk tie. “Case.” Even his accent sounds expensive. Richly thick.


    “Rox.” Case reaches out his hand and shakes it firmly.


    “This is your second visit in a week. I assume this time you are here for the usual.” Second time this week? He steps to the side and a woman walks in. She is dressed in a black evening gown. It’s tight around her chest, showing off her massive breasts. They’re bigger than the girl I’m sure Brecken is screwing right now, and I can’t help but stare at them. I didn't know you could get boobs that big. Her dress then flares out at her knees in a mermaid style. She is carrying a silver platter in her hands as she enters the room. She passes us and goes over to a tall round table in the corner. Case squeezes my hand, and I turn to look at him wondering if he meant to do that on purpose, but he doesn’t give me the slightest glance. I turn my attention back to the woman. She removes the lid, and my eyes widen as my heart start to beat hard in my chest. Drugs cover the silver plate. I have never done drugs a day in my life, but that doesn’t mean that I haven’t been around them. My father is a druggie after all.


    


    I yawn as I walk out of my bedroom and down the short hallway to the kitchen. I stop when I see my dad lying face down on our kitchen floor. “Daddy?” I fall down beside him and shake his shoulders. He doesn’t move. “Daddy?” I cry out frantically. Still nothing. “Daddy. Please. Wake up,” I cry as tears sting my eyes before they run down my cheeks.


    I turn to look over my shoulder at the entrance to the kitchen. “Blane!” I yell out. My voice cracks and I give myself a second and swallow before taking a deep breath. “Blane!” I yell so loud my entire body strains and my throat burns.


    Seconds later, Blane comes running into the kitchen, his socks sliding on the tile. “He won’t wake up,” I say as I reach up and wipe the tears from my eyes.


    “Go to you room!” he orders as he falls down beside me.


    “But …”


    “Go to your room!” he yells in my face.


    I stand up on shaky legs and take a step back from them. Blane places his hands on him and shakes him rougher than I did.


    I look up at the kitchen table and see lines of what looks like white powder covering it.


    “Dad!” Blane demands. “Dad!” He shouts so loud I place my hands over my ears as I sob. When he doesn’t respond, Blane slaps him across the face. I gasp, but my father moves slightly as he lets out a muffled moan.


    “Daddy?” I cry happily. “What’s wrong with him?”


    Blane turns to look up at me, and his blue eyes narrow. “I said go to your room, Taylor. Now!”


    I slowly start to back out of the kitchen, and once I’m out, I peek my head around the corner to see what they’re going to do. Blane talks to him and my father lifts his right hand then Blane helps him to sit up. With a tear-streaked face, I turn around and do what Blane told me to do.


    


    That is the first memory I have of ever seeing my father on drugs. I was twelve, and Blane was sixteen. We had just buried my mother a week before that. And it only took me another week to find out the white powder stuff on our kitchen table was cocaine.


    “Go ahead,” the Rox guy urges with a smile. “Have whatever you want.”


    I turn my wide eyes over at Case, and I breathe heavily. Now, I realize why he squeezed my hand. Don’t make a scene, Taylor. Keep your mouth shut. But what am I gonna do? I refuse to do any drugs. What will happen if Case does them? Will he want me to do them as well? Is that why he told me not to say anything? He doesn’t want me to argue when I’m offered? My chest tightens and my stomach drops.


    “Not tonight,” Case says and I close my eyes for a brief second as I take in a shaky breath. I wanna cry I’m so nervous right now. What next?


    Rox frowns but then shrugs. “As you wish.” Then he looks at the woman who brought in the tray. “Why don’t you get this lovely lady a drink?” He gestures to me.


    I don’t normally drink. I’ve just never been a drinker, but I am gonna take this opportunity and drink up. My nerves sure could use a little numbing, and alcohol is the only thing I am willing to put in this body to accomplish that.


    “What would you like, miss?” she asks as she places her hands in front of her with a nod of her head. Her accent is just as rich. And even though she is already sexy, with her jet-black hair that lies on her back and her big brown eyes, her accent makes her seem exotic. Almost as if she’s his treasure.


    “Vodka,” I say without thought. She nods her head once again and then disappears out into the hall. Vodka? Why did I just order that? I hate vodka. Well, technically, I hate almost anything alcohol.


    “Please have a seat.” He gestures to a couch that sits back against the far wall.


    Case leads me over there with his hand on the small of my back, and I take the second to wipe my sweaty hands on my dress and take a deep breath. Stay calm and keep your mouth shut. “What can I do for you, Case?” The guy, Rox, asks cutting straight to the point.


    Case sits down beside me and places his hand on my left thigh. I know he can feel my nervousness. Hell, I’m fucking sweating. I take a quick sniff to see if I stink. Nope, not yet.


    “What can you do for me, Rox?”


    My eyes widen at how hard his voice has become. All business like before.


    Rox doesn’t seem affected by it, though. He just smiles at Case and leans back in his chair, getting comfortable. “Let’s not play coy, Case. You know I can get you anything that you want.”


    My throat goes dry, and all of a sudden, I feel claustrophobic. I reach up to grab the collar of my dress but Case intervenes and grabs my hand, lacing his fingers in mine. He holds them prisoner in a vise-like grip.


    Thankfully, the woman in the black dress comes back and has my drink in her hand. As soon as she hands it to me, I take a big gulp through the straw. I cringe as my throat burns from the vodka. Shit! What in the hell did she put in this? Vodka and just fucking ice? I take another sip, and it burns even more.


    My chest tightens and my body breaks out in goosebumps as the drink warms up my entire body. I feel like I was just lit on fire from the inside out.


    “What I want is a shipment worth my time,” Case snaps.


    I look down at my lap as I take another big sip. A few seconds later, my head starts to spin. Can it work this fast? No, it’s just me being paranoid. Or maybe it’s the fact I’m holding my breath.


    Rox leans forward; placing his elbows on his knees, he narrows his black eyes at Case. “Are you saying that my product isn’t up to your standards?” His accent has thickened, and I take another big gulp.


    I close my eyes as the vodka just sits in my mouth. I have the urge to vomit, to just spit it out. It feels like the drink is expanding as I hold it in my mouth. I try not to concentrate on the taste and am able to swallow the big lump. I open my mouth and take a deep breath, which causes the burning sensation to intensify.


    “I never said anything about it not being good enough. I’m telling you to give me a larger count.”


    I take another big sip and everyone turns to look at me as my cup makes a slurping sound. Shit. I’m out!


    “Baby, get …” Rox pauses. “I’m sorry, gorgeous. I didn’t catch your name.” I feel Case’s hand tighten on my thigh when he calls me gorgeous, and I remind myself not to flinch.


    “That’s because I didn’t give it,” Case replies flatly.


    Rox looks over at him, and to my surprise, he looks just as shocked as I feel. Is Case trying to get us killed here? Rox looks back at me, and his black eyes look down at my blue heels; he tilts his head to the side as his gaze slowly travels up my legs. His eyes seem to darken, if that’s even possible, as they reach my exposed thighs. I shift, placing my right thigh over my left, the motion causing me to trap Case’s hand between them. His fingers dig further into my leg as Rox’s eyes land on my chest. Even though my tits aren’t hanging out, you can still see how fucking big they are in this dress; plus, my nipples are hard and pointing right at him.


    “Here you go, ma’am,” the woman says handing me another drink. Whoa. Where in the hell did she go? I didn’t even see her leave.


    “Thank you,” I mumble and take it from her. I don’t waste a second as I place the straw to my lips and suck. It amazes me how easily this one goes down. And how the lights seem to darken in this already dim room.


    Rox finally looks away from me and back at Case. “You don’t have to hide her.” Are they talking about me? “Every woman you bring to my club is off-limits. To everyone,” he adds, and I don’t miss the fact that his voice isn’t as hard as before.


    Every woman? How many women has he brought here? The idea of that has me sucking down another gulp.


    “Her name is irrelevant,” Case says his voice still hard.


    I look up at the door when it opens again. Shit! How many damn people are in this place? A woman wearing a pair of black leather leggings and a tan shirt, falling off her right shoulder walks into the room. “Darling, you have a visitor …” She pauses as she sees Case.


    “Case,” she says in surprise. “How are you doing? Nice to see you again this week.” See her again this week? Is that what Rox was talking about when he said twice in one week? Did Case come to see her? I grind my teeth in jealousy.


    He has to pry his hand from between my somewhat sweaty thighs to stand from the couch. I watch him give her a hug and then kiss her cheek with pure jealousy. Case is a very attractive man. But women don’t fall all over him at Seven Deadly Sins. He’s too busy working and the girls who work at the club respect him. But this, this is hard to watch.


    “I’m doing well. How about you?” he asks taking a step back from her, and I hate the way his eyes look her up and down. They linger on her hourglass-shape body just as Rox’s just did on mine, and I have a feeling he’s seen her naked. I take another drink.


    “Things have been good, although I would prefer better.” Her chocolate brown eyes fall down to his crotch and when she looks back up at him, she gives him a little wink. I take another drink.


    “Honey. What did you need?” Rox demands. “We are in the middle of a meeting,” he informs her, and I smile at her frown. Another drink.


    “I just wanted to let you know you have a visitor.”


    He lifts his hand and waves her off. “Tell them I’ll be out when I’m done.”


    She throws Case one last smile and then walks out of the room, closing the door behind her. He comes over and sits back down beside me. This time when he goes to place his hand on my leg, I scoot over and take another drink. He doesn’t even bother to look over at me. He just picks back up where he had left off with Rox.


    I look down at my drink and see there are only a few sips left. I pick up the straw, throw it to the floor, and knock it back, the ice clinking against the glass. As I set the now second empty glass on my thigh, the room starts to sway. I close my eyes as I take a deep breath, waiting for the waitress to bring me another one. My nervousness is officially gone and replaced with pure hatred, but I’m gonna drink until I feel absolutely nothing.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


    


    CASE


    


    I pull into Taylor’s driveway, and she opens the passenger door to my Corvette and gets out before I can even place the car in park. She slams the door shut and then stomps her way toward the front door. Her blue heels make a loud clicking noise as she storms across her driveway.


    I get out with a sigh and follow her. She hasn’t said one word to me in two hours. I want to say she’s mad at me, but I’m not sure what I did wrong exactly. So I’m hoping there is another explanation for the mood change.


    “Are you mad at me?” I just come out and ask as I enter her house.


    “If you have to ask, then you’re an idiot,” she throws over her shoulder.


    I sigh. “What’s wrong?”


    She comes to a stop and spins around to stare at me. “I’m drunk,” she declares while she bends down to kick off one of her blue high heels. I reach out and grab a hold of her before she falls over from the stumble.


    “You are?” I ask truly surprised. “How many did you have?” I didn’t really think she drank that much. And how was I supposed to know she was drunk? When I was done with Rox, we walked straight to the car, and I drove us straight here.


    “Three.” She answers my question, and I frown as I notice the little slur in her voice. She hasn’t spoken, so I hadn’t really noticed it until now.


    “You shouldn’t be drunk after three drinks,” I say with a frown.


    “I never drink,” she shouts, making my frown deepen. “But you had me scared to death, so I started drinking.”


    “I would never put you in a situation where you could get hurt,” I say truthfully.


    She rolls her eyes, and it causes her to sway on her feet. “What if they wanted to fight you? You were very hateful.”


    Hateful? How cute. I smile at her concern for me. “I would have won.”


    “Conceited much?” She reaches out and swats my chest.


    “No.” I chuckle. “I’m just confident.”


    She huffs and then rambles on. “And then that bitch walked in …”


    “Bitch?” I ask interrupting her.


    “Yeah, the one who kept eye fucking you. God, I thought she was gonna offer to suck your cock right then and there.” She rolls her eyes again, and it throws her off balance. She places her hand on the wall to stabilize herself. “And don’t think I didn’t notice you look at her the same way. Have you fucked her before?”


    I smile as I place my hands on her hips. I push her backward until her back is against the wall. “I like this look on you,” I whisper.


    “Drunk?” The single word is slurred, and it makes her sound so cute.


    I shake my head. “Jealous.”


    She slaps me in the chest. “Stop, Case. I’m not joking.”


    “I know you’re not.” I push myself into her and she lets out a long breath when she feels my hardening cock press into her stomach. Her short dress and fuck-me heels have kept me in a constant state of arousal. I want to rip it off her now.


    “Would you have let her?” she demands.


    I arch an eyebrow. “Let her what?” I ask slowly.


    She huffs, and being this close to her allows me to smell the vodka on her lips. “You know … would you have let her suck you off in front of everyone?”


    I want to smile. To tell her that if I wanted to sleep with that woman, which I don’t, then I would have. If Rox thought I had the slightest desire for his wife, he would offer her to me. He believes in pleasing his clients. No matter what it costs him. I’m not saying his wife doesn’t want me, but I sure as hell don’t want her. That doesn’t mean I don’t play the part. I could tell her all that, but instead, I reach up and place my right hand in her hair. She tries to pull away from me, but I tighten my hand and she lets out a whimper as her legs give out a little. “You’re the only one who is going to be sucking me off tonight,” I say placing my lips up to hers.


    “Case …”


    “What, baby?” I run my free hand up her soft and creamy thigh, pushing her dress up along the way.


    Her blue eyes look up at me, and now that I get a good look at them, I can see they are glazed over. She’s drunker than she thinks she is. “I want you.” Her hands go to my belt, and she fumbles to undo it.


    I just let out a chuckle. Letting go of her hair, I reach down and pick her up with an arm around her back and the other under her knees. I walk her to her bedroom and lay her down on her bed. She reaches up her hands and grabs my shirt, pulling me down on top of her. “Tell me again how jealous you were,” I say as I kiss up her neck.


    “So jealous,” she breathes, arching her back. “And terrified …”


    I pull away from her and look down at her. “Why were you terrified?” I ask, pushing the hair away from her face.


    “Because I thought that you were going to make me do something I didn’t want to do,” she says breathing heavy.


    My brows pull together. “Like what?”


    “Drugs,” she whispers as she looks away from me. “I saw them, and I panicked. I didn’t know if you were going to make me do them or not.”


    I position myself over her, and my hands grab both sides of her face. “I would never, never make you do something you don’t want to do. Do you understand?”


    She swallows nervously and closes her eyes for a brief second as the alcohol continues to take effect. “Taylor.” I give her body a little shake, and she opens her heavy eyes. “I’d never make you do that. Okay?”


    She nods slowly. “But you told me not to talk. I was afraid you were gonna tell me to do something and then be mad at me if I tried to argue.”


    I let out a long sigh. Fuck! What did I do? This is not how I planned the night to go. “Baby, I promise you with everything I have that I would never put you in a situation where you couldn’t say no. I would never make you do something you don’t want to do.” I lean down and softly kiss her lips.


    When I pull back, her eyes are closed and her lips are parted as she breathes heavily. “I didn’t mean to upset you,” she whispers.


    I release her face and run a hand down mine, the facial hair scratching against my palm. I hadn’t paid much attention to her at Rox’s club. I mean, yeah, I kept her close to my side, but I had business to take care of. That was my main priority. And I thought bringing her was the best plan I could have. Now, they know she belongs to me, and they won’t dare touch her. A lot of my business is done through my club and Blane bringing to my attention how short her shorts were and how small her top was got me thinking … I don’t want other men to look at her as if she is available. I never thought taking her tonight could have her pull away from me. That it would cause her to think I would force her to do something against her will. Hell, I didn’t even touch anything but her tonight. I didn’t want to frighten her, but it turns out I did anyway.


    “You didn’t, baby,” I say softly as I lean down and give her one last kiss on her lips.


    Her head falls to the side, a few strands of hair covering her face. Her arms fan out to her sides and her lips part as she softly snores. She’s out!


    I help her get undressed. Once she is wearing nothing but her black lace thong, I place the covers up to her chin. I turn around to start undressing when a picture on her long dresser gets my attention. I pick it up as I run my finger over it. It’s of her family. She sits on the grass with her legs out in front of her. She has her dark hair down and the wind is blowing it to the side. Her mother is sitting behind her with her arms wrapped around Taylor’s waist. Her dad lies on his stomach beside them with Blane sitting on his back. They’re all laughing, looking anywhere but the camera. I feel a pain in my chest at what she lost. That she lost her mom at such a young age. She can’t be any older than five years old here.


    She sighs and I turn to look at her in bed. Her dark hair with blue streaks fans out over her pillow, and she’s rolled to her side, giving me her back. I set the picture back down and get undressed making my way into her bed next to her.


    I reach up and push some hair back from her face as my eyes roam over it. This is gonna be harder than I expected. But then again, I think a part of me knew she was gonna be a challenge for me. I just didn’t know that it would break me down. That she was gonna affect me on the inside. No woman has ever had me this confused.


    My eyes look over her beautiful face and full lips. I feel that tightening in my chest return. How could I have thought I could bring her into this world? Why didn’t I demand more information from Blane in the beginning? I could call him right now; I could tell him that the deal is off. I could leave right now and leave her a note that this just isn’t going to work out.


    I lift my wrist and run my fingers over Nicole. I wish she were still here. She would know what to do. She would tell me to close my eyes and jump. To take that chance with Taylor and not to run. But she’s not here. And she can’t tell me what to do. So I have to make a decision. I just hope that it’s the right one.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I open my eyes and see that I’m in bed alone. I let out a sigh as I place my hand on my forehead. I have a pounding headache and what little light enters my room is blinding. And I am hung over.


    I roll over onto my stomach and a moan of pain falls from my lips. I have never been this sore and hung over in my life. Damn, did I fall down last night? Why am I so sore? I know it’s not from sex.


    I open my eyes as I hear the front door open and close. “Thought you guys were staying gone all weekend?” I call out with my scratchy throat. All I get is silence.


    “Savannah?” I call out again. Still silence.


    I roll out of bed and then pull the sheet with me. I pull it up to the back of my neck and wrap it around myself, shielding my body from my brother; I just don’t care to put clothes on at this second.


    I walk out of my bedroom and my right shoulder hits the corner of the door, hard. I can’t even walk straight. “Savannah?” I say again as I round the corner to enter the kitchen.


    “Sorry to disappoint you.”


    I come to an abrupt stop when I see Case standing in the kitchen. “What?”


    He holds his hands out to his side with a smirk on his face. “I’m not Savannah.”


    “No.” I shake my head. “I thought … you weren’t here when I woke. I just figured you had left,” I say.


    “I did,” he says pointing at the bag on the kitchen table. “You were pretty drunk last night. I figured you would need some breakfast.”


    I smile. I’m wearing a big, goofy smile that probably makes me look like a love-struck teenager, but I can’t help it. “Thank you.”


    He walks over to me, and I notice that he still has on what he was wearing last night. The shirt brings back memories to mind. “I’m sorry,” I say softly.


    “For what?” he frowns


    “For snapping at you. For being jealous. I had no right to act that way.” It hurts to admit I was jealous, but I need to apologize. I don’t want him to think I am head over heels in love with him and that he’s gonna have to fire me.


    He reaches up and places his hands on my face, and I close my eyes enjoying his hands softly gripping me. I love it when he touches me.


    “Don’t apologize for that,” he replies just as softly, and I open my eyes to look up at him. “Honestly, the way the guys were looking at you last night … made me mad with jealousy.” My eyes widen at that. “I wanted to lay you over that table.” I swallow thickly knowing where this is going. “Push up that dress and fuck you right there in front of Rox.” Why does that thought turn me on? “I wanted them all to know it’s my name you scream out when you come. It’s my cock you like in that tight pussy.” I inhale sharply. “Don’t be ashamed to be jealous, Taylor.” He lifts his hands and pulls mine away from the sheet. It falls down to the floor around my feet. His dark blue eyes look me up and down, and he sucks in a breath. When his eyes return to mine, he laces his hands in my hair. Tightening his hands, he pulls my head back so my face tilts up toward him. He lowers his lips to mine and speaks softly. “Don’t be ashamed because I feel the same way about you. I don’t share what is mine, and you are mine.” Then his lips slam on mine.


    I should be afraid of how territorial he is. I should shudder at the thought of how he wants other men to watch him take me and show them I am his property. But instead, it ignites a fire in me. It lets me know he wants me just as much as I want him. I’ve never felt his way about a man before, and I know it’s unhealthy. There’s no way we can have a future. I’m a waitress, and he runs a club and sells drugs, but I kiss him back with everything I have. I wrap my heavy arms around his neck, and I pull him to me as if I could become a part of him and he a part of me.


    My knees weaken as he tilts my head to the side with his hands in my hair and deepens the kiss, stealing my breath. I moan as he presses his hard cock into my stomach. It has me pulling at his shirt, needing to take this to the next level. Needing him inside me this very second.


    He must feel it as well because he removes his hands from my hair and lifts me up, his hands digging into my ass cheeks. As he sets me down on my feet, I see we are in my room. I rip his shirt open; his buttons go flying and he lets out a growl. I undo his pants, and before they are even all the way off, he is on top of me on the bed. His hands are in my hair one second and then massaging my breasts the next. His lips are on mine, and then trailing down my neck. My mind goes blank, and my body can’t sit still. My fingernails dig into his back, and his teeth sink into my collarbone. I cry out as I close my eyes. My pussy throbs, and I lift my hips to meet his. I’m so wet for him it should be embarrassing.


    His knees push my legs apart. He lifts his body off mine and then his hand is between my legs. I gasp as he pushes a finger deeply into me. He pulls it out and then this time thrusts two. My voice catches in my throat as I arch my neck and my nipples harden.


    I’m in no mood for foreplay. “I need you.” I gasp as I run my fingers through his hair.


    He all of a sudden pulls back and gets off the bed. I lean up on my elbows as I pant. “What’s wrong?”


    He reaches down and picks his pants up off the floor. He digs into his back pocket and pulls out his wallet. “Fuck!” He hisses before throwing it to the floor. He looks up at me breathing heavy.


    I instantly know the problem. I nod my head to my nightstand. “Top drawer.”


    He opens my drawer in a rush and I’m about to open my mouth and tell him to not worry about it, that I’m on the pill, but I decide against it. If he’s willing to take the time to use a condom, then I should let him. I’m already being a little slut, might as well not be a stupid one.


    He turns to face me, and he holds up his right hand. I swallow nervously and my cheeks heat up when I see he’s holding my little pink vibrator. He arches an eyebrow. “Why do you look so ashamed?” The smile on his face is nothing short of amusement.


    I lower my eyes to look at my bedspread. There’s nothing wrong with having toys, but him knowing I have it is what’s embarrassing. The vibrator appears in front of me on my bedspread, and I look up at him. He turns away from me and starts to dig through my drawer some more.


    “What are you doing?” I ask nervously. Is he mad at me?


    “I’m going to fuck you!” he says matter-of-factly as he pushes the drawer closed and stands. My eyes widen when I see he found my black sleep mask. I bought it the first night after I worked at Seven Deadly Sins when Savannah dragged me to Walmart for blue hair dye. I figured it would help me sleep during the day since I was working nights.


    “Case …” I start to shake my head, and he reaches out to grab my arm. He pulls me over to him, and my body trembles as he begins to speak.


    “I’m going to fuck you however I want.” The order sends a shock through my body, but I can’t help but shake my head at him. He runs his hand up the back of my head and grabs a handful of my hair. I close my eyes and my lips part as I pant. He’s so dominant, yet he makes me want to rebel. Just to see how far he will push me. “Say it!” he growls in my ear.


    I try to free my hair from his grip, but he doesn’t let go. It just makes my pussy throb and my heart race. “You’re gonna fuck me,” I pant.


    “How am I gonna fuck you?” His rough voice whispers in my ear, and I can’t help but reach down and touch my swollen pussy. I need him, and he’s taking too long.


    His free hand grabs my hand between my legs and pulls it away. “You’re just making it harder on yourself, Taylor.” There’s amusement in his voice that causes me to open my eyes and look up at him. A smirk plays on his face.


    “However you want.” I breathe. “Please, just fuck me,” I beg shamelessly. “However you want,” I repeat desperately. I just need him inside me.


    He leans down, and his lips brush mine. “Was that so hard?” His tongue runs along my bottom lip. I go to lean in to kiss him, but his hand in my hair prevents it. I growl, and he chuckles once again. He’s driving me nuts, and he knows it.


    All of a sudden, he lets go of my hair and pulls away from me. “Turn around and get up on your knees,” he orders.


    I quickly do as I’m told. Without warning, he slips the black mask over my eyes covering me in darkness. My breath hitches and instinct has me reaching up to grab it, to remove it.


    “No!” His hands grab my hands and pull them down from my face. I turn my face to look over my shoulder as if to look at him, but all I see is blackness. “However I want. Remember?” he asks, massaging softly up and down my arms. His fingers dig into my skin, and I let out a moan.


    I nod my head. “Yes.” I lick my lips. I didn’t think I could get any hornier, but he keeps proving me wrong.


    He lets go of me, and I hear some commotion before I feel the bed dip once again behind me. I jump when I feel his hands grab my hands again. His chuckle informs me of his amusement. He likes to play with me. My heart pounds in my chest as he pulls them behind my back. He holds them in one hand for a quick second before I feel something thick and heavy wrap around them. His belt maybe? Once he removes his hands, I try to pull them apart, but something has bound them. “Case…” I rasp. “What are you …?”


    “Don’t worry.” He remains behind me as he brushes hair off my shoulder. “I’m still going to fuck you, baby,” he assures me. “I’m just gonna play with you a little first.”


    “Play?” I swallow nervously.


    I feel him shift behind me as he presses his body further into mine. My legs shake nervously, and I breathe heavily. I whimper when I feel a hand between my legs. Seconds later, I hear a buzzing sound before I feel it against my clit.


    My body jerks, and I gasp as the sensation sends a jolt through me. His other hand wraps around my other shoulder, and he places his hand on my throat. It forces me to lean my back into his hard chest as he pulls my neck back. He doesn’t cut off my air but holds me firmly.


    He slides the toy back and forth along my pussy before he very slowly pushes it into me. My body shudders, and I can’t help but fight his hold. The sensation of the vibration and the tight hold his hand has on me has my mind reeling.


    “Don’t fight it,” he whispers, and it just makes me want to fight him more. I love the way his hand feels around my throat. I love to know that he has that power. That I’m helpless to him. I love the way he tied my wrists helplessly behind my back. I’m at his mercy, and I want him to take it.


    I clench my teeth and my legs shake as he slowly pushes the little vibrator into my soaked pussy. I cry out and rock my hips against his hand.


    “You’re so greedy,” he rasps. “I like it.”


    I try to speak, to beg him not to stop, but nothing comes out but moans and whimpers. “Have you ever used this vibrator and imagined it was me getting you off?” his deep voice demands. “Hmm?” He pulls it out slowly and runs it across my clit. I whimper as my pussy clenches. “You know I imagine you when I get myself off.”


    I try to pull my hands apart once again but whatever he tied them with doesn’t give one bit. He jerks my head back more and it makes it even harder to breathe with his hand around my throat. “I imagine you on your knees as I fuck your mouth.” I swallow thickly. “I imagine fucking you in a crowd full of men. All of them jealous of what is mine.” That thought should not turn me on. I shouldn’t want others to see me in such a personal act.


    He lowers the vibrator from my clit and pushes it into my pussy again. “You would like that, wouldn’t you?” I can feel his smile as he presses his lips agasint the side of my neck. “Others standing around as I make you fucking come on my cock.” I shake my head from side to side the best I can with his hand around my throat and he let’s out a laugh. “You can tell me whatever you want, darling. But your body doesn’t lie.”


    I go to open my mouth to say something, anything but his hand picks up the pace as he fucks me with my vibrator and I feel my muscles clench and my back arches as a strangled cry is ripped from my parted lips.


    “Come for me, baby,” he demands as I feel his teeth bite down on my shoulder.


    My body shudders as it explodes in his arms. Even with the mask over my eyes, I still see spots dance in the darkness. I’m panting and my body continues to shake as he removes the vibrator from my pussy and his hand from around my throat. I drop my chin to rest on my chest while I wait for him to remove the blindfold and unbind my hands. Instead, I feel his hand on my back. He pushes me forward until I fall down on the bed. I try to push myself up, but it’s impossible with my hands tied behind my back. I should feel nervous about this position—every part of me exposed and not able to move my arms or see what he is doing—but I’m not. My body still trembles, my heart races, and I try to catch my breath. I shudder as he runs two fingers along my pussy and then his fingers make their way upward. All I can do is let out a moan as he presses the tip of his finger into my ass. At this moment, I will take anything he has to give me. And I know my body will glady enjoy it.


    I hear him growl from behind me and then he removes his fingers from my body. I hear the sound of a foil packet ripping and then I’m arching my back and lifting my head from my comforter as I scream out from his hard cock entering me roughly.


    


    ***


    


    We lay side by side naked as we laugh at something I had just said. The belt, vibrator, and mask lie at the end of the bed. As the laughter dies down, I turn onto my side and look at Case. He has one arm behind his head and the other is resting over his chiseled abs. A smile still on his face. He looks so handsome like this. It’s easy to forget who he really is. What he really does for a living.


    “How old are you?” I blurt out. I need to know things about him even if I do tell myself it doesn’t matter.


    “Twenty-nine,” he responds without hesitation. Hmm. So he’s eight years older than I am. That’s not bad.


    What else do I wanna know? “Can I ask you something?”


    His head falls to the side as he looks at me. The smile makes him look so young, so free. “Sure.”


    I want to ask him about his past, his tattoos, but I won’t. This is one of those moments I don’t wanna fuck up. “Will you tell me about the club?” I decide to ask.


    “What do you want to know about it?” he asks slowly, but the smile is still on his face.


    “What made you and Brecken open the club? Savannah told me you have owned it for nine months.” This is the safest question I can think of, but I want to know more about him.


    He lets out a shaky sigh as if he just dodged a bullet. I give him a soft smile to try to ease his discomfort and let him know that I won’t dig too deep. “Connections.”


    “Connections?”


    He nods. “We knew a friend who happened to know someone who was selling the warehouse. The second we looked at it, we knew what we wanted to do with it.”


    “Have you and Brecken been friends long?” I don’t think that is too big of a question.


    “A long time.”


    Hmm. That is not good enough. “Since back in high school?” I ask.


    “Yes,” he says simply.


    “And …?” I don’t want to just come out and ask questions. I want him to want to tell me about himself. I want to feel like I deserve to know him. The real him.


    “And what?” he asks with a huff. I sit up and lick my lips nervously as I stare down at him. He still has one arm over his stomach and the other under his head, but his eyes look darker as he stares up at me.


    “I wanna know more about you,” I say softly. “I’m not asking for you to tell me everything. I want to, but I know you don’t.” He goes to speak, but I speak before he can say anything. “I know this is just a hook-up. And I’m okay with that, but it doesn’t mean I don’t care to know you on a more personal level.” He’s your boss; you don’t need to know him on a personal level.


    He pulls his hand out from underneath his head and reaches up, pushing some loose strands of hair from my face. “Is that what this is to you? A hook-up?”


    “Uh …” I don’t know how to answer that. “Yes?” He smiles at my confusion. “Isn’t that what this is to you?” I decide is a better response. When in doubt, answer a question with a question.


    He sits up, and his face is only inches from mine. “I thought we decided this last night,” he whispers softly against my lips.


    “Decided what?” What did we talk about last night? All I remember is him standing in the kitchen and then waking up alone in bed this morning. There wasn’t much talking involved.


    He brushes the back of his knuckles against my cheek. “I told you that I don’t share what is mine.”


    I frown as I repeat his words in my head. “I’m not sleeping with anyone else, if that is what you’re worried about,” I answer softly. Should I have made him think I was? I mean what are the odds he isn’t sleeping with someone else? Should I play hard to get? I’ve already slept with the man; maybe I should make him think he has competition.


    “I’m not worried about it,” he says with a smirk on his face.


    I pull back as I let out a huff. “Excuse me?”


    He chuckles this time as he reaches out and grabs my upper arm, pulling me back to him. “Wanna know why?”


    “Yes.” He’s such an arrogant bastard …


    He lowers his lips down to mine. “Because I will kick any guy’s ass who touches you. I told you last night I don’t share what’s mine.”


    My lips part and I inhale. He considers me his? “I’m not sure what that means exactly,” I say truthfully.


    He smirks as he lowers his hand from my hair, over my collarbone, and stops when he gets to my breast. “It means exactly how it sounds. You only see me. You only fuck me.” His voice drops to a deeper tone, and it makes my nipples harden. He places it between two fingers and pinches it. I gasp as a shiver runs down my spine.


    “And you?” I manage to ask breathlessly.


    “What about me?” He pushes his head into the crook of my neck.


    “Just who are you gonna see?” I swallow when his lips gently brush my skin. “Who are you going to fuck?” I finish off with a sigh.


    “Only you, baby,” he whispers as I moan. “That is if you want me.”


    “Oh, I want you.” I laugh at how desperate I sound, but he cuts it off as his lips touch mine. I move to straddle him and place my hands on either side of his face. He deepens the kiss, and I pull away breathing heavy.


    “I’m guessing if you don’t remember that then you don’t remember our conversation about you being scared?” he asks softly.


    I frown at the change in subject but don’t question him just shake my head. “What was I scared about?” There’s no telling. Savannah has gotten drunk many times and told me about the craziest things she never remembers the next day.


    “You told me that you were afraid of being at the club last night. That you thought I was gonna make you do drugs.” I swallow nervously. I said that? I mean, yeah, I was, but why did I have to say that?


    I drop my head and lick my lips. “I was.” I fiddle with my hands between our bodies. This would be easier if he would throw me down and fuck me senseless. Instead, we have to relive an embarrassing moment for me.


    He reaches up and grabs them. “Look at me,” he demands quietly.


    I look up at him through my lashes. “I told you this several times last night, but you obviously don’t remember.” He gives me a small smile, and it eases my concern. “I would never make you do anything you don’t want to do. And that includes everything. I would never make you do a drug. I would never make you drink, and I would never force you to do something in the bedroom. Do you understand that?”


    I nod my head once. “I mean it, baby.” He lets go of my hands and reaches up to cradle my face in his hands. “You are always safe with me. And if you ever feel unsafe, you just have to tell me. Okay?”


    “Okay,” I reply with a sigh. “I believe you. I do. I guess I was just so caught off guard last night,” I tell him.


    “And that’s my fault. I promise it will never happen again.”


    I smile. “Thanks, baby.” He places his lips back on mine, and I kiss him softly. I do feel safe with him. And I do believe he would never put me in harm’s way. Call me selfish, but those words aren’t enough. I need to know more. He just told me that we belonged to each other.


    “Case …” I say through our kiss.


    “Yes.” He moves his head down to my neck, and he places gentle kisses while nipping at my skin every now and then. I place my hands on his head and push him back, narrowing my eyes at him. “You gotta give me something.”


    “Taylor, I can’t …”


    “Do you think I don’t deserve to know?” I question with a frown.


    “It’s not that you’re not worth it.” He sighs heavily.


    “Then tell me. Please,” I beg giving him my puppy eyes. “Tell me who you are.” His eyes search mine, and I add, “You can trust me. I haven’t given you a reason not to.”


    For a few long moments, he just stares at me. His dark blue eyes searching mine. “I trust you,” he finally whispers.


    I lean in and softly kiss the tip of his lips. When I pull away, he looks down at his left wrist. I hold my breath when I see he is looking at the tattoo Nicole on his wrist. I wanna know who she is.


    “What do you want to know?” he asks with a growl as if this is gonna be hard for him.


    “Have you been arrested before?” I ask curiously. I know Nicole is a very sore subject. She meant something to him, that’s obvious. I wanna know the things that make him look so dark. The things that make him seem so dangerous. Anyone can fall in love; I wanna know what makes him so special. So mysterious.


    He actually throws his head back and laughs. A deep, sexy laugh that makes his muscles flex. “What?” I ask as I slap his hard chest playfully. “It’s a serious question,” I snap at him as he continues to laugh. “Can’t take anything serious,” I say as I get up from straddling him. He grabs my arm and pulls me down to the bed as he straddles me.


    He continues to laugh, but it has softened. “Yes, to answer your question, I have been arrested before.”


    “For what?” I don’t know what it is about him admitting that, but it makes him even hotter. All I can do now is imagine his hands cuffed behind his back allowing me to have my way with him. What has happened to me?


    “Drugs,” he replies with no shame.


    “What were you doing with the drugs?” I dig deeper.


    He runs his hand down his chin; the sound of his hand rubbing against his facial hair makes me smile. I love that sound. “A friend gave me a number to a man who I was told had what I was looking for. Everything was going fine until I found out it had been a setup. Cops swarmed the place, and I got arrested.” He shrugs carelessly.


    “Case, I’m sure it was much more intense than you just made it sound,” I inform him.


    He sighs. “What do you want me to say, Taylor? I answered your question. I got arrested. It was a setup. I spent some time in jail.”


    “Was that the only time you’ve been arrested?”


    “No,” he answers flatly.


    I sigh. “Did you fight the cops?” Savannah had said she heard that he had beat up a cop once.


    He rolls his eyes but answers my question. “Yes.” He points up at the scar above his right eye. “That’s how I got this. And several other scars.” His eyes drop down to his hands as he fists them.


    “All because of drugs?” I whisper.


    He closes his eyes for a long second as he takes in a deep breath. When he opens them and looks down at me, his voice is hard. “Yes.”


    “Why do you still do it?” I ask confused.


    He lifts his hands and places them on his head as he arches it back and lets out a frustrated sigh. “Because it’s what I do,” he says through clenched teeth. “I can’t change who I am, Taylor. Not even for you.”


    I feel like he just stabbed me in the chest. “I’m not trying to change you,” I say softly. “I just don’t get why you choose to do something that could end your life.”


    He laughs at that. “End my life?” he repeats. “That’s a little extreme, don’t you think?”


    “No.” I push myself up on my elbows and look up at him. “I know I have never been a part of your world but that doesn’t mean I don’t see the effects it can have on people. My father …”


    “Your father has an addiction,” he interrupts me. “He let it take over his life. He allowed it to eat at him until he willingly gave up everything for one more hit.”


    “How do you know you won’t be at that point someday?” I ask sadly. “Don’t you want to have a future? Don’t you want to one day live somewhere else besides in a club?” He just stares at me, that mask of emotion over his face. “Do you ever see yourself settling down and having a family?”


    “No,” he says immediately. No thought needed. Just plain and simple no.


    I look away from him because his answer hurt. Not because of me, but because he doesn’t want that kind of love. He doesn’t want to experience falling in love, settling down, and starting a family of his own.


    I push him off me, and thankfully, he moves away easily. I get off the bed and walk out of my room. All of a sudden, I need a shower. I feel dirty.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


    


    CASE


    


    I fall down on the bed and look up at the ceiling. I let out a growl in frustration, fisting my hands in the air. Fuck, this is fucking with my mind. Now, what am I going to do? How much longer can I lie to this woman? The bigger question is why do I fucking care that I’m lying to her? She’s nobody! She’s just another woman who I’ve taken to bed and now I’m letting her fuck with my head.


    I told her that she was mine. And that I was hers. And I don’t even regret that. I don’t know what happened last night, but something changed when we went out.


    When we are at the club and both working, I don’t have time to sit down and watch her. Touch her. Last night, I felt every time she stiffened. I could feel every time her body shook when she was scared or even just uncomfortable. I hated myself for putting her in that situation, but it had to be done. I had to parade her around like my faithful little pet. And I did; the only thing she was missing was a collar and leash. I felt proud when she clung to me as Rox looked at her as if he wanted a fucking piece of her. And I was telling her the truth a while ago about wanting to fuck her right there to prove a point. I was just as jealous as she was.


    Hell, she drank so much her true feelings came out about me. And jealousy was the last thing I expected her to feel for me. Grossed out. Ashamed. Instead, she showed how much she wants me.


    I look over at her dresser and look at the picture of her family. My chest tightens at the thought of her asking me if I ever wanted that. I did at one point in time, but guys like me don’t do families. Don’t settle down. As I look at her family picture, I see Taylor standing there with a son, a daughter, and a husband by her side, and my jaw clenches. I can’t imagine her with someone else. Just the thought fucking kills me. So what are you gonna do, Case?


    I slowly get up and place my jeans on followed by my shirt. I leave it undone because she ripped all of my buttons off it a while ago. Once dressed, I sit back down on the bed not really knowing what to do next.


    “I figured you would be gone.”


    I look over where she stands in the doorway. Her hair over one shoulder still wet and her towel wrapped around herself. And my cock starts to harden. Just as it did the first time I saw her naked in that hallway behind her.


    “I didn’t know you wanted me to go,” I say as if I couldn’t care less I’m still here.


    She sighs. “It’s your choice.” Then she turns, giving me her back, and walks away.


    I jump out of bed and run after her. I come up behind her in the hallway and turn her around. I look down at her narrowed eyes. “This is why you don’t share your past. This is why you don’t ask questions about future plans,” I growl. “This right here is why you say fuck all that and just worry about right now.”


    “I’m not like you, Case,” she snaps.


    “I know,” I say softening my voice. “And that’s what I like about you,” I say honestly. That is what makes it so hard to walk away from her. She’s fresh air. She is a new beginning. She makes me feel like I’m not pretending to be something I’m not. But of course, I can’t tell her any of that. She would just have more questions that I could not answer.


    “This is stupid.” Her eyes fall to her bare feet. “I’m arguing with you about something that shouldn’t even matter.”


    But it does matter. “I agree,” I say lifting her chin. “So can we just forget it?” You do know this means you can’t ask her questions about herself, right? You can’t want to know about her if you can’t tell her about yourself. That realization hurts.


    “Sure,” she says with a careless shrug. I’ve pissed her off. Again. “We’ll play by your rules, Case. But when I decide to quit playing, you can’t blame me for it.” And with that, I let her walk back to the bathroom.


    I hang my head like a fucking whipped dog and walk back into her room. I sit on the end of her bed and place my head in my hands. Every part of my life is a secret. I couldn’t even tell her much about Brecken. I couldn’t tell her that he is the best friend I could ever have. That he has saved my life more times than I can count. And more importantly, I wouldn’t be here today if he hadn’t saved my life back when I was seventeen.


    


    My body silently shakes from the cold rain that pours down on me. I hang my head and close my eyes as I pray for it to drown me. Pray for it to pull me deeper into this ocean of madness. The only people who could save me, who give me a reason to live, have left me behind.


    You weren’t worth it, Case!


    I reach up, dig my fingers into my hair, and grip it tightly. I pull on it as hard as I can making my scalp sting as I scream out. The sky decides to scream with me as thunder booms so loud the ground shakes. I drop my head. Too full of shame. Guilt. Why didn’t you save them? How could you let your family down like that? You’re such a disgrace. You don’t deserve to live!


    I feel nothing but pain. Nothing but stinging, mind-numbing pain that is literally ripping me in two.


    I lift my head, and it falls back as the rain now hits my face. My chest heaves as I try to breathe from the tightness I feel knowing I’m alone. Tears roll down my face, but the rain washes away the evidence of my brokenness. I just want to be numb. I just want the hurt to go away. It’s so hard to breathe. So hard to get out of bed in the morning.


    I drop my head in shame as if I don’t have the strength to hold it up. I open my eyes and I look down at the gun sitting on my lap. My chest tightens and my breath catches as I think about what this gun represents. I close my eyes as I reach down and wrap my hand around the grip. This was my dad’s gun. I’ve seen it every day for as long as I can remember. He always kept it on his nightstand. “Safety,” he would say when I asked about it. He told me it would ‘protect our family if someone ever tried to rip us apart.’ I bet he never guessed it would be the very thing to do just that.


    I was taught to respect guns and never to touch one unless I intended to shoot it. ‘Shoot to kill,’ my dad would say. ‘Wounded men have a chance to fabricate a story. They can make you look like the bad guy when they were the ones who had bad intentions.’


    It’s crazy; I never thought I would need to hold this gun. Now, I can’t imagine what my life would be without it. It’s my demon. But it’s also gonna be my saving grace. It’s gonna save me from a life of mind-blowing pain. It’s gonna save me from a lifetime of nightmares.


    I jump off my tailgate and stand behind my truck in the rain in the middle of nowhere. My shoes sink into a puddle and my heart pounds so hard in my chest it drowns out the rain and it’s all I can hear. It’s all I can feel. My right hand taps the gun against my right thigh. The gun feels like it weighs fifty pounds in my hand. But somehow, holding it calms me. Just the feel of it lets me know it will all be over soon.


    I need to be with them! I don’t deserve to stay here. I don’t deserve to be the only one expected to go on. We all belong together.


    “Case!”


    My head snaps up. Through the downpour, I can see Brecken running toward me.


    “Go away,” I yell. He’s not supposed to be here. How did he know where to find me?


    He comes to a stop just a few feet in front of me. His clothes are soaked and he’s breathing heavy. He looks down at the gun in my hand and then back up at me. “Please don’t do this,” he begs.


    “I have to,” I say more to myself than him.


    “No!” he shouts fisting his hands down by his side. “You don’t have to do this, Case!”


    “The pain …” I swallow the lump in my throat. “I need the pain to go away.”


    He takes another step closer to me. “You think I don’t feel pain?” he demands as he punches himself in the chest. “I loved Nicole,” he declares. “I fucking loved her, and now, she’s gone.” He runs his hands through his hair as his chest rises and falls quickly. “You’re my best friend, and you’re also all I have left,” he cries out. “Don’t you understand? This is what they wanted. They wanted to get away with it.”


    They already have. It’s been over four weeks since we got the news about Nicole, and with every passing day, it gets harder. “I can’t feel her anymore,” I admit with shame. “She’s really gone.” I tap the gun against my thigh again without thought. It’s as if it’s calling for me. Reminding me it’s my way out.


    “I know.” He hangs his head. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t save others from her fate.”


    I shake my head. “It’s over,” I yell, getting mad that he would show up here trying to give me hope. That he would make me think I have a chance at life without them.


    “Kill me!” he shouts over the rain that continues to come down on us.


    “What?”


    “Kill me. You wanna die?” He looks down at my gun in my hand. “Then kill me first.”


    I take a step back from him, shaking my head, and my back runs into my tailgate. “You’re crazy. I would never kill you,” I say thickly.


    He points at my gun, dark eyes narrowed and lips thinned. “If you kill yourself, it will kill a part of me. So just do it already. Kill me,” he shouts, thrusting his arms out to his side.


    “Stop!” I yell back as my hands shake down by my sides.


    His hands drop to his sides, and he sighs heavily. “A life is a life, Case. What does it matter if you kill me or just yourself? Not even death can change our past. It will only change the future—the future of us finding who took the only woman we love.”


    


    I lift my head as I sit on the end of Taylor’s bed. That day, I just wanted the pain to end. But Brecken made me realize that if I did that, it would only cause pain to others. But honestly, the pain hasn’t gone away. I’ve just learned to live with it. To accept it. I’ve numbed myself to it. I find everyone has something to help them become numb to pain. Somehow, Brecken and I found that drugs could do just that.


    “Hey.”


    I look up to see Taylor leaning against her bedroom door. Her hair now dry but that towel still wrapped around herself.


    “Hey,” I say standing from her bed. I prayed for the water to drown me that day as I stood out in the pouring rain. I may not have drowned, but I’m still treading water. And I’m getting tired of trying to survive. Standing here, right now, looking over at Taylor, I see her as the same way I saw that gun. She’s my saving grace. My chance at something better than a life full of deceit.


    She pushes off the door and walks over to me. She stops right before she reaches me and looks up at me through dark lashes. I reach out, wrap my arm around her waist, and pull her to me. With my free hand, I reach up and cup her cheek. My eyes trace her jawline and pouty lips. Then I look into her blue eyes. “God, you’re so beautiful.”


    She looks away from me as she blushes, but the smile she has on her lips light up her face. “I’m sorry,” I say softly. She looks back up at me and frowns. I sigh heavily. She doesn’t even understand why I apologized. “For earlier,” I lie. I am sorry for the fight we had, but I’m more sorry I can’t give her what she wants.


    “It’s okay.” She tries to give me a half smile, and I know I’ve let her down. But what does she expect? I let everyone down.


    I pull away as my cell phone vibrates in my back pocket. I look down at it now in my hand and see BOSS written across the screen in bold letters. “I gotta take this real quick.” I storm out of her room and toward the front door.


    I answer it the second I get outside. “Hello?” I ask looking around to see if anyone is out here. Her house sits in the middle of a dead-end neighborhood. It’s pretty quiet every time I’m over here.


    “Got anything for me, Case?” he demands. I may run part of this town, but one thing about this business is that there is always someone who is higher up than you.


    I run my free hand through my hair. “It’ll be a few more days.” If he knew what I was up to with Taylor, he would kill me.


    “Okay. I’ll meet you at the usual spot,” he says and then adds, “It better be something good.”


    I lower my phone when I hear him hang up, and I let out a long breath. I take one last look around and then place my phone back in my pocket before returning to Taylor’s house. When I come into her room, she’s sitting on her bed. Her hands rest behind her flat on the bed, and she has her knees pulled up to her chest, shielding her breasts. But I can tell she’s still naked.


    She smiles at me. “Thought I would have you work off that apology. Up for the challenge?”


    A smirk grows across my face, as my cock hardens in my pants, and I remember why I have put everything on the line for her. Why I chose to break my rules in order to be with her—because she’s worth it!


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


    


    TAYLOR


    


    “Taylor?” I hear Savannah call out from down the hall. They returned yesterday. Case and I spent the four days they were gone locked in this house. And it was perfect. I almost forgot I know nothing about the guy. It’s so hard not to care about him and to try to play this stupid game by his rules. But it didn’t matter how mad I got at him or what words I threw at him, he didn’t leave like when we were at his house and he told me to leave. He stayed here with me. And I consider that progress. I know this relationship is very unhealthy, but that’s what makes it so hard to walk away. It’s addicting.


    “I’m in my room,” I holler back as I try to zip my corset. I think Case got tired of guys wishing for my tits to pop out, so I finally got a bigger top. But I have the hardest time getting into it by myself.


    “I didn’t know you were working tonight,” she says with a frown as she enters my room.


    “Yeah, well, Jenna called me and asked if I could cover her shift.” I haven’t even had the chance to tell Case yet that I’m working. I haven’t had the chance to see him today and only spoke to him once earlier his morning. He said he had work to do. Jenna just called me a little over an hour ago, but I immediately jumped in the shower and started getting ready. “Can you zip me up?” I ask giving up. I usually put it on backward and then twist it around, but that’s so much work with my big boobs in the way.


    She zips my top up, and I turn to look at myself in the mirror. “Are you guys getting serious?” she asks. I had told her last night about the days he and I spent here at the house. I kept out the part where we made whatever it is official.


    I spin around to give her a quick look before I face the mirror once again. “No. It’s strictly sex,” I say, but it feels like a lie. I wouldn’t say it's love, but I would say I’m falling for him. Even though I know he’s not gonna catch me. I’m gonna hit rock bottom, and it’s gonna hurt, but right now, things are going really well.


    She starts to talk to me but something on my TV catches my attention. I see a reporter standing in a parking lot that looks somewhat familiar. I reach over to my bed and grab my remote. I shush Savannah as I turn the volume up. “I’m here outside of Club Fusion where a big drug bust has just taken place …”


    I gasp. A drug bust? “Oh, my God.” I place my hand over my mouth. “We were just there,” I say out loud.


    “What?” Savannah snaps. “What were you doing there?” she demands, obviously forgetting I had told her about it last night.


    “I went with Case and Brecken,” I remind her not taking my eyes off the screen. They show video of a man with his hands cuffed behind his back. His head is bowed, but I don’t miss his slicked-back jet-black hair and the expensive-looking suit. “Rox,” I whisper.


    “What the hell is Rox?” Savannah asks confused, now looking up at the TV.


    “The owner of the club,” I mumble.


    It flashes back to the reporter. “We have been told the club has a surveillance system, and the cops have obtained it. They expect to make more arrests in the case …”


    My legs start to shake. Surveillance? What if we are on it? Am I gonna go to jail even though I didn’t do any of the drugs? Of course, I will; I didn’t report them to the police. I just sat there and drank.


    I spin around, grab my phone off my bed, and dial Case’s number. It rings twice and goes to voicemail. “Dammit.” I hang up and call the club. I recognize the bartender’s voice. “Let me talk to Case,” I demand.


    “He’s in a meeting.” Bryan says.


    “Dammit. Go and get him, now!”


    “I’m not going to disturb Case while he’s in a meeting. If you need to talk to him, call his cell.” Then he hangs up.


    “Son of a bitch,” I hiss looking down at my phone. “I gotta go,” I say snatching my purse and running for the front door.


    It only takes me twenty minutes to get to work. And I barely come to a stop before I jump out of my car. I run across the parking lot and to the back door. I yank it open and run down the back hallway. I run through the empty club floor and up the stairs. By the time I make it to his office, my side hurts and I can barely breathe. Shit, I’m out of shape.


    I yank the door open to his office and step inside. “Taylor,” Case says in surprise.


    I place my hand on my hip as I bend over trying to catch my breath. Looking up at him, I see he is watching me with mixed emotions. His eyebrows are pulled together as if confused, but his lips are thinned and his eyes look hard as if he’s angry with me.


    “TV.” I breathe, trying to explain myself. “He was on TV …” I say through a gasp.


    His back straightens, and he looks to the left. “Can you excuse us?”


    I stand up quickly sucking in a deep breath as I notice an older man standing beside Case’s desk who I somehow missed when I stormed in. Shit! I was told he was in a meeting. In my haste to get to him, I had forgotten.


    The older man looks me up and down with narrowed green eyes. “Sure. I’ll wait outside,” he finally says after a long second. I hold my breath as he walks out still eyeing me up and down as if he wants to say something but decides against it.


    “Who was that?” I ask rubbing my side that still stings.


    “Doesn’t matter.” He waves him off. “What’s wrong?” he demands as he walks around his desk and comes to me. “And who was on TV?” he asks impatiently.


    I continue to rub my aching side. “Rox. He was arrested. I saw it on TV.”


    The concern falls from his face, and he stares down at me. “Reporter said surveillance …” I swallow thickly as my heart rate starts to pick up again. “Do you know what that means? We’re gonna get in trouble. The police are going to go over it and see us on it.”


    He places his hands on my shoulders. “I’ll take care of it.”


    “What does that mean?” I demand. “Take care of it? How are you going to take care of it?” I snap.


    “Taylor, you don’t get to be where I am without making friends.”


    My eyebrows pull together. My first thought is whether that guy outside is his friend, and if so, what was he doing here? “Do you even listen to yourself? Case, you can’t just make this go away,” I shout. “We could go to jail.”


    “I promise you. You won’t go to jail,” he says softly.


    I yank my shoulders away from him. “That is not a promise you can keep,” I say breathless once again.


    “You think I’m that type of person? One who would let you take the rap for something you didn’t do?” he demands, his voice rising.


    “Well, you sure as hell can’t do anything to stop it. They’re gonna see my face on that tape. Hell, I sat in a room with drugs right next to me,” I scream out now as I realize just what is happening. “I thought you were going to ruin my brother’s life, but it turns out you’re going to ruin my life,” I ramble out loud.


    “Taylor,” I hear him say, but all I can picture is me in a cell for the rest of my life. “Taylor,” he yells and then shakes me.


    “What?” I snap.


    He looks down at me, and his blue eyes search my face. “Please trust me,” he asks softly. “You’ve trusted me this far. I will make sure nothing happens to you.”


    I wanna ask him how he can make that promise, but I don’t. He was right when he said he didn’t get to where he was without knowing people. And he once told me that everyone in this town owes him something. Maybe he knows someone on the inside of the force. Maybe a crooked cop. I don’t ask because I’m better off not knowing. For all I know, it could be the guy standing right outside his office waiting for me to leave so they can finish their meeting.


    I nod my head. But I feel numb inside. I’m going to go to jail and all because I fell for a man who is part of a world I can’t control.


    “Why are you dressed in your work outfit?” he asks as his eyes finally take me in.


    “I have to work tonight,” I say flatly.


    “No, you don’t.”


    I sigh. “I’m filling in for Jenna.”


    “No, you’re not. Go home, Taylor. Or better yet, go up to my apartment. Calm down and take a nap …”


    I pull away from him. “I’m sorry but at which point did you start telling me what I can and can’t do?” I demand trying not to go crazy. The thought of going to jail terrifies me to death.


    His jaw twitches. “I am your boss,” his deep voice declares.


    I snort. “And you think that gives you a right to boss me around? I told Jenna I would take her shift, and that’s exactly what I’m gonna do.”


    “Why are you fighting me with everything?” he snaps, running a hand down his face and letting out a frustrated growl.


    “Maybe it’s because you are trying to rule my life.” I lower my head and rub my hand over my forehead. I let out a sigh as I think about the real problem here. “Look,” I say looking back up to him. “Maybe we should take a step back,” I offer. “I can’t do this right now.” Not with jail on the mind.


    He tilts his head to the side with that aggravated look still on his face. “So let me get this straight. I want you to take a night off and relax, and you want to break things off with me? How does that make any sense? I’m trying to help you.”


    “You’re trying to handle me,” I argue. “And I don’t appreciate it. I’m not an idiot.”


    “I never said that. You’re putting words in my mouth,” he says through gritted teeth. “You come running in here wide-eyed and panicking. You were breathing so heavy I thought you were going to have a heart attack. I told you I would take care of the situation, but that’s not good enough for the princess.” I narrow my eyes on him. “I offer you a night to relax. Maybe go take a bubble bath, try and get some rest, and you jump my ass.” He crosses his arms over his hard chest. “What is the real problem here?”


    “The problem is that my stupidity for you is gonna get me arrested,” I yell.


    “Oh, so it’s my fault?” he barks.


    “Of course, it is.” I snort. “I would have never gone out with you that night if I had known where we were going.”


    He lowers his head down to mine. “I didn’t twist your arm, sweetheart. And even if you had known, you still would have gone with me.”


    He’s right. That part sucks. This is what happens when you fall for a man who lives a different kind of life than you do. “Well, I won’t anymore. It’s over.”


    He stares down at me with hatred. He gave me that same face the first night I saw him in this club, and it makes my chest tighten. “There had to have been something in the beginning in order for it to be over, Taylor,” he says flatly.


    “You sorry son of a bitch …” I take a deep breath “… can go to hell!” I spin around and storm out of his office just as fast as I entered it.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “Fuuucccckkk!” I yell as I spin around and shove my office phone off my desk. It rips the cord out of the wall before it bounces off the wall and then hits the floor. I place my hands flat on the desk and lean over it. This night couldn’t get any worse.


    “Taylor? That was the girl you were telling me about?”


    I spin around to see my boss, Jones, standing in my office with the door shut behind him. I sigh heavily. So much for it not getting any worse. “Yes.” I push myself up and off the desk. “So make sure you take care of that,” I growl as I walk back around my desk to sit in my chair.


    “You said to take care of the tape because of Taylor. You said that Taylor was Blane’s sister.”


    I look up at him. “Yes! I remember what I fucking said,” I snap.


    “You lied to me!” he shoots back.


    I roll my eyes at his anger. “It is what I do best, right?” Fuck, I’m in the mood for a drink.


    “Case.” He hisses my name. I stand from my chair and walk over to the mini bar in my office. “Please tell me that was not what it sounded like.”


    I pour some bourbon into a tumbler. I turn to face him and lean back against the bar. “Well, that would be a lie,” I say flatly. This day has already gone to shit; I might as well make it worse.


    “Shit!” he hisses. “What the fuck are you thinking?” he demands. “She is…”


    “No offense, Jones, but I’m very aware of who she is.” His eyes narrow on me.


    “Don’t get smart, boy.” He points a finger at me. “You’re fucking Blane’s sister,” he shouts, and I take a drink of my bourbon.


    I tilt the tumbler in my hand from side to side watching the dark liquid swish around. “I know what I’m doing.” Do I? I’ve been telling myself that from the beginning, but is it true? I feel somehow along the way I’ve forgotten what my intentions were.


    “Do you love her?” he demands.


    “No!” I snort. She just makes me feel like I’m alive.


    The look Jones gives me says I answered too quickly. I straighten my back and square my shoulders. “No, I don’t love her. It is just sex.” Keep telling yourself that, fucker.


    He hangs his head and shakes it as if he can’t believe I just said that. “I don’t know if that makes it better or worse,” he mumbles. When he looks back up at me, he looks disgusted with me. I broke my rule. I broke all the rules. For a piece of ass. If I told him it was for love, would he understand better? “End it. End it right fucking now!” With that, he walks out of my office.


    I throw back the bourbon. I hiss in a breath as I slam the glass down on the bar. Wiping the remains of the liquid from the corners of my mouth with my hand, I mumble to myself, “Must be your lucky day, boss, because she ended it about five minutes ago.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I make my way down to the club floor and back to the locker room. I shove the door open and march over to my locker. After throwing my purse and phone in it, I slam it shut. He is such an ass! There had to have been something in the beginning in order for it to be over, Taylor. Well, I got that message loud and clear!


    “Whoa. Someone has her bitch attitude on tonight.”


    I spin around to see Rachel leaning up against her locker. “I’m not in the mood for your shit tonight, Rachel,” I spit.


    “Someone needs to get laid,” she says placing her arms over her chest and pushing her hip out.


    “No, the problem is that I let him fuck me in the first place,” I mumble.


    She laughs and the action makes her perfect fake tits bounce. “Not good?”


    I stare at her and snort. “Too good. The man knows it and thinks he’s fucking god.” Why am I telling her this? I don’t like her.


    She throws her head back and lets out another laugh. “Sounds like you’re talking about Case.”


    I just stare at her. Her laughing cuts off immediately, and she frowns as her dark brown eyes stare at me for a very long minute. “You are talking about Case.” It wasn’t a question. And I don’t say anything to her. I know Case doesn’t sleep with people who work for him, but I don’t know if that is club policy or just his personal choice. I don’t trust Rachel enough not to go and run her mouth about it to everyone. As long as I don’t answer, it’s just her speculating. “Well … you have more balls than I thought you did.” She looks me up and down with a frown on her face. Almost as if she’s thinking what did he see in her? ‘Cause I don’t see it. “Here I thought you were this goodie goodie. Next thing you tell me will be that you wanna get high.” She smiles brightly, and I wish I could slap it off her face.


    “I don’t do drugs,” I snap.


    She smirks as if she doesn’t believe me¸ and I don’t care to even talk to her. So I just grab my tray out of my locker, slam the door, and walk out into the club to get ready for a long fucking night.


    I walk out to the bar as the lights shut off in the club and the music starts to play. “You didn’t expect more from him, did you?”


    My eyes slide over to the left to see Rachel now standing beside me with that smirk still on her face. “Stop it, Rachel.”


    She laughs and I take in a deep breath as I look down at my tray. I could totally use it as a bat to her face. But that would just get me fired and I’m sort of addicted to the money I make here. As long as Case doesn’t fire me¸ I will continue to work here. I don’t even see him very often when I’m working. He stays in his office unless there’s a problem on the floor.


    “Aww.” She spins around placing her back against the bar and props her elbows on it as she leans on it. “Did little Miss Priss fall in love with the big bad wolf?” I can hear her amusement in her voice. You would think the music would drown it out but nope.


    I turn to face her, and she arches a drawn on eyebrow in question. I want to tell her that we never made it that far. That it never really started, as Case had so nicely put it. Instead, I take a deep breath. Don’t give her any information for her to go run her mouth about. “You’re such a bitch, Rachel, and no one here likes you.” Geez, that sounded like I was in high school.


    She shrugs carelessly as she looks down at her black nails, examining them. Then looks back at me. “The men don’t need to like me in order to want to fuck me.” I look her up and down with disgust. “Remember that.” She turns around and grabs her tray. “Maybe it will keep you from getting too attached to men who only think of you as a toy.” Then she walks off.


    


    ***


    


    The night went by as well as I expected it to. Shitty! And my mood has just gotten worse by the second. I’ve had several drinks spilled on me, and I cussed out two customers who both grabbed my ass. About an hour into my shift, I got pissed off at Case all over again for not taking him up on his offer of a bubble bath. It’s exactly what I’m gonna do as soon as I get home. The bright side is I haven’t thought about what my life will be like once I go to jail. Case has kept his word about several things, and I’m hoping that is just one more he can keep.


    I’m cleaning off a table my customers just left when a strong hand lands on my shoulder. It starts to tug me backward, and I turn around about to let them have it when I see it’s Blane. “What are you doing here?”


    He frowns. “Bad night?” he yells as he looks over the club. It’s packed and I’m tired of sweating my ass off.


    I reach down, grab his hand, and pull him down the hallway by the private rooms. The music isn’t as loud in this hallway. “What are you doing here?” I ask again.


    “Savannah said you were upset about something that you saw on TV. I just thought I would come and check on you.”


    I haven’t seen much of Blane lately. I have spoken to Savannah about him, and she said Blane hasn’t even mentioned Case in over a week. I’m praying that means Case no longer has him working for him. But I also still haven’t told him about Case and me, and I’m glad considering we ended whatever the hell it was just hours ago. “It was nothing,” I say blowing it off. If I told Blane that I thought we were all going to go to jail, he’d probably kill Case. And then he would be in jail. A lose-lose situation.


    He goes to say something when Rachel comes walking down the hallway. She throws me a fuck-you smile and then looks at my brother. Her face instantly transforms to seductive. Her dark brown eyes soften, and she pushes her tits out more as she pulls her shoulders back. “Hi, Taylor,” she says cheerfully not even bothering to look over at me. “Who is your friend?” She looks my brother up and down.


    “I’m Blane.” He reaches his hand out other. “Taylor’s brother.”


    Her eyes widen for the briefest second. “Brother? Why have you been hiding him?” she purrs.


    “He’s taken,” I announce almost rolling my eyes.


    “They always are,” Rachel responds throwing him a flirty smile. I hate that she is pretty. I wish people could see how much of a bitch she really is. “But they don’t have to know,” she adds, placing her hand on his chest.


    I slap her hand off his chest. “Rachel,” I snap getting pissed. Then I turn to face Blane. “What the hell, Blane?”


    To my surprise, they both throw me a frustrated look. “What did you say your name was?” she asks because she was too busy devouring him with her eyes rather than listening to what he had to say.


    “Blane. Blane Williams,” he says with a warm smile, and I roll my eyes.


    Rachel actually looks taken aback for a brief second before she hides her features. “How do you know Taylor again?” Was she truly not listening to a thing he said?


    “I’m her brother,” he repeats. “I’m also a friend of Case’s.”


    She looks back and forth between Blane and me with a look of confusion. She also looks a bit terrified. I arch a brow in question to why she’s acting like such an idiot. I’ve never seen her act like this before, and let me just say, it’s not a good look for her. I smile at that.


    “It was nice to meet you, Blane.” And with that, she walks past us and to the end of the hallway where our locker room is.


    “That was weird,” Blane says looking down the hall to the door she just entered


    I sigh. “Yeah. Where’s Savannah? You know, your girlfriend,” I ask looking around myself.


    “She is at home in bed. I just wanted to come and check on you.”


    “I’m fine. And you could have texted me,” I say defensively.


    “I have several times, but I got worried when you didn’t respond,” he says with worry in his voice.


    “I’m at work. My phone is in my locker. Go home, Blane. Go home to Savannah. I’m fine.”


    “What is wrong with you? You are being very snappy. If you don’t like working here, then you should quit.”


    I run a hand through my hair. “I love working here. And I’m snappy because I just saw you flirting with someone who is not your girlfriend.” And said someone just so happened to be someone that I don’t like.


    “I did nothing wrong,” he says defensively. “I was just being nice to a woman who was being nice to me,” he huffs. “You should try it.”


    “Try what?” I demand.


    “Being nice.”


    “Good-bye, Blane!” I growl as I turn giving him my back and make my way back to the locker room myself. As soon as I walk in, Rachel pulls her cell phone away from her ear and hangs it up. I ignore her as she stares at me and walk to my locker. I unlock it and pull my phone out. I quickly skim over the four texts my brother sent me and roll my eyes at how concerned they sounded.


    “I understand why you’re mad,” Rachel says from behind me.


    “Oh, yeah? Why is that?” I ask barely paying attention to her.


    “Well, Case is a great fuck! But once he’s done with you, he’s done. He doesn’t go back,” she says matter-of-factly.


    I set my phone down on top of my purse and very slowly turn to face her. Her usual bitch smile is plastered on her face. “Excuse me?” I must have heard her wrong.


    “He’s done with you.” She gives me a fake frown. “And I know it must suck knowing that he doesn’t feel the same way about you like you did him. You were just a fuck to him.”


    “How do you …?”


    “You didn’t think you were the only one he’s slept with up here at the club, have you?”


    Has he slept with her? What about his rules? She laughs. “Oh, you did. That’s sweet. Honey …” she says with pity. “He can have his pick of any woman here every night. Why would he pick you?” She looks me up and down with that same pity look. “I’m not saying he won’t fuck you more than once. But when he’s done, he’s done.”


    I fist my hands by my side. “I don’t think …” I sigh, what do I say? “How do you know when he’s done?” I place my hand on my hips. “Were you one of those girls he quit fucking?” I hate to even ask the question, but I wanna rub in the fact he dumped her.


    “Not quite.” She pushes off the wall and takes a step toward me. “See, it has been a few weeks since he’s fucked me, but he’ll come back to me. He always does.” She runs her hands over her large breasts and down her stomach. “Him and Brecken.” She licks her lips, and my eyes widen. “Did he share you with Brecken?” she asks, and I don’t move or make a sound. I can’t. I’m in shock and pissed. “He likes to share his women. He likes to watch another man fuck them.” She smiles. “Believe me. You’ve never been properly fucked until you’ve had them both at the same time.” She looks me up and down with a scowl on her face. “But I guess that isn’t going to happen to you. I can see why he didn’t stay with you for long. You’re not what he needs, and you’re sure as hell not what he wants.” And with that, she turns and walks out of the locker room.


    “Fuck!” I yell out as I slam my locker door shut!


    


    


    CASE


    


    I stand by the bar in my office as I fill another tumbler of bourbon. It’s my fourth tonight, and I don’t feel an ounce of the effects like I wish I could. I’ve been pacing this office for over three hours. Since the moment Taylor and my boss, Jones, both left me to myself. I’ve walked to the door, opened, and closed it over twenty times to go down and talk to her. To tell her that I’m sorry for what I said and that it was just a lie. That I was pissed at her and didn’t think before I spoke. But I keep stopping myself. She was pissed at me, and I’m afraid if I approach her while she’s working, it will cause a scene. Brecken is the only one who knows what we’ve done, and I prefer to keep it that way. So I will talk to her after we close.


    I look up at my door when it opens and sigh to myself when I see Rachel walk in. “Why are you up here in my office and not down on the floor working?” I ask before lifting the tumbler in my hand and taking a gulp.


    She smiles sweetly as she makes her way over to me. “Do I have to have a reason?”


    “Yes,” I say flatly. “You’re here to work not be up here in my office.”


    She frowns. “I can remember plenty of times when you and I were up here when I should have been down there working.” She takes the drink from my hand and knocks it back, swallowing what was left. Normally, that would turn me on, but right now, I just want her to leave me alone.


    I grab the empty cup from her hand, refill it, and then walk over to my desk and sit behind it. “Yeah, well, things have changed.”


    She saunters over to my desk like a cat in heat. Her tits pushed out and hands on her hips. She wants something! “What do you need?”


    She comes to a stop beside me and jumps up on my desk where she’s sitting on it with her legs dangling over the side. She bends over to grab the armrest of my chair and pulls me over to her so I’m between her legs. “I need you,” she purrs. Bent over, her tits are inches from my face.


    “I’m not in the mood,” I say taking a drink of my bourbon.


    I expect her to look shocked. I’ve never turned her down before, but instead, her soft smile just grows. “When have you ever seen me back down from a challenge?”


    I place my free hand on the desk and push away from her. “Not now, Rachel. Get back to work,” I order.


    She jumps off the desk and makes her way to stand behind my chair. She leans over, wrapping her arms around my neck and her very hard tits rest on the back of my head. Her hands spread out on my chest and she speaks into my ear. “Is this because of Taylor?”


    “Rachel …” I growl.


    “I know you haven’t slept with her,” she says remembering the last conversation I had with her about Taylor “But I know you want to,” she whispers. Her hands slide further down to my chest to my stomach and my muscles flex as my cock starts to harden. “You can pretend I’m her.” Her tongue licks up my neck, and I close my eyes. I want to tell her I’ve done it before, back before I slept with Taylor, but since I’ve had the real deal, she could never compare to her. “Come on, Case. Make me swallow your cock while you call me Taylor.” Her hands reach my cock, and she chuckles in my ear.


    I shove the chair back, and it pushes her backward. “Stop, Rachael!” I shout as I turn to face her. “I told you no.”


    She huffs. “Well, I never thought I’d see the day when Cason became a pussy.” She steps up to me. “You think you can be good for her? Huh? Are you trying to show her that you can be the man she will want?” she demands. “We are just alike, Case. Damaged. Fucked up. And let me guess, you think she can save you?” She shakes her head with disgust. “Nothing can save you! You are a lying piece of shit who will get nothing but what you deserve, and Taylor is sure as hell not it.”


    My right hand shakes, and I have the urge to wrap my hand around her throat and squeeze until she passes out. But she would like it. And the only reason I want to is because she is telling the truth and the truth hurts. And she is right! I don’t deserve Taylor. I deserve someone like Rachel. A heartless bitch who uses people. Just like I do.


    “Get your ass back downstairs and do what I’m paying you to do,” I order.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    The last half of the night went just as bad as the first half. I am so fucking pissed at Case that I could slap him across his face. She said they had slept together three weeks ago. That’s been since I met him. Not since I have been with him sexually, but for sure since I met him. He lied to me. He said he had rules, yet he has been sleeping with Rachel? It doesn’t make any sense.


    The club lights come on and I thank the Lord it’s closing time. This day just needs to be over.


    I hear his voice as he calls out to Brecken, and I can’t help but look over at him on the stairs. Brecken meets him halfway and they talk for a few minutes. I sit down at the table I was cleaning off and just stare at them. I don’t look away when Case looks my way. I just hold his hard stare with narrowed, hateful eyes.


    Once they finish talking, he pats Brecken on the back and then finishes coming down the stairs. I realize he is coming straight for me, and I stand, needing to get away from him. I take off down the hallway, but as I go to enter the locker room, he grabs me from behind me and spins me around.


    “I would ask if your night got any better, but the fuck-you look you have already answered that question,” he says flatly.


    “You lied to me,” I blurt out not wanting to waste any time


    His face tightens as he places his mask on. The one that closes off all of his emotions from me. He’s too good at this.


    “I don’t know what you’re talking about …”


    “Don’t lie to me again,” I interrupt him. “Why would you sleep with Rachel?” I demand.


    He just stares down at me, and I feel my heart pound in my chest. He’s not gonna even try to deny it? “What makes you think …?”


    “She told me!” I shout furiously. “She told me that you and her fuck! Well, you and Brecken fuck her!” I cross my arms over my chest.


    “That bitch!” he growls as he looks down the long hallway. “She was playing me earlier.”


    “Playing you?” What is he talking about?


    He quits searching and looks back at me. “Yes!” he hisses. “She was in my office earlier.”


    My eyes widen. “What was she doing in your office, Case?” He opens his mouth, but I raise my hand. “Never mind. I already know what you do with women in your office.” I hate how much it hurts to know he had done the same thing with Rachel just hours ago.


    “It’s not what you think.” He lets out a cuss as he runs his hand through his dark hair.


    “You told me that you don’t sleep with your employees. Yet you slept with


    me, and obviously, Rachel. Or do you not really have that as a rule?” I demand.


    “It is a rule. I don’t fuck my employees,” he growls.


    “You fucked me!” I remind him in case he forgot. “And you fucked Rachel,” I snap.


    “Rachel is different,” he snaps back.


    My mouth falls open as I suck in a breath. “So what? She’s the exception to the rule. What was I? Just an opportunity?” My eyes start to sting, and I beg myself not to cry. Not like this. It’s just been sex. You know that! Don’t let it hurt so much.


    “You know that’s not the truth,” he says softer.


    He reaches out to touch me, but I take a step back. “I know you’ve lied. And I can’t believe anything you say.”


    Before he can say another word, I spin around and shove the back door open before slamming it shut. I just need some fresh air. Just need to get away from him. The alley is dark and somewhat cold for being the middle of summer. The wind whips my hair around and I push it behind my ear, but that doesn’t really work. I start to walk down the narrow alleyway, kicking a few rocks as I walk. Wishing they were Case’s head at the moment. Why did I let it get this far? Why did I think I could have sex without letting my emotions get in the way? I’m mad at him, but it’s my fault. I put myself in this situation. My eyes start to sting and a lump forms in my throat.


    And now that Rachel knows what Case and I have done, she is going to try her hardest to make it worse on me. She knows I like Case. Hell, I don’t know anyone who would sleep with someone they don’t like. I was just stupid enough to feel more for him and think he would open up to me.


    A cold chill rolls over my body, and I wrap my arms around myself. He can be such an ass at times. I continue to walk down the alleyway muttering to myself when I hear something behind me. I stop and turn around to look. It’s just me. I shiver as I feel a coldness creep up my spine. Turning back around, I start to walk again.


    How could he …?


    I hear something again. I turn back around. Nothing. “Case?” I call out. Still nothing. Uncrossing my arms, I place my hands on my hips, as my patience is getting thinner. “Cut it out, Case,” I snap. “This isn’t funny.” I reach up and wipe the single tear that runs down my cheek.


    A man steps out from behind a dumpster, and my heart starts to pound in my chest. “Case?” I ask hoping he’s playing some stupid game with me. I can’t tell if it’s him or not. It’s too dark where the man in standing and all I can see is a silhouette. “Case, stop,” I shout, my pulse racing.


    He just stands there, hands down to his side, hiding in the shadows. I let out a growl and decide to go to him. As soon as I take a step, another guy steps out from the other side of the alleyway.


    I come to a halt. Not Case. This isn’t Case at all.


    My hands start to shake and my breathing becomes ragged. I frantically start to try to think of an escape plan, but I have nothing. They are standing closer to the back door of the club than I am. And I’m never back here so I don’t really know where I could go. What else could I do? I could lie. “Stay back,” I yell, and my voice cracks. “I have mace.” I can barely see them, so they can’t see if I’m telling the truth or not. I hope.


    They both chuckle. A low and malicious chuckle that tells me either they don’t believe me or even if I did have it, it wouldn’t stop them. “You’re gonna need more than that, bitch.” He confirms my worse thoughts.


    The one on the right, who I think was the one who spoke, the silhouette of his hand disappears into the darkness. When it returns, there’s a knife in his hand. I can make out the outline from the old buzzing light behind him.


    For a second, I stop breathing and I’m frozen in place. I can’t beat them. Even from fifty yards away, I can see their huge size. Plus two against one is never fair if you ask me.


    So I do the only thing I can think to do. I spin around and run.


    Do you ever have those dreams where someone is chasing you and you’re running but you’re not getting anywhere? Your legs feel sluggish and heavy and you just wanna scream in frustration? Real life is nothing like that.


    I ran faster than I knew I was capable. The sound of my heart beating fills my own ears so loudly that I can’t hear anything else. I suck in breath after breath causing my throat to burn and an ache in my side. But I push through it, not wanting to face the consequences of giving up.


    I come up to the end of the club and there’s another alleyway; I can either continue on forward or turn right. A quick decision makes me turn right. I can see what is ahead and there is nothing there but more alley. Maybe if I go right, I can hide behind something or escape behind a door.


    But that hope is shattered the second I turn the corner and see nothing but alley. Damn Case for having his club in the middle of an industrial run-down part of town. I see a few dumpsters up ahead that sit outside of the abandoned warehouses, but they would find me if I stopped to hide in one of them. And then I would be easy prey.


    I refuse to look back to where they are. The only thing I can do is pray their size will slow them down, but they looked tall, meaning that one step probably equals two of mine. They’ve gotta be gaining on me. I suck in another breath and my hair whips in my face. I can see a street up ahead, and I pray to God that he lets me make it. I just need to be around people. Then the realization that it’s past two in the morning has my chest tightening.


    Just as I make it to the end of the alleyway, I’m hit from behind; my head snaps back as two arms wrap around my upper chest, preventing me from using my hands to catch my fall.


    I land on my side, scraping my skin on the concrete. I scream as I feel my bones ache and skin on my arm tear.


    I roll a couple of times from the momentum before I come to a stop on my stomach.


    I try to breathe, but the weight of the guy who landed on top of me from the fall is making it hard. I scream out a cry of help when I’m yanked to stand by my hair. Once on my shaky feet, I’m spun around. One of the guys grabs my arms and yanks them behind my back. He places his arm in the crease of my elbows to hold them in place behind my back. The other comes to stand in front of me.


    I try to shove the guy off me who has my arms, but his vise-like grip just pulls them farther back. And I cry out from the soreness in my body.


    The guy in front of me slaps his hand over my mouth, pushing my head into the chest of the guy who is holding me in place. The thought alone of his hand on my mouth makes me want to puke, forget the fact that they both smell like cigarettes and bourbon. I try to get a good look at him, but my eyes sting with unshed tears and he’s wearing a black mask.


    My chest rises and falls quickly as my heart continues to pound so hard I fear it may explode. The man in front of me raises the knife and I tense. Holding my breath, I close my eyes as the tears spill over my cheeks and I say a little prayer.


    “Let’s see what she has to offer,” the man in front of me says in excitement as if he’s about to open a present on Christmas morning. The man holding me chuckles, and I let out a muffled sob due to the man’s hand over my mouth.


    I feel cold steel on my exposed shoulder and another sob wracks my body. I can’t stop shaking as the knife runs down my shoulder and across my chest. I try to shake my head, to free my mouth from his hand, but he just digs his fingers into my cheeks causing more pain.


    God, please help me.


    He places the knife between my breasts above where my corset starts. I stop breathing as I prepare for him to stab me. But instead of piercing my skin, he pushes it downward. More tears run down my face at the sound of my corset tearing. I feel the night breeze on my exposed chest seconds before he removes his hand away from my mouth. I suck in air and then the man behind me releases my arms and shoves me forward and I lose my balance, falling down.


    I lie on the uneven, rocky concrete, topless and shaking to death as tears fall from my eyes as they laugh behind me. And I realize they’re not gonna kill me. Yet. They’re gonna play with me as if I’m a toy. And I have no way of fighting them off. My body is already shutting down on me. I’m desperate to survive. So I scream. I fill my lungs with everything I have and my chest hurts as if they just stabbed me. Then I let it all out.


    It’s cut off when what feels like a steel toe boot lands in my ribs, and I’m knocked to my back. Air. Gasping for air, I try to suck in but nothing. I need air. I try to breathe in again. Nothing. I roll back over and make my way up to my hands and knees. Frantically, I push up onto my knees as I hunch over, both hands now wrapped around my bare stomach. I’m shaking so hard my teeth are chattering.


    Please, Lord. Help me.


    I’m finally able to suck in a breath, but my lungs burn so bad I tremble as I try to take another one.


    As I sit hunched over on the concrete, I watch through tear filled eyes as their black boots move for them to stand in front of me.


    The one still holding the knife possessively grabs my chin so hard I’ll be surprised if I don’t have a bruise. If I live through this. He forces me to look up at


    them, and they are nothing but blurry blobs through my tears. Before I can even take another breath, he slaps me across my face with his free hand. The sting I feel is as if a hundred bees just stung me. I place my hands flat on the ground and spit several times, as the blood fills my mouth. The cold air that hits my face makes it burn.


    And just as if I’m back in one of those dreams, that you can’t seem to escape, my body starts to shut down. My arms go limp, my eyes grow heavy, and my mind turns foggy.


    I fall to the concrete, face first and lie there spread out in front of them. My shorts ripped and my corset is gone. My lungs burning and my face stinging. My chest aches and my head throbs. I just want the pain to go away. I have given up the fight; it’s not as if I was winning anyway. I close my eyes and welcome the coolness from the concrete to my aching body. The only part that feels warm is my right thigh and that’s only because of the blood that runs down it from when they tackled me to the ground while I was running. I shake uncontrollably as I just lie there.


    I whimper when my limp arm is lifted from the street and I’m hauled to my feet. When my legs give out, the man supports me as he shoves my back into a brick wall.


    He wraps his hand around my throat and I arch my back as he steals my breath. He lowers his head to mine. I cringe when he licks the tears off my face. “Tastes so good,” he mutters. “Gonna give up on us already?” he questions as his free hand slaps my outer thigh where it’s cut. “Come on, Taylor.” How does he know my name? “The best part is the fight. Watching you struggle.” He breathes on my face through the hole in his black mask. And I swallow down the bile that rises in my throat. I refuse to give them any more satisfaction.


    He loosens his hold on my throat, but still holds me in place by it. “Go to hell,” I rasp. There was no venom in my voice as I had hoped. It sounded more like acceptance. I am going to die in this alleyway. Topless. God, I hope no one tells my brother that part.


    He smiles. A cold and nasty smile as he runs his tongue over his nasty, crooked teeth.


    “I wanna know if you’re worth the risk …” He pushes his body into mine, and I feel his hardness against my stomach. My body shudders as I cry out. “A risk of losing everything.” He goes to lick my face again, but I turn my head. His hand tightens around my neck, cutting off my air. I try to kick him, but he just presses his body further into mine to prevent any movement.


    “I know we said you could go first … but I changed my mind,” he growls as he looks over his shoulder. He lets go of me all of a sudden and I drop to my knees as I take in a deep breath. The force from the drop shoots pain up my legs.


    “… Where did you go?” he demands.


    I look up through tears and notice the other guy is no longer with us. And I feel the first bit of relief. Maybe he got bored with me. Maybe he prefers blondes. Either way, I’m thankful I’m down to one.


    The man grabs me and yanks me to my feet. He pulls my back to his front and wraps his arm around my waist, pinning my arms to my side. “Don’t worry,” He whispers in my ear his voice a growl. “He’ll return. And when he does, we’ll start the fun stuff.”


    I moan in pain as he tightens his arm around my stomach, pressing on my ribs where one of them kicked me. I try to breathe in and out, but it’s hard. I try to scream out but there’s nothing there. He chuckles in my ear, and I shudder.


    He doesn’t speak again as he watches the alleyway. The only noise is the wind, and there’s very little light. I close my heavy eyes. I’m so tired; my body just wants to sleep.


    The guy behind me yanks me backward, and my eyes spring open. He starts to rattle off some curses and then places the knife on my neck with his free hand. I barely feel my heart speed up; my body is so weak.


    “Let her go.”


    A low cry rips from my lips when I hear a voice. A familiar voice. A very blurry shape is standing in the alleyway coming toward us. The closer he gets, the more I am able to make the person out. And it’s Case. Tears fill my eyes once again, but this time they’re happy tears. Finally. I’m gonna survive after all.


    “Where is he?” comes the demand from the guy holding me.


    “Dead,” comes Case’s cold voice. “Like you’re gonna be.” He comes to a stop a little ways in front of us. My vision starts to clear, and I see him standing there. Blood covers his clothes, but I know it’s not his. He wouldn’t be able to stand if it was.


    His eyes meet mine, and I see the guilt in them from our earlier fight. He thinks I wouldn’t be in this position if we hadn’t fought. But there’s no way to prove that. “Case …?” The guy behind me yanks me back another step cutting off what I was about to say to him.


    Case’s eyes look me up and down, assessing the damage, I believe. They darken when they settle on my bare breasts. I feel so ashamed. I don’t want him to see me like this. So helpless. So I close my eyes.


    “Stay back,” the man behind me snaps. “Or I’ll kill her.” I feel him shifting around, and then I feel the cold steel on my neck for the second time tonight. “I’ll kill her,” he screams desperately.


    I feel the knife cut into my neck and then warm liquid runs down my chest. Thanks to either my adrenaline or my body giving up, I don’t feel much of the pain. Just a throbbing sensation.


    “Taylor,” Case demands. “Open your eyes and look at me.”


    I open them slowly and fix them on his. My eyes are heavy and all I see are shadows. “Just hang on,” he says softly. I wish I could nod, but that isn’t an option as the knife is at my throat.


    He then looks at the guy behind me with thinned lips, flared nostrils, and narrowed eyes. His chest rises and falls quickly. He looks like a dark angel who has come to rescue me from hell. “Let her go now. I’ll let you spend the rest of your life in jail. If you don’t, I’ll kill you right where you stand.” He lifts his right hand and there’s a gun in it. My body trembles once again. I know he has it pointed at the guy behind me, but it looks like I’m staring right at it.


    “You shoot me, I kill her,” the man snaps.


    The knife goes in a little deeper, and this time, I feel a sharp stinging pain. I scream out as it cuts my neck. I hear Case yell something and then a really loud bang goes off, so loud my ears ring. The man's arm releases my waist and my shaky legs can’t hold me up. I fall as I close my eyes; I don’t try to open them. I just want it over.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


    


    CASE


    


    I watch the bullet I just fired hit the man right in the head. It snaps back as he falls to his back. I start to run as soon I see Taylor start to fall. I barely catch her in time before her head hits the concrete. Her eyes are closed, and her body lies motionless. I hold my breath as I check for a pulse. I relax when I feel how strong it is.


    “Taylor?” I yell as I rip my shirt up and over my head. I then press it to her neck to stop the bleeding. “Taylor?” I repeat myself. No response. Probably better off that way. I’d rather her be alive and passed out, then be awake and in pain.


    “Case?”


    I look up to see Brecken standing in front of me. “It’s done,” he announces before he looks down to her. “Is she …?”


    “Call Doc,” I bark. “Tell him to meet me at the club and to bring everything he can fit into his car.”


    I place my hands underneath her and lift her. I press her neck up against my arm, my shirt still in place to help stop the bleeding as I carry her very exposed body back to the club.


    I breathe heavily as I carry her limp body in my arms. My heart races and my mind wanders to what I’ve done. From the second I saw her, I’ve wanted to keep her out of harm’s way, but our fight tonight did just the opposite. A fight over Rachel no less.


    “He’s on his way,” Brecken announces as he places his phone in the back of his pocket. “What if she ...?”


    “Shut up,” I snap as I look down at her. Her features are soft as her head turns to the side, her hair covering half of it. “She’s gonna be fine,” I assure myself.


    He holds the back door open for me, and I run with her as I make my way up to my apartment. As soon as I lay her down on my bed, I hear Doc in the hallway speaking to Brecken. “What happened?” he demands when he walks into my room.


    “She passed out,” I inform him. “Her neck needs stitches.”


    “She needs a hospital,” he argues.


    I shake my head. “No.” Hospitals have records. They make you do paperwork that conceals all of your personal information. I need to know if this was meant for her or if she was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.


    “But ...”


    “But nothing. Either you give her the proper treatment that she needs right here in this room, or I find someone who will,” I shout.


    


    ***


    


    I sit on the side of the bed as I watch Doc finish the stitches on her neck. It ended up costing her ten. She also needed some on her upper arm and her outer thigh. But other than that, everything seems to be fine.


    “I need you to stay until she wakes.”


    He looks around the bedroom as if to ask me where he would stay. “I have a guest room. Once she wakes, I need her to tell us where she hurts. Then we can decide if she needs further treatment.” Who knows what happened to her while they had a hold of her. She may have a concussion. Broken ribs. Internal bleeding. The gashes and bruises are visible to the eye. So much more could be happening underneath her skin. But we’ll have to wait to find out. I lift my comforter up to her neck to shield her body.


    There’s a knock on my bedroom door and then it opens slowly. “I’m ready for you,” Brecken announces, popping his head in.


    I nod my head as I stand from the bed. I slap Doc on the shoulder on my way out. “Make yourself comfortable.”


    Following Brecken, we make our way down to the club floor. Then we walk down the hallway that leads us to the bathrooms and the private rooms. He comes to a stop at the one marked SLOTH, and I almost smile.


    He pushes the door open for me, and I walk in. A man lies on the floor, face up. The second he sees me, he tries to jump to his feet. The broken ribs I gave him earlier in that alleyway prevent him from moving as fast as he wants.


    “Who the hell are you?” he demands.


    “Not important.” I look over at Brecken. “Go keep an eye on her, will you? I got this here.” Then I turn to face our guest.


    He doesn’t respond, but the sound of the door opening and closing lets me know he is following orders.


    “Where’s the other man I was with?” he rasps, holding his side.


    I arch an eyebrow. “Don’t want to speak his name?”


    “Fuck you,” he spits out.


    Just looking at the motherfucker makes me want to pull my gun out from the waistband of my jeans and shoot him dead, but I need answers. “You fucked with a woman. My woman. Now, I’m going to fuck with you,” I say truthfully.


    “You think you fucking own this town,” he growls. “But you don’t. People are on to you.” Thought he didn’t know who I am? Doesn’t really matter what he knows.


    I ignore him. He wants me distracted, and it’s not gonna work. His dark gray eyes dart around the room as blood runs down the side of his head from the wound I gave him when I jumped him in the alleyway. The first thing I did was rip that fucking facemask off him to see if I knew who it was. No such luck. “Now, I’m going to ask you a question. Every time you refuse to answer, I’m gonna break something. Deal?”


    “You’re crazy,” he says in a high pitch voice as he starts to back up.


    I shake my head back and forth in disappointment. “That was a question.” I close the space between us in the next second and punch him in the side of his face. He falls back, tripping over the coffee table as he falls to the floor grabbing his nose. “That’s one,” I say, knowing that I just broke his nose. I shake off the sting in my hand.


    “Next question.” I watch as he rolls around crying out like a child. “Why her?”


    He takes in a few deep breaths. “I could ask you the same question,” he grounds out. “She seemed like such a high-maintenance bitch …”


    I pull him up by his arm, spin him around, and kick the back of his knee. He screams like a bitch as he falls to his knees and I shove his head down onto the coffee table with my free hand. Pulling his arm behind his back, he lets out a scream so loud it has my ears ringing. I smile when I feel the pop in his arm from bending it at this angle.


    I let go of him and step away as he rolls off the coffee table and onto the floor screaming out in agony.


    I breathe heavily. “Same question. If you don’t answer, I’ll break two bones.” A part of me wants him to keep his mouth shut. I’ve killed a man with my bare hands before, and I have no problem doing it to this sick bastard as well.


    He moans as he holds his arm to his chest. Babying the one I just broke. “Okay then.” I pull my foot back about to kick him in the ribs when he holds up his uninjured arm. “Wait,” he shouts before taking a few deep breaths. “I got a phone call earlier this evening. I don’t know who it was. They just offered me a job. Said that it involved you …”


    “What about me?” I demand.


    “There’s a buyer who wants you out of the equation. Feels if you’re out of the way, your loyal customers will go to them.”


    “What does that have to do with Taylor?” I snap. “What the fuck did you want with her?” I roar fisting my hands down my sides. I see nothing but red right now.


    He swallows. “We weren’t going to kill her. Just fuck with her as a warning.” He leans over as his chest heaves.


    Motherfucker! I bend down next to him. “Fuck with her how?” I ask gripping his blond tips.


    He looks up at me, his gray eyes puffy. His dingy teeth covered red with blood that drips down the side of his lips. “They didn’t say …”


    I rip his head back, and his mouth opens wide but no scream comes out this time. My nostrils flare as I’m tired of this fucking game. “I’ll rephrase the question. What were you planning to do to her?” I demand.


    I watch his neck work as he tries to swallow, which is kinda hard for him to do with his neck yanked back at this angle. “I wasn’t gonna kill her. I promise,” he all but sobs. “Just cut her up a little bit …”


    “Fucking bastard.” I spit in his face. “And then what?” They had cut her top off her. They were going to do more than cut her up. They were going to destroy her. That thought has me bringing my other hand and wrapping it around his neck.


    I smile when I feel his pulse race under my hand. You had better be scared, you son of a bitch. “Leave her on the back porch for you to find her in the morning,” he rasps.


    I let go of his neck and with my hand that’s still in his hair, I shove his face down to the floor as I growl like a fucking beast. They were going to leave her on the back porch like fucking trash to be picked up, like a wounded dog left to be found. I’ll show him how you treat trash, all right. He rolls onto his back with a dazed look in his eyes. “Thanks for the cooperation. I’ll now answer your question. Your friend is dead! I shot him!” He whimpers. “But I’m gonna let you live,” I say, and he moans this times in pain. I wish Taylor were here to see it. To see how easily he cracked. “But we’re not done …” I stand and look down on him. “First, I’m going to break your jaw so you can’t go and run your mouth, and then your other arm.” I shrug carelessly. “Maybe both of your legs.” He cries out at that. “Once you’re released from the hospital, you’re going to jail.”


    I sit in my office by myself as I go over what happened tonight. Shit just keeps getting deeper and deeper. Taylor had ended … whatever the hell we were doing, and she had every right to. I haven’t been honest with her. Then, of course, Rachel had to go and run her mouth about what she and I have done, and it just caused even more fucking problems. I’ll never forget the look on her face when I told her that Rachel was different. It hurt her to think I could hold Rachel on a higher level than her, no matter how untrue it was. I was just mad at Taylor. Mad at her for not listening to me. For not trusting me. Now, I see why she didn’t.


    A ringing sound gets my attention. I look down at the bottom drawer of my desk. I dig the keys out of my pocket, unlock it, and grab the iPhone lit up with BOSS written across it.


    “Hello?” I ask with a sigh.


    “What in the hell do you think you’re doing?” Jones yells into my ear.


    I sit back in my seat, running a hand through my hair. I knew this call was gonna come eventually. “What needed to be done.”


    “Case,” he growls. “There are rules for a reason. And you’re ignoring them. All for a piece of ass!”


    “I am not,” I defend myself, but he has a point. And he is right. Isn’t he? I would have saved any woman in the position I found Taylor in. Would I have killed one without question? No, I have to admit that was due to the terror I felt when she screamed out in pain. The way my heart had beat in my chest as I watched the blood drip down her exposed chest. I snapped and shot him without thought. He deserved a more torturous death, but I don’t regret it. And the second guy? Would I have brought him back to my place of business, my home, just to beat the truth out of him? Maybe not. I can’t say. But I don’t regret that either.


    “I thought I told you to fucking end it when I saw you earlier today? This is not ending it! This is making it worse.”


    “You think I fucking had this planned?” I growl. “You think I wanted her to get hurt?” My voice begins to rise. “You think I wanted to fucking kill someone? I did what was right, and if you have a problem with that, then fucking fire me!” I finish with a shout, now standing.


    He sighs heavily and takes a few seconds to respond. “I just need to know that when it comes down to it, you can do what must be done.” Click.


    I fall down into my seat and take a deep breath as I run a hand over my forehead. He acts as if I have a choice. I knew what I needed to do when I started this job. Get in, get answers, and get out. But can I do that now? I had been one hundred percent honest when I told her she was mine. How do I let her go now? Especially since I now know someone is after her.


    Tonight, I felt like she was being taken, ripped from me. I refuse to let someone take away what is mine. And she is mine. How will I be able to walk away myself?


    My door opens and in walks Brecken. Blood covers his black security shirt, and he has a bar rag in his hands as he wipes the blood from them. “It’s done.”


    “Thanks,” I mumble.


    He starts to leave but turns back to face me. “Thigs are getting too deep,” he says softly. “I think it’s time you tell her the truth.”


    I shake my head. I’m so tired of people telling me what they think I should do. “She’ll run. And tonight proved that she needs to stay with me at all times.”


    He sighs heavily. “What are you doing, Case?” He frowns as he tucks the now bloody bar towel in the back pocket of his jeans. “This isn’t you.”


    “If you’re referring to the man I killed tonight, save it. He wasn’t the first guy I killed, and he won’t be the last.”


    He frowns. “That’s not what I’m referring to. How far are you going to let this go …”


    “I don’t know,” I snap interrupting him. “But when I decide, I’ll make sure you’re the first to know,” I say sarcastically.


    “Well, I’ll make sure to say I told you so when it blows up in your face,” he replies just as bitchy as he waltzes out of my office.


    After Brecken leaves, I make my way upstairs to my bedroom. Even though she is still asleep, I make sure to be quiet, not wanting to wake her. I pull another bloody shirt up and over my head for the second time tonight as I walk over to my bathroom. Shutting the door behind me, I turn on the shower and let it warm up as I take my jeans and boxers off.


    Once ready, I step in and shut the door behind me. I finally wash off the blood that covers my body—some from Taylor and some from the men who attacked her. The memory of that man holding her against her will with a knife against her neck has stained my mind. And it makes me think of Nicole. Was it like that for her? Did she cry out and beg me to save her? How long was she in pain? Is she still alive to this day? So many questions are unanswered. So many things I need to dig to find. I need to be there for Taylor as I should have been for Nicole. And if I tell Taylor the truth, she’ll run.


    I can’t do what Brecken said. He knows it can’t happen yet. But things do need to change. And I know exactly what needs to change.


    I get out of the shower, dry off, and look over at the bedroom. I slip on a pair of boxers and then crawl into bed next to her. She lets out a little whimper as she shifts in her sleep.


    “Taylor, baby?” I ask, gently touching her warm arm. I watch her chest rise and fall through one of my t-shirts I dressed her in and I sigh heavily. This is all my fault. And I don’t know how to apologize for it.


    She moves again, and I know that her pain meds from Doc earlier are starting to wear off. “Case?” her voice rasps.


    I feel my heart break as I look at the handprint mark on her neck, and I wish I would have killed the guy I let Brecken turn over to the cops. The bastard is now in the hospital on pain meds himself. And that thought pisses me off; he deserves to feel every broken bone I gave him. “I’m right here, sweetheart.” I place a soft kiss on her cheek, making sure not to touch the bruise from where one of them slapped her. I hope it was the guy I killed.


    She tilts her head to me and her eyes slowly open. Closing and reopening them a few times. “Where am I?” she whispers.


    “You’re at my place.” Where you’re going to stay.


    “I need … to go home.” She lets out a little moan as she shifts, trying to get comfortable.


    I shake my head. “You need to stay here, Taylor. I have a doctor in the other room, and he’s going to take care of you.”


    She sighs heavily, and I know I’ve won. She’s too tired to argue with me. “Are you in any pain?” I ask


    She swallows and shifts on her back. “No. Just tired.”


    I lean over and give her a soft kiss on her lips, but she doesn’t act on it. “Get some sleep, baby.”

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I wake to darkness. And the first thing I notice is how my body aches and my head pounds. I’ve only ever been hung over three times since I’ve turned twenty-one, and one of those times was just days ago after Case and I went to that club. This feels kind of like that but worse.


    I sit up and place my hand on my forehead. Did I drink last night? I think back to what I remember and my fight with Case comes to mind. Then snapping at Rachel. My brother showing up. Another fight with Case. Then me walking out the back door …


    I shove the covers off me and try to run to the bathroom, but I gasp at the pain that shoots through my body. I quickly look over at the bed where Case sleeps and let out a shaky breath when I see I didn’t wake him. I quietly and slowly finish making my way to the bathroom. I turn on the light as I shove the door shut. I gasp when I get a look at myself in the mirror. I have a bruise under my right eye and a white bandage on my neck. I pull up an overly large shirt that I know must be Case’s and my eyes widen as I take in the bruise on my side. That’s where the guy kicked me. I drop the shirt and my hands start to shake. I remember Case showing up and lifting a gun … did he shoot that guy? The man had asked where his friend was. Case had said dead … Did he kill him too?


    I reach up and softly touch the handprint mark of the man who wrapped his hand around my throat. I swallow thickly. For as bad as I look, I don’t feel as bad as I should. I’m lucky. I’m very lucky Case saved me.


    “Taylor?”


    I look over to my right and hiss in a breath at the pain that shoots up my neck. I moved too fast.


    “Taylor?” Case’s voice is frantic. “Where the hell did she go?” he demands.


    “I’m in here,” I say, reaching up to touch the white bandage on my neck as it pulls at my skin.


    He comes barging into the bathroom making the door bang against the wall. I flinch. “Jesus Christ,” he hisses, jaw tight and standing there in his boxers. “You scared the fuck out of me.” He walks over to me. “What happened?” he asks as he watches me grab my neck.


    “I’m fine.” He pulls my hand away and examines it. “I just moved it too fast,” I inform him softly.


    He lets out a heavy sigh as he stares down at me, his eyes softening. “Why are you out of bed? You need to rest.”


    “I had to use the restroom,” I lie softly.


    His dark blue eyes look into mine, and I look away. For some reason, I feel ashamed of last night. He saw me shirtless with another man. He stood there, staring at me with hatred in his eyes. He had lifted a gun …? “Case.” I lick my lips nervously. “Did you shoot that guy?” I need to know what happened because for some reason I don’t remember.


    “Yes,” he says with no hesitation.


    I lower my eyes to look down at my hands. “Is he dead?” I whisper.


    “Yes.” No hesitation again.


    My head snaps up to him, and I hiss in another breath at the movement. “You need to take it slow,” he orders through clenched teeth.


    How can I think about taking it slow when he killed a man? I narrow my eyes on him. “And the other one? You had said you killed him too?”


    He runs a hand through his hair, and it makes the muscles in his arms and stomach flex. I can feel the tension rolling off him. “No. But that doesn’t mean he didn’t deserve death as a punishment.”


    He saved me. He killed another man in order to save me, yet I don’t feel happy about that. “I need to leave,” I state.


    “You need to stay here with me.”


    “I don’t want to stay here.” All of a sudden, I don’t feel safe here. I don’t want to walk around a packed and noisy club tonight and wait on people while they get shitfaced. The bruises and cuts on my face are enough to scare them.


    He hangs his head, and after a few long seconds, he lifts it back to look at me. “Do you want me to take you home?”


    I turn to face myself in the mirror and sigh. “I can’t go home.” If Blane sees me like this, he will freak.


    Case comes to stand behind me. He gently wraps his arms around my waist as he sets his chin on my shoulder and looks at me through the mirror. “Let me take you away from here.”


    “You don’t have to do that …” He’s done enough for me.


    “I want to.” He pulls away from me and slowly spins me around to face him. It’s as if I’m all of a sudden made of glass. He reaches up and places his hands on my hips. “I wanna be alone with you. Not here at the club. Not where others can find us and bother us. I want to be alone with you. Just you and me.”


    “Where would we go?” I question confused. “We can’t go to my house. Blane doesn’t know about us,”


    He gives me a big smile. “Let me take care of it.”


    “But I don’t have any clothes …”


    “Trust me.” He leans down and kisses my forehead gently. “You don’t need any clothes.” And with that, he pulls away and walks out of his bathroom. I take one long last look at myself in the mirror and sigh. What have I gotten myself into?


    Case called Brecken and asked him if he could take care of the club for a couple of nights without him. Brecken sounded offended he would even ask and told him to get me away from here and get some rest himself.


    Case had some guy by the name of Doc come into his room and check me out one last time while he packed us a bag. He said I didn’t need to get any of my clothes, but he had packed me a few pairs of his sweatpants and a couple of t-shirts for me to lounge in for the next couple of days. Doc examined me and asked how I felt. I told him that other than being a little sore, I felt pretty good.


    We were walking out of the back of the club within thirty minutes. “Where are we going?” I ask as we pull out of the parking lot of Seven Deadly Sins.


    “I’m taking you downtown. We are going to spend a few days in a hotel.” He looks to the side and throws me a soft smile.


    I return it with a small smile of my own and then lie back in the passenger seat and enjoy the ride to downtown.


    


    ***


    


    He holds the door open to our hotel room for me and I walk in with a mumbled thank you. I take a long look around at the suite he got us. I tried to tell him downstairs that we didn’t need anything special—just a bed—but he wasn’t having it. So I’m not surprised to see a large living room with a couch and loveseat, a small kitchenette to the right, and a hallway leading to the master suite.


    I walk into the bedroom and look over the king-size bed that sits back against the far wall. The white comforter looks as white as snow with the rich purple pillows. I look to the left and see a big window with the same color of purple drapes pulled open. I walk over to it and look down over the city. It’s almost frightening how high up we are. It also doesn’t help that I’m afraid of heights.


    “Taylor?” I turn around to see Case standing in the doorway of the bathroom. “Would you like to take a nap?”


    I shake my head, wrapping my arms around myself. “I wanna take a bath.” I feel so dirty. The thought of those men having their hands on me makes a shiver run down my spine.


    He nods once and then turns around to go to the bathroom. Moments later, I hear the water come on. I take a deep breath as I walk into it. He sits on the side of the Jacuzzi tub in his dark blue jeans and a simple white cotton t-shirt as he leans over to check the temperature. “How do you like your water?” he asks not turning around to face me.


    “Hot.” The hotter the better.


    He reaches up, adjusts the knobs, and then places his hand back under the water. Once he is satisfied, he turns to face me. Without a word, he reaches for the hem of his shirt that I’m wearing and starts to pull it up. I slap his hand away from it and take a step back from him. My heart now racing.


    “What’s wrong?” he asks with a frown.


    I look around the overly large bathroom quickly to avoid his eyes. “I … I wanna be left alone.” I swallow nervously as I feel the tears start to sting my eyes.


    “I just wanna help you,” he says softly.


    A tear slides down my cheek, and he takes a step to me, closing the space between us. “Taylor, baby. Talk to me.” He reaches up and rubs it away with his thumb.


    I wrap my arms around myself once again. My head starts to ache again as I think about last night. “I don’t want you to see me,” I whisper as my chest tightens.


    I take the chance to look up at him and his brows are pulled together, that frown still on his face. “I don’t understand.” He shakes his head once.


    I drop my head to look down at his sweatpants that are so long for me, they cover up my shoes. “I saw how you looked at me.” A knot forms in my throat. “When you saw me in the alley last night.” I swallow thickly. “I’m ashamed,” I whisper as another tear runs down my face.


    Two strong arms wrap around my shoulders at that next moment, pulling my body into his. A sob escapes me causing my body to shake. He bends his head down to mine. He moves one hand to hold my head against his chest while the other strong hand runs up and down my back. “I’m so sorry, baby,” he says with a heavy sigh and another sob comes out of me.


    I don’t know why he’s apologizing; it’s not his fault those guys jumped me. “I’m so sorry, Case,” I cry, soaking his white shirt with my tears. “I tried … I tried to get away.” My body failed me. I just wasn’t strong enough. And at one point, I had even given up.


    “Oh, baby.” He tightens his arms around me as his chest rises and falls quickly. I suck in a breath from the pain his arms are causing my body. I’m still so sore.


    He pulls away from me quickly and grabs my hand. He pulls me over to the tub and he sits down on the side of it as he places his hands on either side of my face. “Listen to me, Taylor.” His voice is rough with emotion. Hate heats his dark blue eyes, and it just makes me cry harder. “There is nothing for you to be ashamed of. You did nothing wrong. Do you understand?” he demands. “Nothing!”


    “But …”


    “But nothing!” he snaps interrupting me. I suck in another deep breath trying to calm my racing heart and stop the tears that continue to fall. “You did nothing wrong,” he repeats. “If you want me to leave so you can take a bath by yourself, then I will understand. But ask me to leave because you’re mad at me, not because you are ashamed of yourself.” His hand falls from my face, and he lets out a long sigh.


    “Why would I be mad at you?” I ask through the tears.


    He sighs heavily as he runs a hand through his dark hair. “Because it’s my fault. I should have never yelled at you.” He stands quickly and gives me his back as he turns to face the door. “I should have never let you go outside …”


    I grab his hand, and he turns to face me. “It wasn’t your fault,” I say shaking my head and it intensifies my headache. “Case, you saved me,” I say reaching up and place my hand on his wet shirt. My tears have it clinging to his chest, and I can see his strained muscles through it.


    “You wouldn’t have needed to be saved if I hadn’t put you in danger,” he growls through gritted teeth.


    “I should have never asked about Rachel,” I say in all honesty. “What you did in the past is none of my business.” He keeps telling me that, but I just can’t keep from asking.


    He reaches up and runs a hand over his unshaven face, and I feel my body start to relax. I love that sound. “After you’re done with your bath, I will tell you all about Rachel.” He turns to leave the bathroom, and I find myself reaching out for him again. Needing him to be with me. Needing him to calm me. That is why I left Seven Deadly Sins, to be alone with him. I pushed him away just yesterday and look what happened. I need him by me.


    “Please stay?” I beg softly.


    He turns to face me. His face wearing mixed emotions. “You don’t want me…”


    “I do,” I interrupt him. He stands there, his dark blue eyes looking down into mine. I quickly wipe what tears I have left off my face and take a deep breath. With my heart still pounding against my chest, I reach down, grab the hem of his shirt, and pull it up and off. I let it fall to the floor and I bite the inside of my cheek as his eyes drop to my breasts. They fall lower to my stomach and then trace the bruise on my right side. I watch nervously as his eyes take in every inch of me. His jaw twitches, and his Adam's apple bobs as he swallows thickly. He fists his hands down by his side, and I feel that knot in my throat return. It’s as if he’s seeing me again for the first time naked, but only this time, he doesn’t like what he sees. I know I’m ugly. I have bruises and scratches all over me. And my legs look even worse than my upper half.


    “I know.” I speak when he just stands there looking down at me. “I look hideous,” I whisper only imagining what he must be thinking.


    His dark blue eyes lift to meet mine. “No!” He shakes his head. “You look like a woman who I almost lost.” He closes the few spaces between us. “And you look like a woman who is giving a man another chance when he doesn’t deserve it.” His eyes search mine as he runs his hand through my messy hair. “I won’t let you down again, Taylor. I promise you. I would die before I let anything else happen to you.” Then he lowers his lips down to mine giving me a soft kiss on my lips, making tears sting my eyes for another reason.


    


    ***


    


    Case stayed in the bathroom and helped me out of his sweatpants. He helped me into the tub, and before I could even ask what he was doing, he started undressing. I scooted forward for him to get in behind me. With a sigh, I laid my back against his muscular chest. I closed my eyes and silently thanked him for getting the suite. I’m not sure all the other rooms came with a tub big enough for the both of us.


    His muscles flex against my back as I feel him shift. Moments later, I hear the sound of him pouring something into his hand. I let out a long sigh when I feel his hands on my upper arms rubbing soap on my skin, careful on the bruised areas.


    “Thank you,” I whisper.


    “For what?” His chest vibrates with his deep voice.


    “For everything you’ve done for me.” I think back now to the very first time I saw him in Seven Deadly Sins that first night with my brother. Who knew someone who seemed like a monster could be so caring.


    “No need to thank me.” He removes his hands, and I hear him putting more soap on his hands. Moments later, he’s rubbing my shoulders. A moan escapes my lips. “I’m sorry what I said about Rachel.”


    My eyes spring open, and I look at the black tiled wall in front of me. I wanted to enjoy this bath, but I do want to know more about Rachel.


    I shrug as if it doesn’t bother me. But it does and he knows it. “I was dumb to think you really had rules in the first place,” I say honestly. He may have saved my life, but he still lied to me.


    “Taylor.” He sighs. “I do have rules. They have just never applied to Rachel.”


    “Because she’s special,” I say matter-of-factly. His hands dig deeper into my shoulders as he massages them with the soap. I refuse to moan while we talk about Rachel.


    “No,” he says softly. “She’s not special, just different. Brecken and I knew her long before we opened the club.”


    I hold my left hand up to stop him. “She told me all that I needed to know.” Just thinking about her sleeping with him has my body breaking out in hives.


    “What all did she say?” He moves his hands down to my upper arms, and I feel my body turn to jelly. God, his hands are amazing.


    I sigh, and it sounds sexual. I feel his chest move as he chuckles lightly. Think, Taylor. Rachel … “Well, to be honest it was weird. She had guessed that we were sleeping together before our shift even started. And then Blane showed up…”


    “Blane was at the club?” he interrupts me in surprise, and I frown as he quits massaging my arms.


    I move them in an attempt for him to keep going. Thankfully, he does. “Uh-huh,” I mumble. “Savannah was helping me get dressed for work in my bedroom when the news came on and I freaked out when they showed that Rox guy in handcuffs. I just bolted out of the house after you didn’t answer my call. Well, I guess she told him about it, and he came up to the club to check on me. Rachel ran into us in the hallway and she laid it on thick for him right there, letting him know just how much she wanted him. I told her he was taken and then he introduced himself. She started acting weird.”


    “Weird how?” he wonders as he lowers his hands down to my forearms.


    “I’m not sure how to describe it.” I lick my lips. “She just looked at him in shock for a few minutes. Then she walked off and went back into the locker room. After I had told Blane bye, I walked in after her. She was hanging up her phone and then she just started blurting out everything about you and Brecken having your way with her.” His hands stop once again, and I sigh not liking that we have to talk about this while we’re naked in the bathtub. “She told me that I can’t be what you want. And then she just left,” I finish.


    “It’s not what you think …” he says quickly.


    “Do you love her?” I hate that I asked it, but I’d hate myself more if I didn’t. I need to know where she stands. I don’t know why; it’s not as if we have a future together.


    “No,” he says as his hands stop. “Why would you ask that?” he asks softly.


    I feel my chest tighten. Is he telling the truth? I shouldn’t have asked. “Why wouldn’t you?” I ask seriously. “I mean yeah, she’s a bitch to me, but she’s beautiful,” I whisper. I know nothing about her except she hates me and she obviously has a thing for him.


    Without warning, he stands from behind me and steps over me. He turns to face me and plops down in front of me. The water rises over the tub and spills onto the tiled floor. He spreads my legs as he fits himself between them. “Case.” I squeal as he has me straddle him and pulls me close to him.


    He places his now wet hands very gently on either side of my face as his dark blue eyes search mine. “She is beautiful.” He agrees with me, and it makes my already sore chest tighten. “But she has nothing on you.”


    I smile shyly but roll my eyes. “You don’t have to sweet talk me to get into my pants. You’ve already gotten that far with me.”


    “You still think this is about sex?” he questions confused.


    “I don’t know what it’s about.” I let out a long breath. “One minute, I was so mad at you I couldn’t see straight. And then the next, I was praying you would come and save me.” I mumble the last part as I lower my eyes to his defined chest and stomach. “You killed a man for me.”


    “Taylor.” I look up at him. “I could tell you I’m sorry till I’m blue in the face, but it won’t change what happened to you. But I can promise you that they paid for what they did. I wish I could have killed that one guy slower than just shooting him, but at that very second, all I was thinking about was to get him away from you.” His left thumb softly rubs my cheek. “I don’t know what I’d do if they would have taken you from me.” Taken? Is that what they wanted to do to me?


    “How did you know to come after me?” I ask softly.


    “I wanted to apologize. The night had just been going bad, and I didn’t want to fight with you anymore. I was coming over to apologize to you when we were closing when you brought up Rachel. I wasn’t mad at you, but at her for even saying anything. When you ran out, my cell phone rang. I answered it, planning to give you a few minutes to calm down. But there was no one there. So I hung up and then went out the back. You were already gone. As I started to walk back inside the door, I heard you scream. I yelled for Brecken, and he came running out the back with me. The one guy heard us and came for us. He had a gun, but we managed to stop him before he got a shot off. Brecken took him to the club while I continued on to find you.” His eyes look deeply into mine. “I thought I had lost you,” he whispers. “Then when I saw you standing there …” He swallows thickly. “When I saw that a man had his hands on you. The way your body shook with fear. It was then I realized what I had to lose.” I take a deep breath. “I knew right then and there I would do whatever it took to keep you.” He lowers his forehead to mine. “I couldn’t breathe,” he says softly. “Watching you stand there, exposed to the world. When you closed your eyes, I thought you were dying. I just remember thinking I had to kill him. I had to save you. I couldn’t fail.” I place my hands on his chest and his heart pounds beneath them.


    “I thought I was gonna die,” I admit softly.


    “I wouldn’t have let you,” he replies just as softly.


    I lift my head where my lips brush his. His hands slide into my hair, and he opens his mouth for me. I slide my tongue between his lips, and I moan when his tongue reaches mine. Opening my mouth wider, he deepens the kiss and it takes my breath away. The memory of last night momentarily gone. The fear I felt washed away. The concern of falling for him and getting my heart broken no longer mattered. Because I’m afraid I’m already there.


    


    


    CASE


    


    She moans into my mouth and my cock hardens knowing I can make her feel this way. Even after everything she went through last night and the pain her body must still feel, she still wants me. My hands tighten in her hair, and she gasps into my mouth. I can’t help but demand more from her.


    I’m sick! This I know. I want her to fall for me. I need her to want me as much as she needs her next breath—that’s how I feel about her. This woman has quickly become my addiction. Forget the drugs. The money. Hell, forget the fucking club that is my livelihood. She is all I need. She makes me want to leave it all behind for a better life. For a better future. She brings me to my knees in the worse possible way. And I can’t help but like it. I can’t help but crave it.


    Just remembering her last night with another man's hands on her body while tears ran down her face has me kissing her roughly. Not only reminding her that she belongs to me, but also reminding myself. She’s yours! Her gasps and moans only fuel my body that is already on fire for her.


    She pulls away quickly sucking in a few deep breaths. “Sorry.” My voice is rough with need, and she places her hand on my chest as if to keep me back like a dog in heat. She does that to me.


    “It’s okay.” She breathes heavily.


    I shake my head. “It’s not. You’re still sore.” She was just attacked, you bastard. She still has the white bandage on her neck to prove it. I look down at it, and my chest tightens for her. The memory of me holding my shirt to her neck while I looked down at her limp body takes my breath away. You could have lost her! But you saved her. Only because I had to. I know she would be much better off without me. But I can’t make myself let her go.


    I shoot to my feet. “I’ll let you finish,” I announce as I step out of the tub. I grab a thick white towel off the towel rack and quickly wrap it around my hips to hide my hard cock from her. Now is not the time for this. She already thinks that’s all I want for her. A fuck! I wish that were all I wanted from her. I’ve wanted plenty of women that way in the past, and once I had them, I left. So why haven’t I done that with her? Because she makes me feel alive. Plain and simple. She has the power to kill me, but I need to cross that line in order to feel alive. I walk out of the bathroom and close the door behind me to give her privacy.


    


    ***


    


    I stand in our bedroom drinking a bottle of scotch from the mini bar and looking out over the lights of the city when I hear the bathroom door open. She’s been in there for over thirty minutes now.


    I don’t dare turn and face her. My cock is still hard, and my mind is still in the gutter. I need to give her space. When she said she needed to get away from the club, I was quick to offer to take her anywhere she needed to go. Then after I looked at her and could see how lost she felt, I refused to leave her side. A hotel was the first thing that came to mind. Now, I’m not so sure staying here with her was such a good idea.


    I lift the little bottle and drink what’s left. After placing it on the dresser, I turn to face her. She stands by the side of the bed, her hands gripping the towel as she holds it around herself. “I’ll sleep on the couch. Let me know if you need anything.” I watch as her face falls in disappointment that I’m not going to be sleeping in the same bed with her. It’s for the best!


    I walk over to the door, and she darts from the bed, standing in front of me, blocking my exit. “I can’t stay in here with you,” I say honestly. Just the fact only a towel separates me from seeing her beautiful body has my hands twitching.


    “Why not?” she asks softly.


    “Because you need rest.” And you won’t get any if I stay in here. I don’t have that much willpower. Her body is to me like a hit is to an addict. Put it in front of said addict and they will take it. They will beg and bargain with themselves until they convince themselves that one little hit will be the last. Just one more. Then I’ll stop. The only thing I know is I’ll need her more than one more time.


    She places her hands on my bare chest, and my heart speeds up as I watch the towel slowly unravel around her chest and fall to her feet. My breathing picks up from the bruises on her side and the bandage on her thigh. But that doesn’t stop my cock from begging to be inside of her. She is still just as beautiful as she was before last night. She’s possibly more beautiful because she survived. Because she is still standing in front of me and willing to give me what we both want. “I need you, Case,” she whispers.


    I go to place my hands on her hips but pull them back. “I can’t … I’ll hurt you.” Hurting her is the last thing I want to do, but it’s also inevitable. It’s like the flu; you know you’re going to get it, you just don’t know when. And that’s because I have set her up. I know what our future holds, and it’s nothing good.


    Instead of reaching for her this time when I lift my hand, I reach around her for the doorknob. I need out of this room. Her naked body is calling me to me, and I must find a way to deny it.


    She leans her back against the door and places her arms over her chest, it pushes her perfect tits up, and I look down at her pink nipples. They harden as I stare at them, and I instinctively lick my lips. God, how I want my mouth wrapped around them. Walk away, Case.


    “You could never hurt me,” she whispers as her eyes drop to see my hard cock behind my sweatpants. It leaves nothing to the imagination. And neither does she when she licks her lips.


    You have no idea what I can do. I shake my head clearing it. “If I place my hands on you, I will hurt you.” My deep voice vibrates my chest as I speak the truth. I don’t know how to make love. And more importantly, I don’t want to make love. I need to own. Possess.


    She sighs heavily as her arms fall to her side. “It’s because of last night, isn’t it? You don’t want me like that.”


    The door rattles as I slap my hands on either side of her head. She gasps as I look down at her with narrowed eyes. “Don’t do that, sweetheart.” I breathe heavily as I push my hard cock between her legs. I can feel how hot her pussy is through my sweatpants. “Feel how hard I am for you?” I ask, and she whimpers. “I want you so fucking bad right now that I wouldn’t be able to be slow. I wouldn’t be able to keep myself from burying my cock so far inside of you while I hold you down by your hair.” Her blue eyes look up at me through her long, dark lashes and I can tell by her glazed look that her pussy is already wet just thinking about it. “I would bend you over the bed and fuck that tight little pussy while I fucked your ass with my finger.” A shiver runs through her body, and it takes everything I have not to remove my hands from the door and touch her. I lower my head to whisper in her ear. “You see, sweetheart. I can’t go easy on you because I don’t want to.” I pull away and look down at her lips parted as she breathes heavy and her eyes closed. “And you’re not ready for that.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I sit up on the hotel bed and look out the two windows that show off the beautiful city. I can see the sun start to rise in the distance. I’ve only been in bed for about two hours and haven’t had the chance to fall asleep yet. My mind is full of Case. He turned me down. Even when I tried to make him feel sorry for me, he called my bluff. What has happened to me? I’m trying to get pity sex.


    I fall back onto the purple pillow and sigh as my body sinks into this bed. It feels like a cloud. Amazing! I wish he were in here to share it with me. But in a way, I know he was right. My body isn’t ready for sex with him. And there’s no way we could sleep in this bed together without me trying to jump his bones.


    I close my eyes, but they immediately spring open when I hear my cell phone ring. I reach over and cuss when I see Blane light up my screen. Fuck! I didn't come home last night. Of course, he wants to know where in the hell I am. What can I tell him?


    “Hello?” I answer trying to sound like he woke me from sleep.


    “Taylor!” he growls. “Where in the hell are you?” he demands.


    I go to open my mouth when the door to the bedroom swings open. “Who is calling you?” Case demands with thinned lips. I can tell by his heavy eyes that he really was asleep.


    “Who was that?” Blane demands. “Are you at a man's house?”


    “No!” I squeal sitting up. “I’m over at Jenna’s house, and that was her brother.” I lift my finger to my mouth and start to chew on my nails.


    “What the hell are you doing at Jenna’s?” he questions but sighs as if he’s relieved.


    “A few of us went over to her house after work. I had a few drinks so I decided to stay here.” Please buy it.


    “I see,” he says after a long second. “Are you going to come home tonight?”


    I sigh in relief. “No. I’ll probably come back to Jenna’s. I wanna give you and Savannah some time alone.”


    He snorts. “Since when?”


    “Blane,” I groan tired of him always being so protective. “I’m an adult. I’ll be home when I get home.” I pull the cell away from my ear and press end.


    I look up just as Case closes the bedroom door. I fall back down to the bed once again and close my eyes. I’m all of a sudden tired and just want some rest.


    


    ***


    


    Do you ever wake up and realize you’ve slept the entire day and night away? I didn’t know I could be that tired. But when I wake, it’s the next day. I slept like a baby, and I can tell by the way that my body feels that I needed it. I stretch and only feel a little tightness in my limbs. I get out of bed and make my way to the bathroom. My bladder feels like it’s about to explode. Once done, I slide Case’s sweatpants back on and slip into his t-shirt. I think he left his suitcase with the other pairs he brought me in the living room.


    I open the door to the bedroom and come to a stop as I hear Case in the living room on his phone.


    “No!” he growls. “The shipment was supposed to be in tomorrow.” He sounds mad, but he’s trying to keep his voice low. “Well, that’s not good enough!”


    I pull myself back in the bedroom and shut the door only allowing me a little peek so I can still hear but run to the bed if I hear him coming this way.


    “Well, that will just have to work, won’t it? Fuck!” he hisses. “It’s not all right. We had a plan, and you’re fucking with it.” There’s a long pause, and I hear him sigh. “Yes. But I didn’t really have a choice in the matter, did I? You sure as hell didn’t care what happened to her.” My eyes widen. Is he talking about me? “What I do with her is none of your business. I keep telling you that, but you don’t seem to listen.” I pull back a little back as the sound of his voice nears the hallway. “We’re getting off topic,” he snaps. “As far as tomorrow goes, have Blane go and do the exchange.” My heart speeds up. I forget what Case really is. What he really does.


    But he saved your life!


    I’m not saying he’s not a good guy; I’m just saying I forget how I met him in the first place. In the middle of a drug deal with my brother.


    “Yes. She’s doing better,” I hear him say. “She’s been asleep for almost ten hours now.” I hear him sigh. “We will stay here one more night and then be back tomorrow.” I hear his voice getting louder, so I turn and run to the bed. I jump on it and bring the covers up to my neck just as I hear the door open. I suck in a deep breath as I get an ache in my side from jumping into bed. But I quickly forget about it as I pray I pulled the covers up high enough so he can’t see that I’m dressed. “Yeah!” He sighs heavily. “What about that video? Did Jones get it taken care of for us?” I hold my breath as I wait for an answer. “Perfect! That’s one less thing I have to worry about.” Then the door shuts.


    I shove the covers off me and let out a long sigh as I look up at the ceiling. He proved me wrong and kept his promise. Why is it every time I get mad at him about something, he comes along and does something that makes me smile.


    I lay in bed another thirty minutes before I choose to get up and walk into the living room. “Hi,” I say softly as he looks up at me from where he sits on the couch.


    “Hey.” He places his phone on the couch next to him. “How do you feel?” he asks placing his left arm over the back of the couch.


    I sit down next to him. His arms wrap around my shoulders, and he pulls me to his side. “I feel better,” I say, and he leans down to kiss me on the forehead.


    “Good,” he says happily. “Are you hungry? We can order room service,” he offers, and I nod.


    I sit quietly in the living room as he orders room service and then I sit on the couch flipping through the TV channels as I wait for it to arrive. After Case had ordered room service, he left the room saying he had to make some phone calls. I have a feeling one of them has to do with calling Blane. I hate that I haven’t thought more about what he’s doing. That I haven’t stayed on top of him about doing drugs. I allowed myself to get too caught up with Case that I’ve let everything else fall to the side.


    I get up and walk my way back to the bedroom. I pick up my phone and let out a sigh as I pull up his number.


    


    Me: Sorry about this morning. Was just tired. I hope that you have a great day. Love you.


    


    I press send and then place my phone into the pocket of Case’s sweatpants that I’m wearing. As I walk back into the living room, the door to the hotel room opens and in walks Case. I sit down on the couch and let out a long breath. I have a feeling today is gonna be a long day.


    “Can I ask you a question?” I ask looking down at my hands in my lap. I hate that I always have to ask him if I can ask him a question.


    “What is it?” He sighs as he rubs his forehead.


    I expected that. “How deep is Blane in your world? Do you know how often he does drugs?”


    He surprises me by coming to stand in front of me. He bends down, and I lift my head to look at him. With both hands, he pushes my long hair from my face. “I’m only going to say one thing about Blane. And what I’m about to tell you, you will not repeat. Okay?”


    I nod my head slowly confused by his hard tone. “Okay.”


    “Blane works for me, and I will not fill you in on why or what it is I have him do exactly, but I will tell you this. Blane is not using drugs. He’s not getting high every day like you think. Does that help ease your concern?”


    The way he says it makes it sound like he’s lying. That it was something he just told me to pacify me. And I hate that it worked. Blane isn’t doing drugs? I wanna smile at that, but it brings up another question. Why is he working for Case if he doesn’t do drugs? I go to open my mouth, but room service takes that moment to knock on the door. I watch as Case gets up and goes to answer the door. He didn’t give me the answer is was looking for, but it’s better than what I’ve been imagining.


    


    


    CASE


    


    Blue balls is a bitch! They literally feel like they want to explode. I need to fuck! I was locked up in a hotel room with Taylor for three days and didn’t have sex once. How in the fuck did that happen? I honestly have no fucking clue.


    It’s not for lack of trying on her part. And I know I sure as hell wanted it. She just wasn’t ready. Normally, if I had been locked up in a hotel with a woman, I would have done nothing but fuck. But like I’ve known since the first moment I met her, she’s not like other women.


    I wish that thought would make these blue balls go away. It fucking hurts to walk. I almost took care of it myself in the shower this afternoon before we checked out. But I heard her walk in and wash her face before brushing her teeth. So that option was quickly squashed. I almost shoved open the shower door, grabbed her by the arms, and pulled her into the shower. I wanted to push her to her knees while I fucked her mouth, but I’m not sure she’s ready for that. So I’ve endured it. The things we do for women.


    I pull up in the back parking lot of Seven Deadly Sins. I get out of my car and walk around to help her out. She still wears a pair of my sweatpants and my t-shirt, and I’m afraid I’ll never get her scent out of them.


    “Still feel okay?” I ask worrying about her.


    “Yes.” She gives a small chuckle. “I feel much better,” she says placing her arm in the crook of mine as we walk toward the back entrance. I have to say she does look much better. I removed the bandage from her neck today and replaced it. The bruise on her face has lightened, and she swears she can cover it up with makeup.


    I open the back door and hold it open for her to enter. “I don’t think you should work tonight.”


    She comes to a stop and turns to face me. “Case …”


    “I know you’re better, but I don’t like the idea of you working tonight. Just take one more night off?” She places her hands on her hips, and I beg. “Please?” A smile tugs at her lips. I take a step toward her and wrap an arm around her waist, pulling her to me. I lower my lips to her ear. “If you feel as good as you say … I thought that you could stay the night with me tonight?” I offer. “Wait for me to get off …”


    “Okay.” She answers immediately, and I pull back from her as I laugh.


    “Case …” We both look up as we hear my name called. Rachel rounds the corner. “Where have you been …?” Her voice trails off as she spots Taylor by my side. I can feel her shoulders stiffen under my arm. “Oh,” she says. “I see.”


    I lean down and whisper into Taylor’s ear. “Go wait for me up in my apartment.” She looks up at me wanting to argue, but I remove my arm from around her shoulder.


    “Okay, babe,” she finally says, and I watch Rachel’s eyes narrow on her. She watches as Taylor walks down the hallway and out of our sight. As soon as she is gone, Rachel turns to face me. “What the fuck, Case?” she snaps. “I thought you said you weren’t going to fuck her?”


    I arch an eyebrow. “I thought you said I hadn’t.”


    “I …”


    “I know you already knew I was sleeping with her.”


    She places her hands on her hips. “So she went and told on me?” she huffs.


    “No,” I say simply, and her lips thin as she stares at me with hatred in her dark brown eyes. “But I’m only gonna tell you this once.” I take the steps to close the distance that separates us. And I lean down into her face. “Say one more thing about our past to Taylor, and you’re gone.”


    She gasps. “You would kick me to the curb for you to play with a shiny new toy?” she demands.


    I nod. “I already have,” I say simply and then walk away from her.


    Three hours later, I stand in my office as I look down at the club. “So this is what you do all night?”


    I turn around to see Taylor walk into my office. “Hey, sweetie,” I say as she walks toward me. I love that she still wears my clothes. I could have her go home and get some of her own, but I don’t want her to leave the club without me. “Pretty much,” I say wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “What are you doing down here?”


    She sighs. “I’m bored up there. I’ve showered and watched TV. I even ate some food. I’m ready for you to come to bed. How much longer will you be?” I smile brightly down at her. I love the fact she wants to spend more time with me because I feel the same way about her. I can’t get enough.


    “About another hour,” I say. “Maybe a little longer …”


    “Fight!” I pull away from her as I reach for the radio on my desk when I hear Brecken’s voice on the other end of it.


    “On my way!” I yell into it. “Go back up to my apartment,” I order her before I storm out of my office, not even bothering to look back at her.


    I run down the stairs and onto the floor. I don’t need to ask where it is because I can see the commotion from here. It’s over in the far corner, and right in the middle of it, I can see bright red hair. Fuck! I shove people out of the way and as I come close, I can see Brecken and Miller pulling guys apart. Rachel now lies on the floor, blood dripping from her nose. I reach down and grab her hand, pulling her to stand roughly.


    Once she’s up, I get a better grip on her hand and start to pull her to the back. She protests as I pull her out the back door into the alleyway. Brecken and Miller exit right behind us. Miller throws his guy down to the ground while Brecken shoves his guy up against the wall, his forearm pressed to the guy’s throat.


    “What the fuck happened?” I demand looking at Rachel. She looks terrified. Her big dark brown eyes look back and forth between the two men. “Rachel?” I demand, stepping in front of her. Her eyes finally settle on me, and she shakes her head as if she doesn’t know.


    I spin around to face the men. “The first one to tell me what happens won’t go home with broken bones,” I announce, placing my arms across my chest.


    The one who Brecken holds by his neck starts to talk, but it’s nothing but mumble. Brecken takes a step back, and he sucks in breath after breath as he reaches up to rub his neck. “You better fucking talk!” Brecken orders him.


    “The hooker …” He coughs.


    Brecken and I immediately turn to face Rachel. The look in her eyes says it all. The fear she has as she takes a step back from us. Her eyes dart back and forth between the two men, and she goes to open her mouth. But I reach out and grab her upper arm. Without another word, I yank the back door open with the other and drag her inside. I pull her behind me through the busy club as the music pounds and the lights flash. The drunks sway on their feet and some I push too hard, causing them to fall over. As we approach the stairs, she tries to pull free, but I just dig my fingers into her more.


    Opening my office door, I feel a moment of happiness when I see that Taylor did as I asked and left my office. I slam the door and let her go.


    “What in the fuck are you doing, Rachel?” I demand as I whirl on her. Tears run down her cheeks, and for the first time in my life, I don’t feel sorry for some overemotional bitch. “Hooking? Since when did you start getting paid to be a slut?” I shout.


    She sobs. “I … I lied to him,” she admits. “I told him I was a hooker.” Her head bows as she sobs.


    “Why in the fuck would you do that?” I growl, running a hand through my hair. On top of being a crazy bitch, she also is a liar. Just like I am.


    “I did it to make you jealous,” she cries.


    I take a deep breath to calm my nerves. “Do I look like I’m jealous?” I demand. “I’m fucking pissed, Rachel. And it has nothing to do with the fact those two men downstairs were going to pay you for sex.” She knows not to bring this type of shit into our club. “Of all the shit you have done …”


    “I’m sorry.” She continues to cry, and I fall down into my office chair. “You’ve been gone for three days. Then when I saw you walk in with her, I just knew I had lost you.” She rambles. “I felt like I had to remind you what I meant to you.”


    “You know what you mean to me.” I sigh.


    “You don’t look at me the same way you once did.”


    I shake my head, and I take a deep breath. “Rachel, things have changed.” And I’m not just talking about the last three days. Things changed between us after the first time Brecken and I both fucked her. I had fallen for Rachel hard and fast when I first met her. She had that damsel in distress thing going on, and I saved her. We, Brecken and I, both found her and saved her. But the love I thought I felt for her soon turned to nothing but lust. She became the whore every man wishes he could have. The dirty talk. The way she allowed us to do anything we wanted to her … I get it now, now that I’ve met Taylor. The way I felt when that man in the alleyway had her was nothing short of hot rage. And I can’t even fathom the thought of sharing Taylor with any other man, not even Brecken. So, no, what I feel for Rachel is not love. “I have to let you go, Rach,” I say looking up at her. It’s time. I know what Taylor and I have is limited. It’s a clock counting down to destruction, and it needs all my attention. I don’t have time to put up with Rachel’s drama.


    Her head whips up. “You’re firing me?” I can’t help but watch the black mascara run down her cheeks. “You can’t do this to me, Case.” Her voice shakes. “You can’t pick her over me.”


    I place my forearms on my desk and lean over as my brows scrunch. “It has nothing to do with Taylor.” Does it? Of course, it does.


    She throws her head back and laughs as if that was the funniest thing I’ve ever said. “You may be able to feed her lies. But I’m not as naïve as she is.” She angrily wipes the tears from her face smearing the black. “It has everything to do with her,” she screams, getting angry with me. “You belong to me.”


    I shake my head and speak. “I don’t belong to you, Rachel.”


    “What about me? Everything we shared?” She sniffs.


    “The only thing we shared was a bed,” I say seriously. She gasps, and I remove my forearms from the desk and stand from my chair. I walk up to her and run my hand down the side of her wet face. It feels cakey from all her makeup. “And that is over.”


    She slaps me across the face, and I bite my inner lips at the sting. “I’m not gonna hit you, Rachel,” I say evenly.


    She lets out a sob. “You are the only one who understands me,” she cries.


    “We both know that’s not true. Brecken understands you. He can take care of you.” Just because I no longer want her doesn’t mean Brecken doesn’t want her.


    She shakes her head. “Brecken isn’t you,” she says softly.


    “And you’re not Taylor,” I say truthfully. That’s how Rachel and I have always been. We may be fucked up, but we are honest with one another. No matter how much it hurts.


    “Fuck you!” She spits the words at me.


    I reach out for her, but she pulls away from me this time. “When she finds out the truth about you, she will leave you with nothing. And I won’t be here to pick you up.”


    I hate how her words rip my heart open. I know my days with Taylor are numbered. “You’re right. She will leave me when she finds out who I am, but I won’t need you when that day comes.” Rachel has been a part of my life for years, but it’s time to walk away. She no longer needs to fill that hole I have.


    She covers her face with her hand, and it breaks my heart that I have to be this hard on her. I never expected Taylor to become so important to me. To turn the tables on me. But I can’t change what I feel. What I know. Rachel is toxic whereas Taylor is fresh air.


    I watch her walk out of my office and my life as tears continue to run down her face. I want to stop her. I want to tell her to stay close to Brecken. Someone will need to save her when she gets herself in a position she can’t get out of on her own. But she also needs to know we won’t always be there for her.


    I send Brecken a quick text about what just happened with Rachel and me and then close down my office. I’m done with this fucking night! I don’t even care to go back down and see how Brecken and Miller cleaned up the two guys who started the fight over Rachel. For all I know, Rachel is down there crying to Brecken right now.


    I make my way up to my apartment and quietly enter my bedroom. Taylor sits up immediately when I enter. “What happened?” she asks worriedly.


    I reach up and undo my pink silk tie. “Just another bar fight,” I respond yanking it free of my collar.


    “Are you okay?” She shoves the covers off her and crawls to the end of the bed. My hands pause as they unbutton my dress shirt, looking over her naked body. The bruise on her side is almost gone. The scratches on her leg have healed, and she no longer wears the bandage on her neck.


    “I’m fine.” I pull the shirt from my dress pants and start to unbutton my pants.


    She frowns. “Case.” She places her hands on mine, stopping me, and I look up at her. “You don’t seem fine. Tell me what’s wrong.” I love the look on her face right now—it’s full of concern. It shows me just how much she cares about me. And I hate that one day soon it will no longer be there. All that will be left is hatred like Rachel.


    I let go of one of her hands and reach up, cupping her face. God, her skin is so soft. Her face is free of makeup, and I’ve never seen her more beautiful. Her pouty lips and big blue eyes. It’s been so hard not to touch her the past three days, afraid I would hurt her, but now, the way she’s looking at me up through her lashes, I know I can’t wait any longer. Rachel was telling the truth; my time with Taylor is on a timer, and I’m not sure when that timer is going to go off.


    I let go of her other hand and place it on the other side of her face. I lower my mouth to hers and whisper against her lips. “It’s just been too long since I’ve had you.” May have been only three days, but it feels like years.


    A shiver runs through her body. “I told you I’m fine,” she whispers against my lips. “I’m ready.”


    I press my lips to hers, and she opens her mouth welcoming me in. I kiss her deeply. A growl escapes my lips when her hands go down to my pants. She pulls my belt free and then goes to work on my button. As soon as I feel my pants hit the floor, I shove her to where she falls onto the bed.


    She pulls back as she places her hands on my bare chest and pushes me away. “Lie on your back,” she orders softly.


    I do as she says and look up at her as I start to breathe heavily. I lift my hips for her when she grabs my boxers and then pulls them down my legs. Placing my hands behind my head, I let out a moan when I feel her small hand wrap around the base of my now hard cock. “Taylor.” I sigh.


    “Just relax, baby,” she whispers as her hand very slowly runs up the long length of my shaft. Her touch is so soft yet torturous at the same time. I close my eyes and arch my back as her hand speeds up. Seconds later, I feel her tongue lick the top of my head and a shiver runs through my body. I remove my hands from behind my head and reach out, placing them in her hair falling around her face. I push it out of her way, and I open my eyes as her lips wrap around the tip of my cock. “Shit!” I hiss, my hands tightening in her hair. She goes to pull away, but I push her head down as I lift my hips at the same time. Surprisingly, she doesn’t fight me; she parts her lips and allows me in. She sucks her way up and then repeats the motion herself. Her hand following behind her mouth. I let out a grown before I allow myself to take over. “I …” I swallow thickly as her tongue runs along my shaft. “Fuck, babe.” My body jerks as she presses her head back down, and I reach the back of her throat. I feel her body jerk and she gags, but the sound just turns me on more. “Fuck, that’s so hot.” She releases my cock with her hand and places them both on my upper thighs. Her nails dig into me and it just amplifies the feeling of her mouth around my cock. The pain, the pleasure. It makes me impatient.


    Muffled moans come from her mouth and they vibrate my cock making a shiver run up my spine. I lift my head to look down at her tight mouth as I fuck it with my cock. “Look at me,” I growl when I see her eyes are shut.


    She opens them and looks up at me through watery lashes. My roughness has slow tears running down her face and it turns me on even more. Makes my balls tighten and my breath catch in my throat. The way she looks so helpless and at my mercy. The fact she hasn’t pulled away makes it even better. She likes when I take control. It turns her on just as much as it does me. And by the way she keeps moving her ass up in the air behind her, I know her pussy is throbbing. Needing my cock. And I want it too.


    I push her head up, and she sucks in a deep breath. I get up on my knees and grab her arms. I pull her down onto the bed and straddle her. She licks her wet lips as she looks up at me. I slide my hand up her ribs and cup the bottom of her breasts. I enjoy the feel of her heart racing under my hand. She tilts her head to the side as she arches her back.


    I press my hard cock to her hot pussy. I expect her to pull away, for her to stop me before I can go any further. I’m not wearing a condom after all. “Taylor…”


    She turns her head to look up at me, and her arms wrap around my neck. “Just fuck me, Case.” She whimpers.


    “But I …”


    “I’m on the pill,” she adds and my cock presses against her wet pussy as she urges me on. “Please.” Her legs wrap around my hips and her heels dig into my ass.


    I reach down and grab a hold of my cock. Without wasting another second, I position myself before I push into her waiting pussy.


    My head drops to the crook of her neck. I suck in a deep breath as her tight pussy stretches as I fill her.


    “Ahhhh,” she cries out as her nails dig into my back.


    “Fuck, baby.” I hiss as her pussy clenches my cock. I’m not one to not use a condom, but I need to feel her. I need to know what she feels like without any barriers. And it takes my breath away.


    I pull back and then thrust forwad. Her body shudders under me as her eyes flutter shut and she inhales sharply.


    I clench my teeth when her nails once again scrape down my back. Reaching up, I grab her arms and pin them down by her head. “You feel so good, baby,” I say leaning down and desperately kissing her neck and shoudlers. “Better than I could have imagined.” Ask any druggie—they are always seeking the feeling of that first high. They will tell you it doesn’t matter how many lines they take or how many bowls they smoke, they never get that same high as with their first time with said drug. Taylor may have become my drug, but she’s nothing like that. Every time I kiss her. Every time I touch her. Every time I fuck her. It gets better and better.


    “Please,” she begs panting.


    I’m not sure what she’s begging for and I’m not even sure she knows but I pick up the pace. I get lost in the feel of her body under mine. I get lost in the sound of her ragged breathing that fills my ears. They urge me on.


    I let go of her hands and roll over onto my back, pulling her with me. She goes to open her mouth, but I pull her face down to mine, silencing whatever she was about to say with my lips. Her hips slow, and our kiss deepens. I feel the room spin as she takes my breath away.


    I would smile if I could. This is what it’s supposed to feel like. And this feeling is what no drug can give you.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


    


    BLANE


    


    Ring … Ring … Ring … I hang up the phone and toss it on the passenger seat. My sister has been ignoring me for the last three days. I know something is up with her, and I don’t believe for one second that it has to do with wanting to give Savannah and me some time alone. Even Savannah said she hasn’t heard from her in the last few days. I have a feeling she is seeing someone she met while working up at Seven Deadly Sins, and I plan to put an end to it. But at this moment, I have bigger things to worry about besides who my sister decides to jump into bed with. But rest assured, I will beat the shit out of whoever it is.


    I bring my car to a stop and turn off my lights. I look around out of habit, but I’m not as nervous as I have been in the past. I’m actually starting to feel the adrenaline from it, the rush. It makes more sense why others do this in the first place. They always talk about that rush they get. I hate to admit … it’s addicting.


    I get out of my car and walk to the front. I lean back against my hood crossing one ankle over the other while I listen to the wind howl in this abandoned parking lot.


    “Blane.”


    I look up to see them walking toward me as they have the last three times. But this time, there’s three of them. Finally! I get to meet Cricket.


    I walk toward them and meet them halfway. I’m already grabbing the cash out of my back pocket. I know how things work now.


    The one with the snake tattoo places his arms over his huge chest. “How are things going?”


    “Great,” I say slowly. Why does he care? Oh yeah, I’m a druggie. I always forget I’m supposed to act as if I am starving for my next hit.


    The two guys in front of me exchange a glance and my heart rate speeds up. “We hear you have been hanging out at Seven Deadly Sins,” he muses.


    “I have.” I pause. “Is that a problem?” I look back and forth between the three of them.


    “Why are you hanging out up there?” I can’t mention Case. That was part of our deal.


    “My sister works there.” As soon as I say it, I cringe. Why did I say my sister? I would hate to put her in danger.


    “We know about Taylor,” the one on the left says. “We wanna make sure it doesn’t have to do with Case.” He arches a blond eyebrow. “We don’t associate with him.”


    Shit! Shit! Shit! “No,” I say quickly shaking my head. “I … I, uh, have never met him. I’m not up there enough to know this guy named Case.”


    “Wanna know what I think? I think you’re lying.” The one with the snake tattoo takes a step toward me, and I take a step back matching it.


    The third guy who I have never met before steps toward me also. “We have word you’re selling out from underneath us. To Case.” I shake my head again. “I heard the police are looking for him.”


    I swallow nervously. “Why would they be looking for this guy Case?”


    The one to the far left answers. “Rox ratted him out.” Fuck! That was the guy who Case took me to see. The one I smoked weed with. “Rox’s club got busted and surveillance was obtained by the police, but somehow it went missing. Rox ratted out Case. Said they were working together.” He shrugs. “But the proof has just vanished.” He places his hands out to his side in wonder. “We also heard Case was there with you …”


    “Nooooo,” I say stupidly. Fuck! Could this get any worse? Thank God, something happened to that damn tape. I need to ask Case about it. “I wouldn’t do that.” I wish I could ask them who their source is, but that would just make me look guilty.


    “I hope not.” He takes a step toward me. “For your sake.” Then he punches me in the face.


    I stumble back grabbing my jaw. I didn’t even see it coming. “Come on, guys,” I say placing up my hands. My heart pounds in my chest, and I breathe heavily. I’m about to get my ass kicked, and there’s no way for me to stop it. “I didn’t come here to fight.”


    “Maybe not! But we want you to give Case a warning.”


    “I don’t know a Case,” I growl getting frustrated. My temper flaring, I was being a scared little bitch, but now that they want me to deliver Case a message, I know they’re not gonna kill me.


    He smirks. “Well, then give your sister the message, it will make it back to him.”


    “What does Taylor have to do with this?” I demand.


    The guy with the snake tattoo throws his head back and his large body shakes as he laughs. “This fucker really has no fucking clue.” He laughs at the other men. They all laugh as I stand there looking back and forth between them.


    “What don’t I know?” I yell.


    “You’ll find out soon enough!” Then his hand comes out to hit me in the stomach.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “Case.”


    I open my sleepy eyes to my dark bedroom. Without thought, I wrap my arms around the warm and petite body I know is Taylor and pull her to me. I inhale her vanilla scent and let out a moan.


    “Case?” A firm hand on my shoulder gives me a little shake.


    “What?” I growl opening my eyes once again. I pull away from Taylor to look over my shoulder and see Brecken standing by my side of the bed. His head is looking up at the ceiling. I do the same and frown when I don’t see anything. “Why are we staring at my ceiling in the middle of the night?” I ask, my voice gruff.


    He clears his throat. “Well, Taylor is lying next to you naked, and I didn’t think you would appreciate me looking at her. The ceiling was my only safe option,” he replies dryly.


    I look over at her and see her exposed chest as she lies on her back. I sit up quickly and jerk the covers up and over her with a growl. Once I pull them up all the way up to her neck, I place my feet on the floor while sitting on the side of the bed. “Why are you in my room in the middle of the night?” I ask through a yawn.


    He sighs heavily, and he lowers his head to look down at me. “I tried calling you. Blane tried calling you. None of us could get you to answer. But Blane is in the office and you need to speak to him.”


    I rub a hand over my naked chest and let out a sigh. “Does he know Taylor is here?” Why else would he be here this time of the night?


    “No.”


    I get out of bed and throw on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I kiss Taylor on the forehead and follow after him to my office on the second floor.


    I walk in after him and see Blane standing in front of my desk with his back facing me. “What is so important that you have to wake me up, Blane?”


    He spins around and my heart speeds up. “What the hell happened to you?” I demand as I take in his appearance. His right eye is black. Blood runs from his nose and on to his shirt but it’s dry, letting me know that it is has been a while since he got into the fight. He has a gash above his left eye and a bruise on his cheek.


    “They know,” he declares, and my eyes widen.


    “Who? What do they know?” I ask trying not to panic.


    He sighs. “I went to pick up another package about two hours ago. Three guys showed up this time. And they told me that they knew I was running product for you. That I am buying underneath them.”


    “Fuck,” I hiss.


    “I told them over and over that I didn’t know who you were. But they said they knew I had been to Seven Deadly Sins.”


    “This is bad,” I say looking over at Brecken, and he grunts his agreement.


    “They brought up Taylor.”


    My feet move without thought. I’m in his face in a matter of seconds, my hand around his throat. “What in the fuck did they say about Taylor?” I snap, feeling my anger so high it burns my skin.


    “They know she works here,” he rasps as my hand stays around his throat. “How’d they even know her fucking name?” I demand. “I told you not to fucking mention her to anyone.” And I took her to see Rox, but her name was never mentioned. Hell, as far as they were concerned, she could have been some hooker I just picked up that night.


    “I didn’t,” he grinds out underneath my hand.


    “Case!” I close my eyes when I hear Taylor’s voice screech my name. “What the hell are you doing?” she demands.


    I let go of Blane and turn to face her. She stands inside the door to my office looking back and forth between Blane and me wide-eyed. I can only imagine what this looks like to her. She thinks I just beat the fuck out of her brother. “It’s not what it looks like,” I say softly.


    “Then what the fuck is it?” she snaps.


    I take a step back trying to clear my mind for a second. I have no way out. It’s time. I have to tell her. And that makes my chest physically hurt. ‘Cause I know I’m about to lose the best thing I will ever have because I have done nothing but lie to her.


    “What the fuck are you doing here, Taylor?”


    I look over at Blane as he stares at her with narrowed eyes as he takes in the overly large sweatpants and t-shirt of mine that she has on.


    Fuck! Well, shit has officially hit the fan.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    Shit! I should have stayed in Case’s bed. I woke up and saw he was missing. After looking around his place, I decided to throw on some clothes and look down in his office. This is the only place he would be at five in the morning.


    “Are you fucking my sister?” Blane gets my attention as he turns to face Case.


    “Blane,” I say softly. “It’s not …”


    “Yes.”


    I feel my heart pound in my chest as Case answers his question. I was gonna try and sugarcoat it. But oh no, he has to go and out us.


    Blane’s fist shoots out and connects with Case’s face. I gasp in horror. “Blane,” I cry out. “Don’t!”


    Case stands there staring at him, now breathing heavy and nostrils flared. “I’ll give you that one cheap shot. But if you hit me again, I’ll hit you back,” his deep voice rumbles.


    Blane seems to consider his words for a second and then turns to face me. From the looks of him, he’s already been in one fight tonight. “How long have you been letting him fuck you?” His words are like a whip to my face. He makes it sound so cold. So heartless. But it’s not like that.


    “It’s not like that,” I try to explain.


    He throws his head back and laughs out loud. “Did he tell you that? Did he make you feel special?” he asks in a girl’s voice.


    “Stop!” Case barks, grabbing his arm and pulling him back.


    Blane spins away from me to face him. “You tell her right fucking now!” he yells.


    Case swallows hard and narrows his eyes at him. “Fucking tell her!” Blane spits in his face. “Fucking tell her who you really are!” he demands.


    I stand there waiting to see who is gonna throw the next punch. Movement in the corner of my eyes gets my attention. I turn to see Brecken standing there looking anything but amused. “Do something,” I beg him. “Please.”


    “It’s not my place.”


    My mouth falls open, and I stare at him confused. Why would he want them to fight?


    When I realize the room has fallen silent, I turn back to face my brother and Case. Blane is breathing hard as he stares at me with narrowed eyes. I look over at Case, and his eyes are soft and a frown is on his face. It makes me nervous. “What is it?” I ask softly.


    “Taylor …”


    “Just tell me.” My hands start to shake. “What is it, Case?”


    He runs his hand down over his unshaven face, and he lets out a long sigh. Then he looks at me and straightens his shoulders. “I’m a cop.”


    I stand there staring at him for what seems like forever in the silent room waiting for the punchline to that joke. A cop? There’s no way! They’re fucking with me. He doesn’t think I can handle the truth.


    “Taylor?” he asks softly. “Say something.”


    I look from him to my brother. The hard look is still on his face. I feel a laugh start to bubble up from deep in my throat. And before I can stop it, I burst out laughing. I place my hand over my mouth to try to muffle it, but it still echoes in his office. I can’t stop as I laugh so hard, my body shakes. “A cop?” I ask, and I actually snort. I hear Brecken chuckle behind me, but my brother and Case just stare at me with concern. “What kind of joke is this, babe?” I finally ask when I start to calm down.


    I reach up and rub my cheeks as I laugh once again. I laughed so hard that tears are running down my face.


    “It’s no joke, Taylor,” Case says, his voice harder than before. “I am an undercover narcotics officer.”


    My laughter completely stops at that, and I look at him with confusion. “Quit with the joke, Case. I’m not gonna fall for it.”


    “It’s true.”


    I shake my head. “You own a night club.” I give a hard laugh. “One that I see drugs in on a daily basis,” I add seriously.


    “Brecken and I do own a club.” He nods once. “But it’s a cover.”


    I turn to look over my shoulder at Brecken. “Come on. Tell him to stop,” I ask him, but he just stares at me with those scary dark eyes.


    “This isn’t happening,” I mumble to myself and look back to Case. “I went to that club with you. The club …”


    “The club that was raided the week after we went?” He arches a brow. “Brecken and I went there for recon. We busted them a week later. How do you think I kept the tapes from leaking?”


    I take a step back as I shake my head. “No!” I say firmly. This can’t be true. “I don’t believe you.”


    “It’s true.”


    I look at my brother when he speaks. He takes a step toward me. “They are cops, and I’ve been working for them.”


    What? This isn’t possible. “Why?” I ask as tears start to sting my eyes.


    He sighs heavily. “Remember when Dad called you in the middle of the night? When he got arrested?” I nod my head slowly. “I went to bail him out. But they wouldn’t let me. I spoke to an officer who gave me Case’s number. I called him and made a deal with him. I was to buy and sell drugs in order to catch a guy in order for Dad’s release.”


    “No.” I place a hand over my mouth. “Dad …?” A sob comes out. “You did this for Dad?” I ask angrily. “You placed your life in danger for a man who doesn’t give two shits about us?” I snap.


    “Taylor, he …”


    “No!” I shout pointing a finger at him. Then turn to face Case. His eyes follow the tears that roll down my face before he looks me in the eyes. “So it’s all been a lie?” My voice shakes. “You made me believe that you were really a drug dealer all because you wanted my brother to catch someone you’re after?” My voice rises, and I fist my hands down by my side.


    “Yes.”


    That one little word takes my breath away. It’s all been a lie. Every single little bit of it. “How could you?” I whisper. It took all the air I had just to mutter that one question.


    “It’s my job,” he replies simply.


    “Your job?” I gasp.


    “I had to protect you. In order to do that, I had to get close to you.”


    His words are like a slap to my face. “So I was just some fuck?” He doesn’t answer that. He doesn’t need to. “It must have been hard to take one for the team,” I spit out.


    “Taylor.”


    My brother speaks my name, and I look over at him. The tears are coming faster now. “You knew this whole time. How could you not tell me?” I ask in disbelief. “When I begged you not to be like Dad. When I begged you to get help. Wouldn’t it have just been easier to tell me the truth?”


    “I was given orders. And I had to follow them,” he growls through gritted teeth.


    “Orders?” I shout, and I watch Case flinch. “That must have been so hard for you,” I snap. “All of you!” I call out as I spin around to make sure to face each and every one of them. “You can all go to hell!” I yell.


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


    


    CASE


    


    I stand in my office as I watch her cry. And I feel like the biggest ass in the world. Well, I am. The truth is I don’t know what’s a lie and what’s the truth. All I know is I can’t stop staring at her. She is so beautiful, even with tears running down her face. She may be crying, but her eyes are hard and she’s staring at me as if she wants to shoot me. Thankfully, my gun is locked in my desk.


    “Taylor.” Just saying her name has my heart beating faster.


    “Don’t,” she demands. “Don’t say my name like that. Like it means something to you.” Her bottom lip trembles, and my chest aches.


    “I’m sorry,” I say softly.


    “I don’t believe you,” she screams.


    “Your safety was the most important thing.”


    “Who was gonna save me from you, Case?” she asks looking down at the floor in shame.


    I swallow thickly not knowing what to say.


    “Were you just going to see how far you could take it?” she asks. “Just fire me after you were finished with my brother?”


    “You always have a job here.” I would never fire her. And at this point, I don’t wanna push her away. I wanna walk to her and wrap my arms around her. Inhale her scent and tell her that she has meant more to me than anyone else before her. But I don’t. She deserves better. Brecken was right; my life doesn’t allow a relationship. Not the kind she deserves. But I hate the heartache visible in her eyes.


    “I hate to be the dick here,” Blane says with a growl. “But can we talk about what you two have been doing later?” he snaps looking over at me. “We have a bigger problem than you two ....” He pauses and Taylor throws Blane a look of hatred and I’m thankful I’m not the only guy she hates in this room at the moment. “You and Case,” he whispers to himself.


    “What about me and Case?” she snaps at him.


    He turns to face me. “They knew about you and Taylor together.”


    I shake my head. “There was no way for them to know. When we went to Rox’s, I never revealed her name.”


    “They mentioned you being at Rox’s with me but not her.” He frowns. “They also said Rox ratted you out to the police, but when they went to check the surveillance, it had magically vanished.”


    “Fuck!” I say softly. “Did they mention Brecken?” I ask, and he shakes his head.


    “Is there a way they could have made you?” Brecken asks me.


    I shake my head. “No. And it’s obvious Rox hasn’t figured out who I am either or he wouldn’t have ratted us out to the police.” I shrug. “He thinks I’m just some thug drug dealer he can use as leverage.”


    I glance over at Taylor and see the tears are still falling down her gorgeous face. She no longer stares at me with hatred but pure heartbreak. I go to open my mouth to tell her I’m sorry again when the door opens.


    “I got here as soon as I could,” Miller announces as he enters in a rush.


    “I called him,” Brecken informs me. “We all need to be aware of the situation.”


    “I agree.” I look over at Blane. “Can you fill Miller in? I need to talk with Taylor.” Alone. Without three other men staring while listening to me beg for forgiveness.


    He nods and I take a step toward her. She looks up at me with puffy red eyes and I reach out to her …


    A loud bang cuts off whatever I was about to say. The floor-to-ceiling glass behind me shatters. I leap forward, wrapping my arms around her, and push her to the floor. Her scream barely penetrates my ears. All I hear is the ringing sound. Once we hit the floor, she tries to scramble out from underneath me. But I grab a better hold on her and throw my body on top of hers, “Stop fighting,” I demand. Another round of bangs ring out, and her body shakes underneath me. She cries out as I close my eyes and try to cover all of her small body with mine. I squeeze her to the point it has to be painful for her, but I refuse to let go as I continue to hear the sounds of gunshots.


    All of a sudden, the shots subside, and I see Brecken jump to his feet and run out of my office door. Miller is right behind him; I look around and see my office has been destroyed. It looks like a war zone. Holes all in my walls. Feathers flying from the holes in my furniture. Papers, wood, and dust litter the floor. My desk is completely turned over and covered in holes.


    Taylor’s sobs get my attention. I lean up and look down at her. She’s on her stomach so I flip her over and my heart squeezes when I see blood running down the side of her head. I grab a hold of her face, and she hisses in a breath. “Are you okay?” I demand, dread gripping my spine. “Were you shot?” I demand as I move her head side to side. Did I not get to her in time?


    Tears roll down the side of her face, and she sucks in breath after breath. Her chest has to hurt from the force I used when I took her to the ground. A closer examination tells me it’s just a cut on her head.


    “Blane?” I yell out when I don’t see him in front of me.


    “I’m fine.”


    I look over my shoulder, and he’s standing up, a little wobbly but doesn’t seem to be hurt.


    Running my eyes over her chest, abdomen, and legs, I let out a sigh when I see no blood. Then I place my hands on her. She gasps when I come to her stomach. And whimpers in pain when I touch her head. “You need to go to the hospital,” I say, reaching for my phone, but it’s not in my pocket. I get up from her and start to look around. I search the floor as more bangs sound out. Blane falls to the floor again, but I know it’s just Brecken and Miller doing what they’ve been trained to do. “Where is it?” I growl.


    “Blane,” I snap, and he removes his hands from covering the top of his head. He looks up at me. “Get in my top desk drawer. I have a gun in there,” I inform him.


    “Case?” I look up to see Miller standing in the doorframe. “Three dead. Brecken ran after the fourth one.”


    I nod my head. “Did you call Jones …?”


    “They’re already on their way,” he assures me.


    “Thanks.” I look away, trying to locate my phone again.


    “Case …”


    This time when my name is said, it’s barely over a whisper. I spin around in time to see Taylor trying to stand. She’s up on her knees; one arm wrapped around her stomach, and the other on the forehead. “I can’t …” Her beautiful blue eyes roll back into her head. I reach for her, and we both go crashing to the floor once again, but this time, I fall under her.


    “What’s wrong with her?” Blane demands, running over to us forgetting the gun I told him to get. “Case?” he shouts. “What the fuck is wrong with her?” he screams in panic.


    I roll her off me; placing my arms under her, I stand cradling her limp body in my arms.


    “I don’t know. I gotta get her to the hospital.” I look up at him. “You need to go home.”


    “What? Are you fucking crazy?” he demands. “I’m not leaving her.”


    I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying not to lose my shit. When I open them, he’s staring down at her body in my arms. “Listen to me, Blane.” I wait for his eyes to look up at me. “Someone just shot up our club, Cricket’s guys made you just hours ago. They probably know where you guys live. Go to your house and get Savannah.” As soon as I mention her name, his eyes widen. “Pack a bag. And then call me as soon as you leave the house,” I order and then run out of my office, holding her in my arms.


    


    ***


    


    “I’m okay,” she says for the fifth time as we walk into the hospital. She was only out for a few minutes, but those few minutes felt like hours.


    “You’re going to have every test done to confirm that,” I say curtly and ignore her protests as we come up to the nurse’s station. I took a chance not taking her to the hospital after she was attacked in the alley, but I refuse to make that mistake this time.


    I flash my badge and speak. “I called and informed of a trauma on its way.”


    The nurse who looks like she hasn’t left this hospital in days looks around the room and then at me. “Where is it?” she asks as she reaches up to cover a yawn.


    “Right here.” I nod at Taylor standing next to me.


    “I’m fine,” she adds with anger. As soon as she came to, she bitched me out. Even reached over and punched me in the arm a few times. I think it’s safe to say she is back to hating me.


    The nurse looks back and forth between us for a few seconds, and I can see her start to open her mouth to speak. “Get her a room. Now,” I demand, and she quickly picks up a phone. When she hangs up, she points down the hall. “Third room to the right. They’re expecting you.”


    “Thank you,” I grind out as Taylor protests. I grab her hand and pull her with me down the hallway. I loosen my grip when I hear her hiss in a breath.


    “This is pointless, Case,” she growls. “I’m fine. And I don’t wanna be around you.”


    I ignore her as I pull back the curtain and see a nurse setting up a few machines. She looks Taylor up and down and then frowns. “The trauma?”


    “Yes,” I snap before Taylor can say anything. “She has a head laceration. Her abdomen is tender, and she was unconscious,” I inform her.


    “For like three seconds,” she adds all but rolling her eyes. “And I don’t need to be examined.”


    I look from her narrowed blue eyes to the nurse. “I don’t care if you have to sedate her or tie her to the fucking bed.” The nurse’s eyes go wide, and Taylor gasps. “You will do every test there is,” I growl.


    “Oh, now you care about me?” Taylor snaps.


    I turn to face her. “I’ve always cared,” I grind out. That was what got me into this situation to begin with. Trust me; it would have been a lot easier to not fucking care.


    “Another lie.” She crosses her arms over her chest. “Is that all you know how to do? Lie?”


    I suck in a long deep, relaxing breath. Calm down, Case. “You may hate me. You may not believe me. I couldn’t care less. But you will be checked out.” I lower my face down to hers. Her scent of vanilla makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. She just has that kind of effect on me. And I hate the fact that less than five hours ago, I was inside of her as she screamed my name. “You will either lie on that bed willingly or I will fucking make you,” I threaten. Her beautiful, narrowed eyes start to well up with tears. And I hold my breath, hoping they are tears of acceptance. I don’t want to make her lie on the bed, but I will if that is what it takes. I need to know that she is okay.


    Her bottom lip trembles and she sniffs. Finally, she speaks and the words are like a knife to my chest. “I hate you.” She turns around and walks to the bed. She refuses to look over at me as the nurse helps to situate her.


    “Case!”


    I look down the hallway as I see Miller running toward me. “Did you find Brecken?” I ask, trying to ignore the pain in my chest. He left the club chasing down one of the gunman, but he hadn’t resurfaced before we took off to the hospital. I had left Miller behind to help him.


    “Yes.” He comes to a stop as he breathes heavily from running. Sweat drips down his forehead. “He’s here.”


    “Thank God,” I mumble.


    “He was brought in by an ambulance. They just took him into surgery.”


    “Why?” I should have never left him behind.


    He runs a hand over his shaved head. “He was shot.”


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I don’t look over at Case, but I don’t need to in order to hear what Miller just told him. Brecken was shot. In surgery. I close my eyes as I let my head rest on my pillow. I hear them take off down the hallway from where we came, and I let the tears fall down my cheek.


    “I can give you a number.”


    I open my eyes and look up at the nurse who is placing a blanket over my legs. I think she thinks I’m shaking because I’m cold, but it’s really because of what just happened. Bullets flying can do that to you. “Excuse me?” I wipe my face.


    “There’s a women’s battered shelter just a few miles from here.” She speaks softly and looks up at the open curtain where Case was standing moments ago.


    I frown as I listen to her words. “What …?” She thinks he hit me. Her light brown eyes follow the gash on my head and her frown deepens. “No. He didn’t hurt me,” I say shocked at her train of thought.


    Her light brown eyes meet mine, and they’re full of pity. “I know you wanna be strong, honey.” She pats my leg. “But it’s okay to ask for help. Hiding isn’t weak, it’s smart.” Her eyes look at the bruise of a handprint left on my neck from four days ago that the guys gave me in the alley. It’s almost gone but still noticeable. And then, of course, the stitches still in my neck. No wonder she thinks he beats me.


    I just look up at her and sigh heavily. Of course, that’s what she saw. He pretty much told her to do what was necessary for tests. And he threatened me until I succumbed to his demand of getting in the bed. So I just nod my head and mumble a thanks. She has no idea he just saved my life. Again!


    “You’re gonna need stitches,” she says with a heavy sigh. “I’m gonna grab a suture kit and be right back. Will you be okay for just a minute alone?” Her eyes flash between the curtain and myself.


    “Yes.”


    She looks like she wants to argue with me. Thankfully, she walks out but not before checking down the hallway and then closing my curtain.


    Now that I’m left alone, my mind wanders back over the night. He’s a cop? How in the hell could I have been so stupid? I seriously thought he was a drug dealer. I laugh at myself. But I should have known, he never did a single pill in front of me. He never seemed high. The way he turned down those drugs Rox had offered him. Geez, I fell in love with a cop who I thought was a drug dealer. I start to laugh again, but I cut it out the minute the nurse returns and looks at me as if she wants to have me committed.


    Three hours and countless tests later, I find myself back in my bed. Alone. I haven’t seen or heard a word from Case since he found out Brecken had been shot. And I have no clue where my brother is. Being alone with only my thoughts has actually been torture. The thoughts of how much time I have shared with Case. How hard I fell for him. How bad I ached for his touch. How much time he took up in my mind. I can honestly say I love him. It doesn’t matter if he is a drug dealer or a cop. I could get over any of that. What breaks my heart is he doesn’t feel the same way about me. It was all a lie. All part of his job. I was nothing but another task he had to do. And I made it so fucking easy for him as I fell at his feet. I hate myself for it.


    “Hello, Taylor!”


    I look at the doctor who enters my room wide-eyed. “Doc?” I ask.


    He smiles warmly at me. “I heard you guys had an incident at the club,” he states as he comes to sit down in the chair beside my bed.


    “I don’t know about it being an incident,” I say truthfully. Someone wanted to hurt Case and his friends.


    He nods in agreement and then looks down at the chart in his hand. “I looked over your tests. It seems you have a mild concussion and a sprained wrist, but other than that, everything looks normal. I informed Case that you can go home after we wrap your wrists.”


    “Case?” I choke on his name.


    “Yes, I spoke to him earlier. He came looking for you, but you were gone for CT.” I hate how excited that makes me feel. That he was actually concerned enough to come and check on me.


    “Thank you,” I say bowing my head in shame; I can’t believe that makes me feel warm inside. I’m supposed to hate him. I do hate him!


    “No problem.” He pats my leg. “A nurse will be in shortly. In the meantime, just relax.”


    I let out a long breath as I watch him leave, alone once again. I lean back and close my eyes. Just trying to relax my body. I’m sore. And I’m freaking tired. So freaking tired! And my heart hurts. Yes, there were times he had masked his emotions. Times I couldn’t read anything. But there were times he touched me softly. He would whisper in my ear. The way he held me close to his body after we had sex. I thought it was more than sex, but I was wrong. So wrong!


    The hair on my neck stands to attention and a feeling that I’m being watched creeps up my spine.


    I open my eyes and see Case standing in front of the now closed curtain, staring at me. His expression unreadable, I feel a knot form in my throat. I try to clear it with a cough. “Is Brecken okay?” I ask. I may be mad at him, but I do care for Brecken’s safety.


    “He survived surgery,” he says flatly. I hate when he does this, gives me no sign of emotion whatsoever.


    I place my hands on my lap and look down to check the card that the nurse handed me sitting there. I pick it up. “What’s that?” Before I can answer, he comes over and takes it from me, brow raised in question as he reads over it.


    “The nurse gave it to me. She thinks you beat me,” I inform him with bite.


    He snorts, wads it up, and then tosses it into the trash beside my bed. “Well, you did give me a concussion and a sprained wrist.”


    His face falls and regret flashes in his beautiful blue eyes. The same ones I’ve looked into so many times before. “I’m sorry.” He speaks softly. “I was just trying to …”


    “I know what you were doing,” I interrupt him. He had moved quickly. I didn’t even know what was happening until it was too late. And the way his office looked afterwards, I would have been shot if he hadn’t saved me.


    He clears his throat. “You can’t go home,” he declares going back to that same roughness as before.


    Figures. I don’t know what the hell happened at the club exactly, but I know they do. And although he broke my heart, he’s proved several times I can trust him to keep me safe. “So where do I go?”


    “You’re going to stay with me.” I open my mouth to protest. “There’s nowhere else for you to go.” He speaks before I can get anything out.


    I narrow my eyes on him. “And whose fault is that?” I growl.


    “You think I chose this?” he snaps.


    I huff. “No. I think you saw an opportunity to get a piece of ass …”


    “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” he says sounding put out.


    He spins around, and I lean up to look around him when the curtain gets pulled back.“Okay, so …” The nurse enters the room sounding cheerful, but the moment she sees Case standing next to me, she stops. He throws her a charming smile, and I wanna roll my eyes but refrain from doing so. I don’t wanna make this situation any more uncomfortable than it already is. “I need you to clear the room,” she says eyeing him up and down with disgust.


    “I’ll stay,” he announces as if she had requested he leave.


    She narrows her eyes at him and then looks at me. “It’s fine,” I say softly. She gives me a look of disapproval but doesn’t say anything else as she starts to work on my wrist.


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


    


    CASE


    


    “Is he going to be okay?” Miller asks a woman in light blue scrubs as we stand outside of Brecken’s ICU room


    “He has sustained some very critical injuries.” I can tell she’s trying to let him down easily, but she doesn’t know him as well as we do. He’s a fighter. He’ll pull through. He has to; I don’t know what I would do without my best friend.


    “I’m going to stay here with him tonight,” he states as he turns to face me.


    I nod. “I’m gonna take Taylor to my house and get her settled. I’ll be back in a few hours.” I look at my watch. Is it really eight in the morning? Shit!


    “No. Stay with her tonight. Come back tomorrow after a long night’s rest.” He hangs his head. He feels responsible. He came back to check on Taylor and me when he should have run after and helped Brecken. I would have done the same, but telling him won’t make him feel any better.


    I turn away from his room and see Taylor walking down the hallway toward me, that stupid nurse hanging onto her arm by her side. No doubt Taylor talked her into leaving the wheelchair back in her room. She leans down and whispers something into her ear as Taylor stares at me with narrowed eyes.


    “Ready?” I ask once they reach me.


    “Yes,” she says not bothering to stop. She just walks on past me toward the front door.


    “Bastard,” the nurse whispers. I just ignore her because, in a sense, she is right. Just not the way she thinks.


    I make my way to the car and open the door for her. She doesn’t even bother to thank me. We get on the highway going south toward downtown, and she swings her head around to look out the back window. “Where are we going?” she questions in confusion. “I thought we were going to the club?”


    “Even if I hadn’t shut the club down, I still wouldn’t go there.” I give her a quick glance before placing my eyes back on the road. “I’m taking you to my home. My real home.”


    “Right,” she quips. “You’re an undercover cop. Of course, you don’t live at the club.” She gives a dark laugh. “Did you only stay there when I stayed over?” She swings her head to look over at me. “You just needed a place to fuck me?” she demands. “Let me guess. You’re married. And you didn’t want your wife to find out about your little whore.” Her voice cracking proves how hurt and angry she is with me. I hate that’s what she thinks. That she thinks I could be that low of a person. But aren’t I? Does it really matter what I lied about? I don’t think so. You only have to tell one lie before you lose all trust.


    I tighten my hand on the steering wheel. “No. I’m not married. And no, I didn’t just stay there when I fucked you. I have been living at the club since Brecken and I opened it. It was part of being undercover.”


    “What is your real name?” she demands. “’Cause I know it’s not Cason.” Her words drip with sarcasm.


    I take a deep breath. “My name is Tyler.” A silence settles over the car and a quick glance over at her tells me that she has tears running down her face. “Taylor, I …”


    “Stop,” she says brokenly. “Just stop, Ca … Tyler.” She sniffs. “Just drop it.”


    I do as she asks. We pass downtown in silence. The only sound is her occasional sniff or the movement of her hand wiping the tears from her eyes. I hate what I’ve done to her. But I never thought it would go this far. I never thought I could fall for her or she could feel the same way about me. I’m just a drug dealer, remember? How could someone like her ever see anything in me other than failure?


    I get off the highway and drive a few more miles. I pull off the four-lane road onto the one-way road to my house. I’ve owned this house for about five years now. And to be honest, I’m scared to death to bring her here. This is my only place away from the life I have made for myself. It holds every secret I’ve ever had. It is the real me! All I can do is hope the fact she’s mad at me will keep her from asking any questions.


    I reach up and hit the garage opener on the visor of my car and pull into the garage. She stays quiet as I close the garage and open the car door for her before the door to enter the house as well. She walks into the back part of the kitchen slowly as she looks around. I take the chance to look around as well. I’m never here because it hurts too much. I have a cleaning lady who cleans every so often, but I can’t recall the last time I actually stayed here. Even before Brecken and I opened the club, I didn’t live here.


    “Blane should be here soon with Savannah. They are bringing your things,” I inform her as I close the door behind me.


    She stops in the living room and turns to face me. Tears run down her beautiful face and she holds her wrapped wrist to her chest with the other. “I can’t do this,” she whispers. “I thought I could. But I can’t stay here with you.” She looks away from me.


    I take a step toward her, and I watch her chest rise and fall as she takes a deep breath. “I know you’re mad at me.” I hate you is what she said to me at the hospital. And she should. “You have every right to hate me. But I am still doing my job. I’m going to protect you, and this is where you will be the safest.”


    More tears run down her face. “So now, I’m just a job.” The words are spoken softly, but they still have the power to knock the wind out of me.


    I wanna tell her of course you’re not. Do you have any idea what I’ve done in order to keep you safe? Do you know how many rules I have broken because you became my addiction? The one thing I soon found out would destroy me in the end but considered to continue with this facade? But instead, I say, “Blane and Savannah are going to be staying here as well. It won’t be just you and me.” Her shoulders sag in relief. “You can have my room. I’m gonna sleep on the couch.” It’s almost nine in the morning now; Brecken had woke us up a little after five. And we had only been asleep for about an hour when he woke us. I know she has to be exhausted.


    She nods her head, and I take that is the best I’m going to get from her at the moment. I pass her and walk to my room to grab a few things. I wanna shower and just go to sleep. Put this horrible day behind us. I would say tomorrow is a new day, but hell, this day just started. And we all know that tomorrow isn’t gonna get any better.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I wipe the tears from my face as he walks off down a hallway. I sniff and wipe the tears on his sweatpants I am still wearing.


    I’m trapped here! I’m trapped in a house with a man I allowed myself to fall for. A man I don’t even know. At least he did say Blane and Savannah would be here soon.


    Looking around his house, I take in a shaky breath. Just calm down, Taylor. No need to let him see how worked up you get over him. A picture on his mantel catches my eyes. I walk over to it and pick it up. It has him and three other people in it. It looks like his family. He looks young, sixteen maybe. His hair is dark and shaved close to his head, and his face is clear of facial hair. He’s smiling big as he’s hunched over, and a woman is up on his back, piggyback style, her long dark hair thrown over one shoulder. She looks just like him! It’s almost scary at how much she looks like him. They have the same smile. The same beautiful blue eyes. Her nose is a little slimmer, but they look just alike. She could be his sister. And she’s absolutely gorgeous.


    A woman stands to the right of them; she’s looking over her right shoulder at them with a big smile on her face. A man stands behind her; he’s much taller than she is. His arms are around her waist, and he’s looking down at the older woman, who I’m guessing is his mother. You see these family portraits in a magazine. The kind used in family ads. They all look perfectly happy. And it makes me mad because I know he is no longer this guy in this picture. I’ve never seen that smile on his face. One so carefree. You can feel the love these four have for each other, yet he has never once mentioned them.


    I set the picture down and take off down the same hallway he had. I open a few doors trying to find the master bedroom. I open the last door on the right and I find him standing in the room, a towel wrapped around his hips. Water still drips from his hair down onto his hard chest and chiseled stomach. I watch it as it goes lower into his towel. I look him in the eyes, not wanting to think anything except for the hatred I have for this stranger.


    “What do you want, Taylor?” his deep voice asks flatly.


    What do I want? That’s a loaded question. “I want the truth,” I snap.


    He rolls his shoulders as if they’re tight. “Well, you’re not gonna get it.”


    My mouth falls open. “Don’t you think I deserved that?” I demand.


    His jaw tightens, and he starts to walk to me. “What about what I deserve?” he asks raising a dark eyebrow.


    He can’t be serious. “What you deserve? What makes you think you deserve anything?” He did save your life, Taylor. Yeah, only to ruin it.


    His jaw twitches, and he tightens his grip on the towel around his hips. “You have no idea what I did for you!” he yells. “You have no idea what it has cost me.”


    “I cost you?” I ask in disbelief. “You took advantage of me.” You made me fall for you.


    He cocks an eyebrow and leans down, placing his face in front of mine. “I took nothing from you that you didn’t willingly throw in my face,” he replies flatly. I gasp. “Oh, please. Don’t act so fucking innocent. We both know you’re not!”


    I place my hands on my hips and just stare up at him because part of that is true. I willing gave him everything my body had to offer, and he used it and then broke it. “What did you give up?” I decide to ask. “What did I cost you? Because you don’t seem to be hurting,” I snap, choosing to be angry other than sad about what I did.


    “I broke every rule I had for you,” he sneers.


    I throw my head back and let out a laugh. A crazy, losing my mind laugh because that’s all I can do in this situation. Laugh at it.


    His arms strongly grip my shoulders and it cuts off my laughing as I look up at him. “Laugh all you want, sweetheart.” His voice is hard. “But I had those rules for a reason. You wanna know what you did to me? You wanna know why I couldn’t tell you the truth? You wanna know why I continued to go on letting you think I was someone I wasn’t?” I swallow nervously. “Well, today is your lucky day because I’m gonna tell you. You made me feel like I was someone different. You made me feel like maybe, just maybe, I really wasn’t a person living a fucking lie. That maybe one day I could be the husband you wanted and give you the family you deserved.” My heart stops at his confession. “For once, I wasn’t confused about my life. I knew what I wanted, and I was getting it.” He sighs heavily. Removing one hand from my shoulders, he uses it to run down his still wet face. “I’ve felt dead for so long, Taylor,” his voice says softly. “You made me feel alive. You made me feel worth something. That fire you lit inside of me woke me up. You made me feel like I had a chance. A chance at living.” He releases my shoulders with his other hand, and he reaches up, softly wiping the single tear from my cheek. “I fell in love with you, Taylor. And you’re right, I took advantage of that opportunity. The feeling you gave me. If I had told you the truth, you would have left me. And I wasn’t willing to let you go.” I close my eyes. He loves me? When I open them, his blue eyes are searching my face. “And if I could, I would let you leave and walk out of my life right now. But I can’t. Tonight proves that me keeping you so close has put your life in danger. But once I know you’re safe, you’ll be free to go.” He pulls away from me and walks over to his closet.


    I stand here, heart beating wildly and eyes glossy with tears, as he dresses. Once he’s done, he walks out of the closet and looks at me. His blue eyes search mine and he takes in a deep breath. “I truly am sorry for what I have done to you. But I promise if you just give me a few more days. I will fix it all and you never have to see me again.” With that, he walks out of his room and closes the door softly behind him.


    My body shakes as a sob comes out. I fall down onto the bed and cry.

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


    


    CASE


    


    I can hear her crying from the other side of my bedroom door. I hang my head as I place my hand over my racing heart. I told her everything I have felt for her, and I saw it in her eyes that she feels the same way. She wants to hate me but instead, it’s worse—she loves me.


    I hear a sob and I turn to face the door. Placing my hand on the knob, I start to turn it but stop. This wasn’t supposed to be this hard. This wasn’t supposed to end like this. Hurting her. But I can’t walk away from what I know. My job. And she deserves more than a man who would put his job first. And this entire situation has proved I will place it before her.


    I place my forehead on the door and release a heavy sigh. Why is it so hard? Why is it that the one thing I want most in this world is the one thing I have to let go?


    “Case?”


    I spin around when I hear a man say my name. I let out a ragged breath when I see Blane standing in the hallway with a terrified looking Savannah standing next to him. I look down to his hand holding hers, and I hate that I can’t do that for Taylor. That I can’t be the rock she needs.


    “I didn’t hear you come in,” I say finally.


    “We came right away,” he says, pulling her to his side.


    “I need to talk to you. Privately.” I need to let him know I’m going to catch up on some sleep, but after I go to the hospital tomorrow, I won’t be returning to my house. Taylor needs me out of the picture, and she is safer here than anywhere else. As soon as I get the son of a bitch who tried to kill us all this morning, she’ll be able to go back home and live a normal life without me.


    He looks down at Savannah, and she looks up at him. “I’m gonna go talk to Taylor,” she says softly. I know she’s still crying because we can all hear the soft cries coming from the door behind me.


    “Okay.” He leans down and kisses her on the forehead. I look away and walk past them toward the kitchen. It may just be a little past eight in the morning, but all of a sudden, I feel the need for a stiff drink.


    I reach up and grab a glass out of my cabinet. I then go over to the fridge and pull a bottle of bourbon out of it.


    “Are we gonna talk about this?” I hear Blane ask as he enters the kitchen.


    I close my eyes for a brief second and count to five to try and not throw this bottle at a wall. “Is there anyone who doesn’t want to talk?” I ask out loud. “I’m so fucking tired of having people want to talk about shit that doesn’t matter.”


    “Hey!” he snaps. I open my eyes and turn around to face him. “That is my sister in there crying and she fucking matters.”


    I look down at the empty glass in one hand and the bottle in the other. I slam the glass down on the countertop and decide to just tip back the bottle. I suck in a breath as it burns my throat. “Of course, she matters.” I sigh heavily. “That’s the problem.”


    He looks around the kitchen as if confused and lost. “I don’t understand what happened. I don’t understand how you got to her.”


    “How I got to her?” I question.


    “Yes. How you managed to get her to believe all your lies,” he hisses. “Do you have any idea how hard it was for me to lie to her?” He shakes his head in confusion. “And she hated you.”


    “I lie for a living,” I remind him. “And, well, she still does hate me.” I salute him with the bottle before I take another gulp.


    “No. I mean she hated you. She thought you were this awful person.”


    “Aren’t I?” Another drink.


    He sighs heavily as he looks at the bottle in my hand and then up at me. “I may not agree with you sleeping with her, but we both know you saved her life tonight.” And the other night he doesn’t know about. “I know that no matter how far you two went, you had the best intentions at heart.”


    I snort. “I wouldn’t be so sure,” I say honestly. “I don’t know what I was thinking.” I thought I could use her. I should have called off the entire operation with Blane the moment I found out the girl I wanted to fuck was his sister.


    “I don’t know either. But at least she’s safe.”


    I look at him and speak the only words I can think of at the moment. The only words that I know are true. “And I will continue to make sure she is safe. I will finish this.”


    “I know you will.”


    I lower my head to look down at the bottle again, and I hate how tight my chest feels. How empty my soul is once again. I’m just meant to live a life of deceit. But I don’t have to continue doing that to Taylor. I can make a change and the change is gonna start with her. And I know just what to do.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    When I wake, it’s dark, and for a second, I forget where I am. But his smell hits my nose and I remember I’m in his bed.


    “Hey.”


    I give Savannah a half smile as I see her lying next to me. She came in here earlier to talk to me. She apologized for what Blane had done more times than I can count. She swore she had no idea what was happening or what Blane had been doing and I believed her. She didn’t even have to explain all that; I knew she was as in the dark as I was.


    “Still mad at him?” I ask.


    She nods. “I plan on being mad at him for a long time,” she says matter-of-factly, and I give her a small smile. At least, she knows when she finally forgives him that he will still be there.


    Case won’t be there for me. He already told me. He may have feelings for me, but he doesn’t plan to act on them.


    “What time is it?” I ask stretching. I’m still tired, but I can’t sleep all day and night. My schedule is already fucked up.


    “Eight forty-three.”


    Great! It just got dark outside. I slept the entire day away. I get out of bed and make my way into the kitchen wanting to see if he has coffee or a water.


    I find my brother sitting at the kitchen table. “I was wondering how long you were going to sleep,” he says to me.


    “As long as I want,” I reply flatly.


    He spins around in his seat to face me. “Taylor. Please don’t be mad at me too. I had no choice.”


    “You always have a choice. You just chose to lie to us,” Savannah snaps walking in behind me.


    “What was I supposed to do? I needed his help. I never expected you guys to get involved in it.” He looks at me with narrowed eyes. “Or for you to sleep with the man. I mean, of all the women I have ever known, you’re not the type to jump into bed with anyone.”


    I take a deep breath and grip the coffee mug tightly; I really wanna throw it at his face. “You think I planned this? You think I wanted to get hurt?” I snap.


    “Get hurt?” he asks confused. “You can’t blame me for getting hurt. You’re the one who got too close to him.”


    “Too close? I fucking love him, Blane.” His eyes widen. “I have been seeing him for over a month.” They narrow at that. “You think you were the only one keeping a secret? Well, we had one of our own. And I blame that on you,” I shout.


    I look away from him to search the house. Where is Case? Did he hear that? Oh God, I hope he’s still asleep somewhere. I don’t want him to find out I love him by my screaming it at my brother.


    “He’s not here,” my brother says softly.


    I look back at him. He looks at me with soft eyes. “Where is he?”


    “He slept for a few hours and then left earlier today. He went up to the hospital to spend time with Brecken.”


    I sigh in relief. “That would have sucked if he had heard that,” I say out loud, but I’m mainly talking to myself.


    “Taylor.” My brother stands from the table. “He’s not coming back.”


    I feel my chest tighten. “What do you mean?” I ask slowly.


    He runs a hand through his dark hair. “I spoke to him this morning. Once you girls fell asleep, he went into his room and quietly packed a bag. He is gonna get a hotel in town. He’s not coming back here because he thinks you don’t want him around. You told him you hated him.” He looks over at Savannah and then back at me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t understand he meant so much to you. When I saw you at his office this morning, I just thought it was something sexual and I got pissed.”


    “But …” I start to panic. “He said he brought us here to keep us safe. How will he keep me safe if he’s not here?” I ask quickly.


    “He said that no one knows about his house. No one knows how to find you. That he doesn’t need to be here in order to keep you safe.”


    “Why are you telling me this?” Why does everyone just want to hurt me?


    He looks over at Savannah as she gives him a go to hell look, and he sighs. “Because if you love him half as much as I love Savannah, then you need to let him know.” He speaks to me but keeps his eyes on Savannah.


    I bite my bottom lip nervously. “What if he doesn’t care how I feel?” What if he tells me he’s changed his mind? That it’s not love he feels for me?


    “You have to try.” I look up at Savannah. “I know you better than you know yourself. And although I’m pissed at Blane, I agree with him. You’ll never know what you’ve lost unless you know what he’s willing to offer you.” She smiles softly. “At least give yourselves a chance to try.”


    I nod my head at her. “I gotta go,” I say turning away from them and walking to the garage. I pause when I open the door and see his Corvette is gone and I don’t have a car here. I turn to ask Blane if I can borrow whatever he drove to get here when I see Case’s keys to a truck hanging on a nail on the wall. They go to the exact same black GMC parked in the garage. It has to be Case’s because I know it sure as hell isn’t my brother’s. Making up my mind, I grab them and close the door behind me. Not even caring that I’m still dressed in Case’s clothes and haven’t had a shower.


    


    ***


    


    I walk around the hospital for over forty-five minutes trying to find Brecken’s room. Every nurse I ask looks at me with a confused expression when I ask for Brecken. So I quit asking and just start looking. I know he’s in the ICU, but I never thought that could consist of so many rooms.


    So I was extremely excited when I opened a door and there he was lying in a bed. But my excitement fell when I saw Case wasn’t in there with him.


    “He went to get some coffee,” Brecken all but whispers when he looks over to see me.


    “Sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you.” When I looked in here, his eyes were shut.


    “You’re fine. Don’t get much sleep in here when the nurses come in to poke at you every thirty damn minutes,” he mumbles.


    I smile at how good he looks for someone who was just shot. “How are you feeling?”


    “Like I’ve been shot in the chest,” he growls


    I chuckle. “Well, you look good,” I offer. He has several machines hooked up to his chest, an IV in his right arm. The machines chirp loudly, and I can see how hard it would be to get some rest in here.


    “Thanks. But I have a feeling you didn’t come here to see me.”


    “I need to talk to Case,” I say looking at the floor.


    He chuckles and then hisses in a breath at the pain it causes him. “He won’t shut up about you.” I look up at him. “Another reason I can’t get any sleep.”


    “Is he telling you how much he hates me?” I ask softly.


    “Stupid girl,” he whispers with a smirk. “He loves you.” His eyes slide to mine. “And you love him.”


    “I don’t know him,” I say in denial.


    “What is there to know?” he asks in all seriousness.


    “Well, for starters, his real name.”


    “Why?” he asks as if that’s crazy. “It’s just a name.” I go to say something, but he continues. “Plus. He already told you that,” he says matter-of-factly.


    I narrow my eyes on him. “Does he tell you everything?”


    “Yes,” he replies simply.


    I run a hand through my hair. “Well, that’s not enough,” I reply sharply. “He hasn’t told me about his family …”

    “He doesn’t have a family,” he replies as he tries to sit up in his bed. I walk over to him and help him adjust his pillow, as he gets comfortable.


    “Yes, he does,” I say once he’s situated. “I saw the picture. I’ve tried to ask about them before and he shuts me down. And his sister … I saw her in a picture at his house.” I sigh heavily. “Who doesn’t want to talk about their family?”


    “Nicole.”


    The name makes my skin break out in goosebumps and I stare at him wide-eyed. “What did you say?”


    “Nicole,” he repeats with a long sigh. “That’s his sister’s name.”


    My brows pull together in confusions. “That is the name he has tattooed on his wrist.”


    He nods. “Nicole was his sister.”


    “Was?” I ask in horror.


    He looks away from me and stares straight ahead at the white wall for a few seconds. “Nicole was his twin sister …” He pauses. “And the love of my life.”


    I feel my legs give out, and I find myself falling into the chair next to his bed. Case’s twin sister? Brecken was in love with her?


    He looks over at me with a small smile on his lips. “I was fifteen and was new to their town. Nicole was in my first period. She turned to me and introduced herself. I actually told her the wrong name.” He chuckles. “She had me tongue tied. She was so beautiful. And the way her hand fit in mine. I fell in love right then and there. It was love at first sight if you can believe in that type of thing.” He shrugs. “But what did I know? I was fifteen. The next day was a Friday. And she had on a little cheerleading uniform. I knew what I had to do. I joined the football team. That was when I met Case. He was just as nice as Nicole, but not as great to stare at.” I let out a laugh. “We became best friends, and it only took me three miserably long months to prove to Nicole that I was the guy for her.”


    “How did she die?” I ask softly. He looks at me in question. “You said she was his sister. Something had to have happened to her.”


    He nods. “But that is not my story to tell.” I open my mouth, but he speaks. “I told you who she was because she is a big part of my life. But the only thing I’m gonna tell you about her is the part she played in my life. Case needs to tell you how her life changed his.”


    I look down to my hands in my lap. “He probably won’t tell me.”


    “You never know until you ask.” He moves around a little more. “Go find him.”


    “How am I going to find him? I’ll just wait for him to come back here.”


    “He likes to drink his coffee outside. Go check the entrance of the hospital.”


    I smile over at him. “Thanks, Brecken …” I pause. “Is that your real name?”


    He smirks but doesn’t answer. I smile at him, but don’t push the subject because it really doesn’t matter. It’s just a name, right?


    


    ***


    


    I see Case standing outside the entrance of the hospital before the doors even open to allow me out. He’s standing with his back against a pillar and his head tilted back with his eyes closed as the night covers him in darkness.


    “Tired?” I ask coming up in front of him.


    His eyes pop open, and he looks at me in surprise. “Taylor. What are you doing here?” he demands after the shock fades.


    I take a deep breath. “I want to know you, Case.”


    “Not this again,” he huffs. “It doesn’t matter who I am.”


    I place my hand on his chest. His eyes narrow on mine, and his heart is beating quickly. Is that because of me? Because mine is beating hard because of him. “It does matter,” I say softly. I take a deep breath and let it out. “Case, I love you.” My bottom lip trembles in fear, and my eyes start to sting from tears. “And that is crazy because I don’t know who you are. I am in love with a man who has done nothing but lie to me.” He swallows. “A man I know nothing about.” A tear slides down my face, and he reaches up to wipe it away.


    He lowers his face down to mine, and if it’s even possible, his heart beats harder against my hand. “You love me?” His breath lands on my lips, and I shiver.


    “Of course,” I whisper. Reaching up with my free hand, I place it on his cheek. His facial hair rough against my palm. “Why do you think I care so much about who you really are?” I ask softly.


    “What if you hate the real me?” he asks, closing his eyes as if it that thought would be unbearable.


    “I already love you,” I reply. “Knowing the real you could only make me love you even more.”


    He opens his eyes and looks at me. I see the fear in his eyes. The thought of me walking away from him when I find out who he really is. But I’m not worried. Not one bit. So I add, “You don’t have to hide from me, Tyler.” I use his real name because we need to start somewhere and this is as good a place as any is. But he flinches when I say it. And I have a feeling there’s a story behind why he goes by Case. “I already know you are willing to risk your lives for others. I already know you would do anything to make sure that people you don’t even know are safe. And I know that no matter what your past consists of, I wanna stand by your side.”


    He stares at me for a long moment, and I hold my breath. Just when I think I may fall to the ground due to dizziness from not breathing, his lips land on mine. Breathing life into me. I wrap my arms around his neck, and he kisses me with desperation. His arms grip me as if I will pull away at any second, his body pushing into mine. I deepen the kiss letting him know just how much I love him. Letting him know that no matter what he has to tell me, I’ll still be here.


    He pulls away first, and I take one deep breath after another. “I love you too, Taylor,” he whispers against my lips. I let out a little sob even as I wanna scream out in joy. “Please believe me when I say I’m sorry.”


    “I believe you.” We never planned on this. And it must have been hard for him not to tell me. I don’t know what I would have done if I had been the one to lie. If I had been the one afraid he would leave me.


    His lips brush mine softly this time just giving me a soft kiss. “How did you get here?” he asks as his brows pull together.


    “I drove your truck.”


    He lets out a chuckle. “Go back to my house. I’ll be there soon.”


    “You’re not coming now?” I frown.


    He pulls away from me and shakes his head. “I need to stay here with Brecken. But I promise I will come back.”


    I smile. “I’m gonna hold you to that promise.”


    He runs his thumb over my bottom lip, and he smiles back. “I wouldn’t expect anything less.”


    


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


    


    CASE


    


    I’m a nervous wreck. My hands are sweaty, and my heart pounds in my chest. How am I gonna tell her about my past? A past I spend every day trying to forget? Telling it is gonna be like placing a knife to my chest and slowly stabbing myself. In order to give her what she wants, I’m gonna have to bleed myself emotionally dry. But she deserves that. She deserves for you to rip yourself open in order to make her understand why you couldn’t tell her the truth.


    I take a deep breath and twist the doorknob to my bedroom. I open it up to find her lying in my bed asleep. I let out a long breath. Of course, she is; it’s three in the morning. I spent most of the night at the hospital with Brecken. Then on my way home, I found myself taking the longest way possible. I even made wrong turns to avoid this conversation for a minute longer. But somehow, I found my way to her. She came after me today to tell me how she felt. It’s my turn to do the same.


    I remove my clothes quietly and make my way under the covers with her. I wrap my arms around her and pull her into me, letting out a sigh.


    “Your heart is beating really fast.”


    I look over at her, and her eyes are wide open staring up at me. “I thought you were asleep.” A man could hope.


    “I heard you come in.”


    I arch an eyebrow. “You were pretending,” I muse.


    “Maybe,” she whispers.


    “Why would you do that?”


    She removes herself from my arms, and I don’t try to stop her. She pulls back the covers, gets up, and straddles my hips. Both my eyebrows raise to my hairline. “I thought …”


    She places her finger over my lips, quieting me. “We have plenty of time to talk.” She leans down, her bare chest laying on mine. “Right now, I want you to touch me.” She reaches out; grabbing my wrists, she places my hands on her hips. I gladly grab a hold of them. She leans up just a bit, and her hair brushes my chest as she hovers over me. She then places her hands flat on my chest and runs her fingers down my chest and stomach. I arch my back and grip her hips as her nails try to tear my skin open. She always makes me burn when she touches me.


    “I want you,” I say selfishly. I should stop her. Tell her that even though it’s gonna kill me, I want her to know the real me. But she is giving me a peace offering. She knows she’s gonna get to know the real Tyler Cason Crawford no matter what. Why not wait one more hour? Or two?


    She leans down once again, her lips find my neck, and her tongue licks gently. “Then take me,” she whispers.


    My cock jerks, and I toss her over onto her back. I spread her legs with mine, and she arches her back letting out a moan. Grabbing my hard cock with one hand, I run the other hand over her pussy. It’s soaking wet. Without foreplay, I push myself into her.


    “Oh, God,” she cries out, gripping my shoulders.


    I close my eyes and pull out, then push forward. Her hot pussy tightens around my cock and I let out a growl. “You feel so good,” I whisper.


    “Please,” she begs as her legs wrap around my hips.


    “Please what, baby?” I ask bending down and placing soft kisses from her collarbone to her neck.


    She moves her hands to my ass and she digs her nails into my skin as she tries to pull me deeper into her. “Please fuck me,” she begs as she closes her eyes and arches her neck.


    I grab her hands, pulling them from my ass and wrap my hands around her small wrists. I pin them above her head as I push my hips forward. “Say it again,” I demand.


    “Fuck me, Case.” She takes in a deep breath as I thrust my hips forward again. “Fuck me hard.” Her voice rises as she calls out, and I can’t help but give it to her. The room fills with our heavy breathing, her cries of pleasure, and my grunts as I take her roughly. I needed this. An escape. Something to take my mind off what she wants to know. And I’m thankful she has allowed me another chance to avoid the inevitable.


    “Case …” she pants as her pussy tightens around my cock. She arches her back and her lips part as she sucks in a breath.


    “Come on, baby.” As I egg her on, I curse myself. “Come for me, baby,” I grind out as I pull back and thrust forward. The quicker she comes, the sooner we’ll be done. I wish I could hold out forever.


    She sucks in another breath, and her muscles tense against my body. She fists her hands, and she lets out a cry as her pusssy tightens. She comes on my cock and I bite the inside of my lip as I enjoy the feel of her running down my cock and coat my balls. I could never get enough of her. Her body shakes and I can feel her heart pound in her chest as I allow my body to fall on top of hers. She looks up at me through hooded eyes as I slow my hips. For once, I want to make love. I want to show her that I do have a heart. Because once I tell her about my past, she will think differently.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I pace back and forth at the end of the bed with my hands in my hair as Taylor sits up, resting her back against the headboard.


    “Do you want to sit down?” she asks.


    “No.” My reply comes out sharper than I intended.


    “Okay,” she whispers.


    You would think the fact we just had sex would help my nerves, but it’s made them worse. My entire body is tense, and if she would let me, I would crawl on top of her right now and fuck her to the point she passes out. That way I could hold this off just one more day, but what good will that do us? Hasn’t she waited long enough? “I don’t know where to start,” I mumble more to myself than to her.


    “Anywhere you want,” she encourages me softly.


    “My name is Tyler Cason Crawford.” That was easy enough. I look over at her, and she smiles at me encouragingly. “I’m twenty-nine and as long as I can remember, I have always been called Case.”


    I let out a long breath as I come to a stop and stare at her. She licks her lips nervously before giving me another soft smile. I feel my body physically relax. Just the fact she is still in front of me after everything I have done is a miracle of its own.


    I take a deep breath. “I have a twin sister.”


    For a few seconds, she just stares up at me. And I didn’t expect her to be all that surprised about that part. “I know you knew that already.”


    “How would I know that?” she asks wide-eyed.


    “The family photo. I know you looked at it,” I inform her, and she nods once.


    “Yes. But I didn’t know that she was your twin.” She’s lying I can tell. I’m not sure how she knows, but she does.


    I nod. “Her name was Nicole.”


    Her eyes look down at my wrist where Nicole’s name is tattooed. I look down at it too and lift my other hand. Without thought, I rub my thumb over it.


    “Was?” she asks softly.


    I take a long breath. “Yeah. I haven’t seen her in twelve years.” I swallow the lump in my throat.


    “What happened to her?” she whispers.


    I look over at her, and I hate that my eyes sting. I hate that bringing up my past is gonna make me look weak in her eyes. So I place that mask on. The onl where I show nothing. I close my eyes and take a deep breath. It’s time … “She was taken from us.”


    


    “Good game, man!” Brecken slaps me on the back as we run off the field.


    I laugh. “Yeah, you were actually good tonight,” I say shoving his shoulder as we walk through the parking lot. Tonight was the last game of our senior year, and we kicked ass.


    “What happened to Nicole?” he asks looking around the parking lot. “I never did see her with the squad.” He shakes his head with a smile.


    “Well, you know her studies come first.” My sister doesn’t let anything get ahead of her schooling. Not even being head cheerleader.


    “I don’t know, man. She never misses a game,” he says starting to sound worried.


    “I wouldn’t sweat it.” I come up to my beat-up old car. “I’m sure she’s at the house.” He had come over before the game, so we drove together.


    We both pile into my car, and I drive us back to my house. As soon as we pull down the road to my house, both of our bodies stiffen. “What the hell?” Brecken asks as he leans forward to look out the windshield. Four cop cars sit in my circle drive.


    I bring the car to a stop as I slam on the brakes. We both jump out of the car and run to my front door. I shove it open as I call out for my mom and dad. I find them sitting in the living room.


    My heart stops and my stomach drops when I see my father holding my mother in his arms. Her face is buried in his chest as she sobs. “Mom? Dad?” I swallow nervously. “What’s going on?” I ask looking at the cops that stand in front of them. There must be six, maybe seven. I can’t seem to focus on any one of them in particular.


    My mother pulls away from my father, and she stands from the couch. With shaky legs and her arms held out, she walks to me. She falls into me, and I wrap my arms around her as my throat tightens. “What is it, Mom?” I ask wrapping my arms around her shaking body. She still doesn’t answer.


    My father stands from the couch, and I see the tears running down his face. His dark blue eyes are bloodshot and his face puffy. “It’s Nicole …”


    “Where is she?” Brecken demands. I had almost forgotten he was here with me. “Where is she?” he yells. “Nicole?” he calls out as he runs through the living room and up the stairs toward her room.


    “Dad?” My voice cracks and my mother’s body shakes in my arms as she lets out a sob. “Where is she?”


    He looks at the police and then hangs his head. “They found her car, son … on the side of the road … she’s missing …”


    “No!” I say as my throat tightens. I try to suck in a breath as I shake my head. “I just saw her.” I had just seen her earlier this evening before the game. In this very room. I had offered to drive her, but she said she was going to drive herself.


    “It happened on her way to the game.” His voice shakes, and he won’t even lift his head up to look at me.


    “Where is she?” Brecken comes running down the stairs.


    One of the cops clears his throat as he steps forward. “We have every officer in the county looking for her. And we’ve made calls to surrounding counties as well.”


    Brecken looks from the cop to me. “There’s no way she would just run away. She has to be here somewhere,” he says sounding confused.


    My mother shudders under my arms, and her legs give out. I don’t have the strength to hold her up. We both fall to the floor as we both hold each other crying.


    Do you know what it feels like to be helpless? Completely and utterly helpless? It’s hell! Brecken and I put together search teams that searched day and night. We had systems. Different teams searched different hours. We spent every waking moment looking for her. Or maybe to find just a clue of where she could have gone. But nothing came up. One day, we had just returned from another town when the cops were once again at our house.


    We ran into the house just like before and prayed that Nicole was sitting on the couch with my parents, but unfortunately, that wasn’t the case.


    “We have found that there have been seven other abductions with the same MO as this one.”


    “Abduction?” I question. “I don’t … I don’t understand,” I stutter. “You never said you thought someone had taken her,” I say in horror.


    “There were certain details we kept from the public …”


    “Which are?” Brecken demands.


    My parents haven’t spoken a single word. They sit on the couch holding each other as they cry. That’s all they do now.


    The officer sighs heavily. “Her purse. Her car keys were left in her car on the side of the road. There was cash still in her wallet. So obviously not a robbery.”


    “Then what was it?” I snap. I hate that the fuckers feel like they can keep information from us.


    “We had made calls to surrounding counties and we got a call back this morning from Craig, about fifty miles from here. A girl matching your sister’s description had pulled over on the side of the road to help a woman out whose car appeared to be broken down. Moments after she stopped to offer her services, another car pulled up behind her. A man jumped out and pretended to help them, but when the girl turned her back on him, he jumped her.” My heart stops. “Another man jumped out and helped place her in the back of their car. The woman who was pulled off the side of the road jumped in her car and drove off.”


    I hold up my hand to stop him. I take a deep breath and rub my forehead before I ask. “How do you know all of this?”


    “The girl was able to escape. She opened the car door while the two guys were driving down the road. The men stopped to grab her, but another car was approaching so they fled. The girl was taken to the hospital. Due to her jumping from a moving car, she has broken bones but is expected to live.


    “I don’t understand what this has to do with my sister,” I grind out. “Why are you here telling me about another girl when my sister is still out there?” I demand.


    “The girl has been questioned by the police. I guess they had roughed her up pretty badly, and she pretended to be unconscious while in the backseat. She overheard them discussing the other girls …” He takes in a deep breath. “They were traffickers.”


    “What does that mean?” I snap.


    “That means they take young women who fit your sister’s description and they sell them … into sex slavery.”


    


    “Oh God, Case!”


    I look away from my wrist and over at Taylor. She has a hand over her mouth and tears run down her face.


    “I’m so sorry,” she mumbles from behind her hand. “What did they do?”


    I run a hand through my hair. “There was nothing they could do,” I say honestly. “People who are involved in trafficking send women overseas. You have a very short timeframe to find them. After that, the odds of finding them decrease dramatically.”


    She shakes her head wide-eyed as if that concept is hard for her to believe. “I don’t understand.” She speaks softly as she removes her hand from her mouth. “How do you know she …?” She can’t even say it. “Did they find her?”


    I shake my head. “I could still feel her.”


    “Feel her?” She breathes the word in shock.


    “You know how everyone says that twins have this intuition? They can feel one another?” She nods. “I felt her for days. A few weeks, and then one day, she was just gone.” She lets out a sob. “I just knew that she was gone,” I whisper. I had let Nicole down. She was taken from us, and I wasn’t man enough to find her. To bring her back where she belonged.


    “I’m so sorry, Case. I can’t even begin to know what you went through. What your parents went through.”


    “My parents.” I sigh as I hang my head.


    “What about your parents?” she asks nervously.


    


    Two weeks Nicole has been gone. Two weeks our town has been turned upside down with her going missing. Everyone is still looking for her day and night. Brecken and I don’t sleep. Don’t stop to eat. We’ve been skipping school and driving around aimlessly. Still nothing! My parents refuse to leave the house. And I’ve refused to go home. Everywhere I look there, I see Nicole. I see her standing in the entryway kissing Brecken good-bye when he leaves late at night. I see her sitting on the couch covered up with a blanket as she cries over a sappy movie on TV. I see her walking into my room yelling at me for something I did to piss her off. I can feel her everywhere. And it rips my heart out.


    But as I pull into my driveway, I shut off my lights and take a deep breath. I have to go home for some sleep. My eyes are heavy, and my body aches. I can’t keep going. I need to rest. I need my bed. Just a couple of hours and then I’ll head back out.


    I pull myself out of my car and make my heavy legs carry me into the house. I walk in and it takes my breath away as I try to make my way up to my room. I stop as I come to the top of the stairs. I look into Nicole’s room. It still looks the same. Her bed unmade from when we were in a rush to get to school that morning. Her walls decorated with pictures of her girlfriends and all of her trophies from her cheerleading competitions. A picture of Brecken, her, and me at the football field sits on her dresser.


    I have to look away. The thought of what she must be going through is so hard to bear I can’t help but want to scream. I run to my room and lie down on my bed. I scream into my pillow as my heart pounds in my chest. My fingers dig into my pillow as I bury my face in it, not wanting to wake my parents. For the first time in two weeks, I don’t hear their cries.


    I wake the next morning and make my way down to the living room. I still feel drained; the four hours of sleep I got didn’t do shit for me. I go to reach for the coffee pot when I see a letter sitting on the countertop. I pick it up recognizing my mother’s handwriting.


    


    I can’t go on. I don’t want to go on. I just need it to end. For the darkness to take me away.


    


    I need to let go of today. Hold on to the hope of tomorrow.


    


    Come tomorrow, I will be in a better place.


    


    It falls out of my hand and floats to the floor. I take off in a mad dash to their bedroom at the back of the house. “Mom?” I yell as my heart pounds in my chest. Let me be wrong! “Mom?” I scream so loud my throat burns.


    I go crashing into their room, and my body comes to a halt as if I just ran into a glass wall. It takes several seconds for my mind to understand what I see. My mother lies on her side of the bed. A peaceful look on her face as she lies on her back. My father lies beside her, his face turned toward me. My hands shake and a sob comes out as I look at the blood that covers him, the bed, and the floor.


    I run to them. Sobbing and my body trembling, I take them in my arms.


    


    I can’t look at her. I don’t even have the strength to lift my head. But I can hear her cries. I can hear her heavy breathing. I close my eyes tightly and let out a long breath. “I understood why they did it,” I tell her. We had all went to a very dark place after Nicole went missing. She was on my mind every second of every day. The thought of what was happening to her was unimaginable. I sat there and held my father for two hours. I didn’t move, just sat there and cried my eyes out as I screamed for help. Brecken showed up and found me like that. My voice was hoarse and my throat was raw from calling out for help. He called the police from my house phone. The same officer who had informed me two weeks before that my sister was missing had to pry my father’s lifeless and bloodied body from my hands. I was taken to the hospital; they thought I was in shock because I wasn’t talking to them. Little did they know, I couldn’t. I had no voice. I had nothing left of me. Finding out that your mother hung herself in the living room and your father shot himself will do that to a child.


    The only thing the police could come up with was that my father must have found her in the living room hanging from the top of the staircase. He must have taken her down and carried her to their room. He had to have placed her in their bed and laid down next to her before he took his own life.


    I found out later that they had been dead when I came home the night before. No wonder the house was so quiet. If only I had gone and checked on them … Who knows if I could have saved one of them.


    At the time, I couldn’t fathom why they did it. Yes, Nicole was gone, but I had refused to give up hope we could find her. How were they going to bring her back if they were dead? Two weeks later, I understand completely. That was when I tried to take my own life with the very gun my father had used.


    Taylor places her hand on my arm, but I pull away from her. I don’t deserve her to feel sorry for me because I thought of suicide as well. It crossed my mind more than I would like to admit, and I would have succeeded if not for Brecken stopping me.


    “Why would they do that?” she cries.


    I open my eyes and turn to face her. I get why she doesn’t understand. I wouldn’t either unless I had gone through it. “I guess they felt they would rather be dead than have to live another second thinking that their daughter was now a sex slave.”


    She lets out a sob and places her hand over my mouth. “I can’t imagine …” She shakes her head. “But how do they leave a child behind?”


    I had asked myself that same question a hundred times. And I never did get an answer, but over time, it didn’t matter. I came to terms with what they had chosen to do with their life. And I chose to fight. I chose to live no matter how much easier it would have been to end it all.


    “I can’t answer that,” I say honestly.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I sit on his bed with my knees pulled to my chest and my head resting on my knees. My body shakes as I think of what happened to Case. What happened to his twin sister, Nicole. What she must have gone through. How terrified she must have been.


    I feel two strong arms wrap around me, and I wrap my arms around him, welcoming his comfort as I sob into him. Here he is, the one who has this horrible past, and I’m the one who is crying like a child. “I’m so sorry, Case.”


    He doesn’t say anything, but what is there for him to say? He’s lived this tragedy. I pull away and look up at him. His dark blue eyes are soft but free of tears. I don’t know how he can retell that story and not cry? Not show emotion to the fact he lost everything.


    I reach up and place my hand on his unshaven face. “How can you do that?” I ask in all seriousness.


    “Do what?”


    I wipe the tears from my face. “Not show emotion. How can you hide what I know you must feel?”


    He pulls away from me and gets up off the bed. He stands there as he looks down at me. He doesn’t look mad. He doesn’t look upset. He just looks empty. “I don’t need others to see what I feel inside,” he says flatly.


    I get up on my knees as I sniff. “Case,” I say his name softly and then lick my lips. “What you have been through …”


    “I’ve dealt with it,” he interrupts me. “That was twelve years ago.”


    “I know. But you were alone. Now, you’re not. I don’t want you to hide from me,” I whisper. Is he afraid for me to see him cry? I know it has to still kill him not to know what happened to Nicole. It would eat me up alive.


    “You know, I once thought that same thing.” He points a finger at his chest. “I thought I was alone. I thought I had no one. My parents killed themselves.” My chest tightens for him as a knot forms in my throat at how cold his voice sounds. It makes my skin break out in goosebumps. “They couldn’t take one more day of hell. And believe me, Taylor, it was hell.” His chest rises and falls quickly as he takes a deep breath. “You think I didn’t want it to go away?” he asks, and his dark eyebrows pull together. “You think I didn’t ask God why he let that happen to my family? What I had done wrong? I wanted a way out,” he admits. “I wanted to crawl into a hole and die. I tried …” He reaches up and runs a hand through his dark hair. “The thing was I couldn’t hate my parents for what they did. I wanted to do it.” His hands fall to his side, and he shakes his head. “I wanted to end the nightmares,” he whispers.


    “What are you saying, Case?” My voice shakes as tears run down my face once again.


    He lifts his head to look at me and those dark blue eyes are still free of tears. “I wanted to end my life. I was so close too.” I place a hand over my mouth in shock. “I stood in the pouring down rain with my father’s gun, the same one he used to take his life, ready to end my own. They had been gone for two weeks, and I was tired. So tired … I just wanted a way out. But Brecken showed up just in time and stopped me.” He shakes his head. “Do you know what that feels like? To feel so helpless that the only way out is to die?” he asks.


    I shake my head as I get out of the bed. I walk up to him. I go to hug him, but he places his hands out, stopping me. “Don’t,” he demands. “I don’t want your pity,” he says harshly. “I’m not that man anymore.” He fists his hands down by his side. “At that very second, I made a decision. A decision to save lives,” he says softly. “To make a difference.” He hangs his head. “But I live a lie,” he says softly. “Nothing I do makes it better. The pain remains. I’ve just become numb to it.”


    I very slowly lift my hands up to him as I hold my breath, praying that he doesn’t push me away this time. “Look at me. Please,” I beg. When he finally does, I take a deep breath as I look into the dark blue eyes I have fallen in love with, and it makes my chest tighten at what they must have seen. “You have saved a life. My life,” I remind him. “And I’m sure countless others.” His eyes roam my face before returning to mine. “And as far as making a difference.” I swallow. “You have made a difference. I will never be the same, Case. Because I fell in love with you.”


    He reaches up and cups my face in his hands. “I’ve killed men,” he admits. “No matter how many times I try and wash clean, blood still remains on my hands.”


    I bite my bottom lip as I remember watching him lift his gun and shooting that man in the alley in order to save me.


    “You can’t stand there and tell me that’s okay.” I go to open my mouth, but he continues. “I make friends with the bad guys in order to get what I want.” He takes a long, deep breath. “And you know what? I don’t regret one bit of it. But do you know what I do regret?” He removes one hand from my face and runs it through my messy hair.


    I shake my head slowly. “I regret you.”


    My stomach drops, and I feel like my world just stops. My lips part but nothing comes out.


    I go to step away from him, but he reaches out and grabs me. “I regret I lied to you,” he whispers. “I regret I didn’t meet you sooner.” Fresh tears start to sting my eyes. “I regret I allowed any man ever hurt you.” He reaches up and wipes the single tear from my cheek. “I regret I can’t be the man that you deserve.”


    “What?” I ask in disbelief. “Case, you are …”


    “I forced Mr. Binsen to fire you,” he announces.


    “What?” I ask pulling away from him. I must have heard him wrong.


    His hands fall to his side. “When you called me and told me that you were broke down on the side of the road, I panicked because my first thought was what happened to my sister. That’s why I told you to get in your car and not to let anyone help you. I knew at that very second I had to do something drastic to keep you close to me. For me to keep an eye on you. As soon as I hung up the phone, I called your boss and threatened him. He’s a buyer of mine, and he chose my drug over his best employee. That’s when I realized I was the only one who could save you from a world dependent on their next high.”


    I stare up at him wide-eyed and half-dazed. “You set all of this up?” I ask in disbelief.


    “I did,” he admits, and all I can do is shake my head at him.


    “You planned all of this?” My brows pull together. This can’t be happening.


    He sighs heavily. “The only thing I planned was to keep you safe. Your house had been broken into and your brother was working for me, an undercover cop. The possibility of you being sucked into my world was high. I was willing to risk you hating me when the truth came out.”


    “What about me falling in love with you?” I whisper. “Would you …?”


    “It was the only plan I had,” he interrupts me. “It wasn’t a good one, but it’s all I had.” He gives me a smile. That one he knows makes me weak in the knees. The one that makes my heart beat faster. The one that gives me butterflies. “I never intended to fall in love with you. But I did. As I told you earlier, you made me believe I could finally move on from my past. You didn’t numb my pain. You took it away completely. Somewhere along the lines, you became my drug, Taylor. You became the very thing I try to take from others. I get lost in your eyes. I burn from your touch. And I love you with all I have. I know I don’t deserve you, but give me another chance and I will prove to you I can do better. I will be better.” He closes the space between us and wraps his arms around my waist. “I am a man who had sinned. I am a man who knows they come at a cost. And one day, I will have to pay for my sins. And I’d gladly go to hell for this one.”


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


    


    TAYLOR


    


    The following morning I walk into the kitchen to find Blane and Savannah sitting at the table. They’re laughing and hugging on one another until they spot me. Savannah lets out a little cough and pulls away from him.


    “I see you guys have made up.”


    Blane snorts. “I could say the same about you. Considering what we heard last night and then again early this morning.” He shudders. “Maybe you can keep it down next time?”


    I smile in satisfaction. “Maybe,” I say with a careless shrug. But doubtful. Case fucks like he fights. Ruthless and my body loves it.


    “So what do we do now?” Savannah asks, running her hand through her hair. “Just hang out here until when …?”


    “I have a few leads. I will make sure it is handled soon.”


    We all turn to see Case walking into the kitchen. He stops beside me, places a hand on my lower back and leans down to give me a soft kiss on the forehead. I wanted to be mad at him last night. I wanted to hate him for all the lies and deceit. He had set me up, after all. But I couldn’t because he was also right. Somewhere along the way, we fell in love.


    My heart still breaks for him after what he told me last night. How much loss he’s suffered in such a short amount of time. And I know it must still affect him every day. This life has to take a toll on you.


    I turn to face Blane. “Why did you do it in the first place?” I wonder out loud. “You said you went to Case in order to get Dad out of jail. Did you ever stop to think that maybe that is the best place for him?”


    “You just don’t get it,” he mumbles.


    “Obviously, I don’t,” I say sharply. “Why am I the only one who thinks he’s better in jail than free?” I ask confused.


    “I don’t think he deserves to be free,” Case replies to my question.


    I eye him with a tilt of my head. “But you are the one who was willing to make the deal.”


    “I turned his deal down at first.”


    I look at Blane and then back at Case. “Obviously, he talked you into it.”


    He shrugs carelessly. “After I thought about it, I realized I would let the little fish go in order to catch the bigger fish.”


    What does that even mean? I don’t dare ask. I look back at Blane. “You know making a deal for Dad was like a death sentence? Do you understand what could have happened to you?” His face still bears the bruises from getting his ass kicked the other night.


    His eyes narrow on me. “It was the only option I had.”


    “Bullshit!” I hiss. “You could have just left him there.”


    He grinds his teeth. “When did you become someone who gives up on others?” he demands. He looks over his shoulder at Case and points an angry finger at him. “Hell, sis, you have been fucking Case for a month now and the entire time you thought he was a drug dealer. So you can fall in love with one but you can’t help your dad out when he’s one.” He gives a dark laugh. “Mom would be so disappointed in you.”


    When did he turn into Dad and bring Mom up? “Fuck you!” I shout. “Case has saved my life! Twice! He’s never called me in the middle of the night to bail him out of jail. I haven’t gotten a call from the hospital at five in the morning informing me he was so high he passed out and hit a light pole. I haven’t walked in on him passed out cold on the floor. He has protected me. He has been there for me. And he sure as hell doesn’t bring up my mother every single time I tell him no!” I’m so mad that my body is literally shaking. “Let me ask you, Blane. Did you contact Case on your own? Or was it Dad’s idea for you to put your life in danger to save his own ass?” I demand.


    “I knew I could get the job done.” He snorts.


    “That doesn’t answer my question,” I snap. Looking over at Case, I ask, “Did he contact you on his own, or did my father contact you and offer up his son?”


    Blane looks over at Case and narrows his eyes. “It’s a little more complicated than that,” Case says slowly.


    “How so?” I demand.


    “Blane called me because I was the one who put your dad in jail in the first place,” Case announces.


    “Excuse me?” I ask stupidly.


    Blane places his face in his hands and lets out a sigh while Case continues to talk. “I was in Pekin taking care of some business when a car ran across the center median and almost hit me head-on. I swerved out of the way, and he hit a tree when his car ran off the road. I pulled him out of the car and called it in. I put him in handcuffs and waited until an officer arrived to take him in. The car wasn’t registered to him, and when we searched it, there were drugs in the car and several loaded guns within reach of the driver’s seat.”


    I feel tears start to sting my eyes as I look over to Blane. “Guns?” I rasp. “What are you gonna do when he kills someone, Blane?”


    “He’s suffered loss, Taylor,” he replies softly.


    I look back at Case. No one in this room understands the loss he has suffered, not even me. I may be the only who knows, but that doesn’t mean I understand what he went through. “That gives him no reason to put others in danger,” I reply.


    “That’s why I’m trying to save him.”


    “You can’t save someone who doesn’t want to be saved,” I say slamming my fist on the table. God, it’s like talking to a brick wall. “He’s never gonna change, Blane. We were only kids when Mom died,” I say a little softer. “He wasn’t there for me. You were. He wasn’t there for you. You had to be. It’s been nine years, and you still have to pick up his mess.” I shake my head.


    He looks up at me, and his blue eyes shine with unshed tears. “I would never give up on you, Taylor. Never!”


    I place my head in my hands and let out a shaky breath. “When he called me that night, he told me the drugs they found weren’t his,” I say not even replying to that because he knows I wouldn’t even get myself in that situation. So it’s irrelevant.


    “His prints were all over the bags of drugs and the guns,” Case informs me. “Even if they weren’t his, he still handled them.”


    I look at him in thought. “Why didn’t you let him out? Let him do the job Blane volunteered to do?” I wonder.


    “It was too late for that,” Case answers. “He had been in jail for three days by the time he called you. Word of him being arrested had already spread like wildfire to everyone he sells and buys from. If we had let him out, they would have known it was to make a deal with the police. And even if we could have agreed to do that, it wouldn’t have worked because he’s too much of an addict. Three days without a hit …” He shrugs. “He would have put his addiction before any deal he would have made with us.”


    I sigh as I run a hand through my hair frustrated. “So now what?” I look at Blane. “What are you going to do?”


    “What I promised Dad I would do. I’m gonna get the guy Case wants in exchange for Dad’s release.”


    “No, you’re not,” Case says flatly.


    We all look over at him. “And why not?” Blane demands.


    “Because the deal is over,” Case replies, but he doesn’t take his eyes off me as he says it.


    My brother stands from his chair across from me and turns to face Case. “We had a deal. You cannot just go back on it whenever you want,” he snaps.


    “I can.” Case leans back against the counter, arms crossed over his chest and his eyes move to him. “They know you work for me. They don’t know I’m an undercover cop. But I didn’t spend the last five years of my life pretending to be a drug dealer for nothing. They know you’re not buying in order to supply your addiction. They know who Taylor is.” He looks over at me quickly before looking back at Blane. “They shot up my club, and my partner and longtime best friend is in the hospital with a bullet wound. The deal is off.”


    “They know who Taylor is because you fucked her,” my brother growls in response.


    “Maybe. But I told you that first night you brought her to my club that you could not protect her, but I could. And that’s why I got close to her in the first place.”


    I flinch at how cold he makes getting with me sound. That may have been how it started, but that’s not how he feels now. I don’t need him to declare our love to anyone else to know the truth.


    He sighs heavily as he runs his hand through his dark hair. “It wouldn’t matter anyway. The situation has been compromised.”


    “How so?” Blane demands.


    Case looks over at me, and his eyes soften. “It doesn’t matter.” He shakes his head. “The deal is over and that is final.”


    All this started because of my father. Back when my mother passed. Maybe it’s time I stand in front of him and make him tell me why he has decided to screw up our lives. I’ve always wanted to know what it’s like to be so addicted to something that you give up the people who love and would support you. “I want to go see him,” I blurt out.


    Everyone turns to face me. “Taylor …” Case softens his tone.


    I hold up my hand to stop him, and I look at Blane. “You obviously think I’m a cold-hearted bitch.” He rolls his eyes. “But I want to see what he has to say. He’s been in there for over four months now, so maybe he will change his mind. Maybe he no longer wants you to risk your life for his.” I can hope.


    “That’s not how things work.” Case speaks. “Blane may be willing to risk his life for your father, but I’m not willing to risk yours in order to see him. If someone were to see you up there visiting with him, it could bring you trouble.”


    My heart skips a beat at that, and I turn to look at him. I want to smile at him, but instead, I say, “I’m going to see my father, Case. Can you make that easier for me or not?”


    He looks at me for a very long second before he finally nods his head and pushes away from the countertop. I watch him walk out of the kitchen and down the hall to his bedroom. I take a deep breath as I follow him.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “This is a bad idea,” I say softly. As far as I know, she hasn’t physically seen her father in three years. Not since she left her hometown to come to Chicago for college. And even then, I’m not sure how they left things. I do know she only hears from him when he needs help, so I’m guessing it wasn’t pleasant.


    “It’s the only idea I have,” she says without looking at me as she walks past to enter the bathroom.


    I reach out, grab her upper arm, and bring her to a stop. “You don’t have to do this.” I reach up and push a few long brown strands behind her ear. “I can see what I can do to get him out,” I tell her. But in all honesty, I agree with her. People like her father are best in jail. Where they are unable to harm themselves or put other people in danger. “Seeing him won’t make it better for you.”


    “No,” she agrees with a sigh. She looks around the room for a second then her eyes return to mine. “When I was younger, I remember waking up in the middle of the night, and one time I found him dancing in the kitchen with my mother as she hummed a song. He spun her around and pulled her close to him. As he looked over her shoulder, he spotted me standing there and staring. He winked at me, letting me know he wasn’t gonna tell on me for being up and out of bed so late. There was always this light in his eyes when he was with her.” She hangs his head. “I keep telling myself it would return if he could just stay off the drugs. I wanna know if it’s there. I wanna know that there is hope left.” Her eyes fill with tears. “I did give up on him. And I’m not proud of that, but at some point, you have to give up, no matter how much you don’t want to,” she finishes softly.


    I lift my other hand and place it on her cheek. I have seen this kind of situation more times than I can count, and I can tell you exactly how it’s gonna play out. She’s not gonna find what she’s looking for, but like she said, she needs to see it for herself.


    I lower my lips to hers and give her a soft kiss. “I understand,” I whisper. “I will do anything you want in order for you to get your answers.”


    “Thank you, baby,” she says softly. “Can I ask you a question?” I’m not sure if there’s anything else for me to tell her that I didn’t admit last night, so I nod. “Why did you say the situation has been compromised?” she asks tilting her head to the side.


    I play with a few blue and dark strands of hair between my fingers. “I slept with you.” And it was worth it.


    Her eyes widen. “How could that compromise what you and Blane were doing?”


    “I told you I broke every rule I had for you. That’s a rule. In a case like this, I have to testify in order to convict the man that I had Blane setting up. Sleeping with you …” I let go of her hair and place my hand on her soft face. “… it compromised my integrity.”


    She lowers her eyes down to my chest as it rises and falls quickly. Slowly, she looks back up at me through long dark lashes. “Why would you do that for me?” she asks softly.


    I cup her face with my other hand as well. “Why wouldn’t I?” I say in all honesty. “You became my drug.” I inhale her scent and vanilla fills my nose making my cock grow behind my sweatpants. “You were like that one last hit a stoner craves.” I slide my right hand back into her hair and grip it tightly. She whimpers as her eyelids get heavy. “You consumed my every thought.” My other hand lets go of her face and pulls up the hem of her shirt, allowing my hand to slide up her flat stomach. Her skin is soft and warm. “I craved you in a way that would make any man walk through fire.” My hand travels higher until I cup her breast. “You are my addiction, Taylor.” I pull her head back, and it thuds when it hits the wall. Her heavy eyes shut, and her lips part on a gasp. I lower my lips and capture hers, giving her a rough kiss. Her sweet taste mixes with mine, and just as I said, she gets me high. My senses go on high alert. All I feel is her body pressing against mine. All I hear are her gasps and moans. All I can think of is lying her down and burying myself deep inside of her. When I pull away, we’re both breathing heavy. I wait for her to recover and look up at me. “I fell for you because, somewhere along the way, I realized you were worth it,” I whisper.


    “If you could do it all over again, would you?” she asks, biting her lip nervously.


    “Absolutely,” I say without hesitation. Her wet and swollen lips pull back into a smile as she looks up at me. “I love you,” she whispers.


    “I love you too, Taylor.” I kiss her softly once again, but the sound of my phone ringing has her pulling away from me.


    Her eyes drop down to the pocket of my sweatpants. “You had better get that.” She leans up and kisses me on the lips. “I’m gonna jump in the shower.”


    I take a step back allowing her to walk away from me as I go to answer my phone. “Hey, man. How’s Brecken?” I ask in greeting Miller.


    “Well, he’s got dates lined up for the next month with all of these nurses who keep coming in to check on him.” He chuckles. “I would say he’s doing better than they expected.”


    I smile. “Sounds like him.” We knew he would be fine. Brecken is a survivor. Always has been and always will be. I hear the shower turn on and it reminds me of something. “Hey, can you do me a favor?” I ask.


    “Anything,” he answers without thought.


    After I give him instructions, I hang up the phone and make my way to the bathroom. Steam covers the mirror and I reach down to remove my shirt. “That was Miller,” I announce as I push my sweatpants down my legs. My hard cock reminds me what we were about to do moments ago.


    “How is Brecken doing?” she asks from behind the shower door.


    “Better.” I open up the door as she rinses out shampoo with her back to me. “Miller will be here soon. He’s going to go with us to see your father.”


    She spins around quickly the water causing shampoo to cover her face. “Why?”


    “Usually, in cases like this, you would only be able to see your father with Plexiglas separating you two, but I can make a call and get you a meeting with him in an interrogation room. That way I can stand behind the mirror and watch the exchange.” She cups the water from the showerhead and washes the suds from her face.


    “Why don’t you go in with me?”


    I shake my head. “I can’t. He knows me. But I will not let you go without someone in there with you.”


    She frowns. “You think he’ll hurt me?”


    I honestly don’t know what this man will do. “I’m not willing to take that chance,” I decide to say.


    She gives me a slow and sexy smile. “Always looking out for me.”


    I chuckle. “That has been the plan all along.”


    Leaning her head back, she closes her eyes and finishes rinsing out her shampoo. I reach down and slowly run my hand the length of my cock as I imagine fucking her in this shower. Each stroke has me getting harder and less patient for her pussy.


    Once I know she is done, I grab her arm and pull her over to me. She squeals as I spin her around and shove her into the glass shower door. “Case …” She breathes as she pushes her ass back onto my hard cock.


    I groan as I reach up and remove her wet hair from the side of her face. I lower my lips to her shoulder and kiss her softly. The water from the shower, wetting my lips. “I wanna hear you come, baby,” I say before I bite down on her shoulder. Her body shudders as she lets out a whimper.


    I can feel how tense her body is. I know it has to do with her seeing her father. And I wanna help her with that. Help relieve the tension.


    I slide my hand around her hip and then between her parted legs. I spread her pussy and roughly push a finger into her and she lets out a cry as she bucks her hips. “I love it when you’re wet like this.” Her pussy tightens around my finger, and I growl deep in my chest. “When you’re ready for whatever I wanna give you.” She places her hands on the glass and pushes herself backwards, pushing her ass into me.


    She arches her back and her head falls back to my chest, and she sucks in a deep breath. “Please …” I lower my head and close my lips over hers, cutting off her words. I remove my finger from her pussy and grab a hold of my dick. I spread her legs more with mine and then guide myself into her. She rips her lips from mine and sucks in breath after breath. She cries out as she bangs her head into the shower door as I stretch her to accomodate me.


    “Fuck!” I hiss as I drop my head to her shoulder. He pussy tightens around my aching cock, and I pull back before thrusting my hips forward. I growl at not being able to get deep enough. She’s much shorter than I am, and my legs strain from having to bend down. “Fuck it!” I growl as I pull out of her.


    She whimeprs as her shoulders sag. I reach around her and shove the glass door open. “Step out,” I order and she does as I say. I grab her upper arm and pull her over to the counter. I place my hand in her wet hair and shove her forward so she’s bent over. I don’t waste another second as I get back to fucking her.


    Her skin is broke out in goosebumps from her wet body being in the cold air. Her soft cries of pleasure fill the bathroom. I look up to watch her in the mirror, but it’s fogged over from the shower. So I look back down as I watch my glistening cock move in and out of her tight pussy.


    It doesn’t take her more than a few mintues to come as she cries out my name. And I’m not far behind her.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I haven’t seen my father in over three years. Do you know what it feels like to see him in person? It literally rips my heart out. It feels like I have a hand around my throat cutting off my oxygen. It’s just him and me and well, Miller, but I feel like I’m in a crowd of a thousand people, and they’re crushing me from all sides.


    I take a deep breath and open the door to the interrogation room. My heart pounds in my chest as I see him sitting in a chair at a table. He has an orange jumpsuit on and his cuffed hands rest on the table. “Taylor.” His blue eyes widen. “I … uh, I thought …” He clears his throat. “They said I had a visitor. I just figured it was Blane.”


    I shake my head as I remain standing by the door. I wish I could leave it open. It already feels so stuffy in here. “Sorry,” I say softly. “It’s just me.” Blane and Savannah aren’t here. Case suggested they stay back, and thankfully, Blane didn’t fight him about it.


    “No. I didn’t mean it like that.” He gives me a warm smile, and I feel my shoulders relax some. “Please. Sit down. I’m glad you’re here.” He gestures to the chair across from him.


    I look over at the glass Case stands behind, and I take a deep breath. I wish he could be by my side, but this is what I wanted. I wanted to see my father, and here he is.


    I square my shoulders and take the few steps that separate me from the chair. I pull it back and the legs squeak along the linoleum floor before I sit down. “Hey, Dad,” I say softly.


    He looks up as I hear the door shut behind me and his eyes narrow at Miller while he stands in the corner. But he doesn’t say anything about him.


    He looks back at me and smiles. I hate that it gives me hope. Hope that he isn’t high at the moment. “How have you been?” he asks with excitement. “How’s school going?”


    I actually let out a laugh. “It’s good. Glad to be on summer break at the moment.”


    “That’s great,” he says.


    I nod in agreement. “How are things with you?” I know it’s a stupid question, but I have to ask.


    He leans in; the cuffs that bind his wrists clank as they move across the table. “I’m going to be out of here soon, Taylor, and things are going to be different.”


    The smile drops off my face at that statement because I know it’s not true. He won’t be out soon. “I don’t think that’s gonna happen, Dad,” I say softly.


    He frowns. “What do you mean? Hasn’t Blane told you about the deal he made?” His lips thin. “Some stupid cop had me thrown in here, and Blane is working with him to get me out.”


    I swallow nervously and my eyes slide over to the glass for a quick second before I return them to my father. “I did know about the deal. But it’s no longer …” I pause to think of the right terminology. “ … in play,” I decide to say. Case told me not to mention this to him, but I’m not gonna lie to him. I’m not like Case; I can’t keep secrets. Not ones this big. My father truly believes he is going to get out, but he should know the truth.


    “What do you mean? No longer in play?”


    I sigh. “They found out Blane was working for that cop,” I say, and his eyes widen in shock, which isn’t a total lie. The others don’t know Case is a cop as far as we know. They just know Blane isn’t really a drug dealer. “They beat him up pretty badly. The officer who Blane was working for called it off.”


    “Son of a bitch,” he hisses. He leans back in his chair and blows out a frustrated breath. His eyes harden, and his jaw tightens. He lifts his cuffed hands and places them on his head. “What about you?” he asks quickly.


    “Excuse me?” I choke out the question, and I can see Miller’s body stiffen out of the corner of my eye.


    His tight face relaxes, and he actually smiles as he looks at me. “What about you? You can talk to the cop, and you can finish what Blane started.” He makes it sound so simple.


    “I … uh … I …” I shake my head real quickly as I try to process what he just suggested. “You want me to sell drugs?” I ask. Even as I say it, I look around the room and cringe knowing that everything in this room is recorded.


    “Yes!” he says simply. “Have Blane put you in touch with the guy he was working for …”


    “I can’t do that, Dad,” I interrupt him still half dazed by his new idea.


    His face tightens once again, and he growls. “Why the hell not? You just plan on leaving me in here?” He looks behind me at the door and starts to yell. “Blane! Blane, I know you’re out there …”


    “Mr. Williams …” Miller growls and starts to walk toward us.


    “Who the hell are you?” my father demands. “Stay out of it. I’m talking to my daughter.”


    “Dad …” My throat tightens.


    The door swings open, and I spin around in my chair to see a very pissed off Case storm into the room. He grabs me by the arm and jerks me out of my chair. “Get out,” he orders as he shoves me toward Miller. Before I can even say anything, Miller pulls me through the door and slams it shut.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “You have some fucking nerve,” I hiss to the man sitting in the chair across from me.


    “You.” He narrows his eyes at me. It takes my breath away how much they look like Taylor. That same blue but only his look tired. “You son of a bitch. You’re supposed to be getting me out of here,” he snaps.


    I tilt my head from side to side, needing the movement to release some tension. The second I heard him offer her up in order to save his ass, my body went tense. And I stormed out of the room and into this one. “Sorry about your luck but it looks like you’re staying here,” I say flatly.


    He stands quickly and slams his fists on the desk. “She’ll do it. Taylor will get me out of here. Won’t you, hunny?” he calls out. “Your mother would want you …”


    “Shut the fuck up,” I demand, and he growls at me. “Even if she agreed and offered, I wouldn’t let it happen,” I inform him. “No information you could give me would be worth her life.”


    “Why the fuck would you care about her life?” he demands.


    I should be surprised, but I’m not. To be honest, I’ve heard worse. “The question should be why don’t you care?”


    His lips thin, and his eyes narrow on me. “She won’t leave me in here like this.”


    “That choice isn’t up to her,” I say truthfully. I saw the look in her eyes. At that very moment, her world shattered. He is willing to put her in harm’s way just so he can get out to get another high. Fuck him and his addiction.


    He stares at me for a few long seconds before he bursts into laughter. “She thinks she’s better than I am,” he says through another spurt of laughter. “She thinks she can have a better future than what I have? She can go out. Find the man of her dreams. Get married, have children, and will still have an addiction.”


    “No, she won’t,” I argue with him.


    “It runs in her blood. She thinks I got this addiction after her mother died.” He chuckles. “I used to get high with her mother after Taylor and Blane would go to bed. Her mother died of an overdose. Blane was the one who chose to tell her it was a heart attack.”


    I hear the door swing open, and I close my eyes as I take a deep breath. “Quit lying,” Taylor’s voice screams out.


    I open my eyes and spin to face her. I go over to her and grab her by the shoulders. I try to push her back without just shoving her like I did just minutes ago.


    “It’s not a lie, sweetheart,” he calls out. “Ask Blane. Tell him to quit treating you like a child.”


    “Mom would never do something like that.” She shakes her head quickly as tears roll down her face.


    “Taylor,” I say softly trying to get her attention. I knew this was a bad idea.


    She looks up at me with a tear-streaked face. “She wouldn’t …” She swallows. “My mom wouldn’t have done that to herself. She loved us.” It breaks my heart. I wish I could tell her she’s right. I have no doubt her mother loved her, but I can’t speak for her. “She also loved herself.”


    “There’s no greater love than addiction,” her father spits.


    I feel her body stiffen under my hands, and her dark blue eyes narrow on her father as she looks past me. “You’ve proven that time and time again, Father.” She yanks her body out of my hands and takes a step toward him. He has the audacity to smirk at her. As if he truly believes he’s winning an argument with her. “You know, Blane thinks you can change. He thinks there is still hope for you, but I know the truth.” The smirk drops off his face. “I know you’re never going to change. I know you will always place yourself ahead of anyone else.”


    “I have to!” he shouts.


    “But you didn’t,” she cries out. “I tried so many times, Dad. I ran to you when you called at two in the morning. I drove hours to pick you up when you had no one to call.” She reaches up and wipes the tears from her face. “I gave you money when you called crying that you owed someone and they were after you. Where were you, Dad? Where were you when Blane and I needed you? You missed graduations. You missed birthdays. You were never there when I needed you after Mom passed,” she cries.


    He hangs his head and takes a deep breath. When he looks back up at her, he has tears in his eyes. And I wanna punch him in the fucking face. He’s playing her. She’s the only one in this room who doesn’t see it. “Your mother was my world,” he whispers. “When she died, I didn’t want to live anymore.”


    I feel a tightness in my chest at his statement. It reminds me of my parents. And that makes me want to punch him twice because I know he’s full of shit. He may have loved her, but like he said, there’s no better love than addiction.


    “Not even for Blane and me?” she whispers.


    He shakes his head. “You two were a constant reminder of what I lost.”


    A sob wracks her body, and she places her hand over her mouth. “I want you to change, Dad. Please,” she begs. “Prove me wrong and show us that you want to change.”


    “I can’t,” he says without hesitation. “And I don’t want to.”


    She shakes her head in disappointment and then squares her shoulders. “Then I have nothing left to say. Good-bye, Dad.” She spins around, and with tears rolling down her face, she walks out the door.


    “Taylor!” he yells as he chases after her. I slam the door shut, and he runs into it, pounding his chained fists on the metal door. “You little bitch …”


    I grind my teeth as I fist my hands down by my side. “She’s done with you,” I announce flatly. He spins around on me. “But I’m not done with you.” I bring my fist back and punch the fucker in the face.


    


    ***


    


    “You punched a cuffed man in the face?” Jones yells in my ear. “What in the fuck were you thinking?” he demands.


    I slide a glance over at Taylor as she sleeps in the backseat of my truck. Miller snorts from the passenger seat, and I glare at him. “I did what needed to be done, sir.”


    “Godammit, Case,” he snaps. “You always say that, but it always seems to cause more fucking problems than good.”


    “You’re welcome,” I say with a smirk, and Miller throws his head back laughing.


    “Case! Stop being an arrogant son of a bitch! What if he wants to press charges?”


    “He won’t,” I say matter-of-factly.


    He sighs. “Do I wanna ask how you know that?”


    “Better if you don’t, sir.” I know all the men who work at Pekin. He doesn’t stand a chance against what I can have done to him. And if he ever tries to contact Taylor again, I may just make him disappear … just because I can.


    “Jesus Christ,” he hisses. “Just get your ass back here and I expect you and Miller in my office tomorrow at noon.” The line goes dead, and I throw my phone down in the center console.


    “Well, that didn’t go as planned.” Miller sighs.


    “It went about as good as I had imagined it would.” I look at her again, and I can’t help but feel proud of her. I know her heart is hurting, but she stood up for herself. She went and saw for herself what she needed, and she didn’t back down. I was afraid she was going to fall for his shit, but she held her own. That’s my girl!


    “Do you think he’ll talk? Rat you out?”


    I shrug. “If he does, he’s done. I don’t think he wants to die,” I say in all honesty. “I’ve killed before, and I don’t mind doing it again. Especially someone who is willing to put his daughter’s life in danger. A woman I’m in love with.”


    “Shit, son.” Miller whistles. “I can’t say I’m surprised. I saw it coming.”


    I chuckle. “Could have warned me.”


    “Nah. Where’s the fun in that?”


    It takes us a total of three hours to get back to my house. And as soon as I get home, Miller hops in his truck to head back to the hospital to see Brecken. And promises to see me tomorrow at Jones’s office.


    I open the back door and pick up a very sleepy Taylor out of the truck. I carry her into my house and put her on my bed. She doesn’t even move as I cover her up. I leave her there as I walk into the kitchen to get a drink. My hand fucking hurts, and I have a headache.


    “How did it go?” Blane asks walking into the kitchen.


    I unscrew the cap on the gin. “Not good.”


    “What happened?” he asks with a frown.


    I look over at him. “Well, I punched your father in the face.” I tighten and release my fist. It may be sore, but it feels good.


    “You what?” he demands.


    “He asked Taylor to offer herself as a drug dealer in order to set him free. After she informed him our deal was off.” I fill him in as his eyes widen. “I felt he deserved it.”


    “Son of a bitch!” he yells out.


    “My thoughts exactly,” I say as I tilt back the gin and swallow a good size gulp of it.


    “Can you guys keep it down in here?” Savannah asks walking into the kitchen as she rubs her eyes. I’m surprised Blane was even up. It’s almost eleven. Today has been a long ass day and the fact I spent six hours driving, three hours to and from Pekin, isn’t even the exhausting part of it.


    “Sorry, baby, go back to bed,” Blane says as he bends over and grips the countertop.


    “Blane.”


    We all turn to see a very shaken up and sleepy looking Taylor standing in the hallway. She wraps her arms around herself and rubs her upper arms.


    “I’m so sorry, sis …”


    She lifts one hand to stop him and then goes back to rubbing her arms. “You can save it, Blane,” she mumbles as she looks up at him with puffy red eyes. “I just need to know one thing.”


    “Anything.” He nods to her.


    I take a deep breath and hold it because I know what is it she is about to ask and it’s gonna kill her.


    “How did Mom die?” She sniffs.


    His face falls, and he swallows nervously. “Taylor, you know …”


    “No!” she shouts, and her small body shakes as she interrupts him. “Quit treating me like I’m twelve and tell me the truth.” She takes a deep breath. “How did Mom die?”


    He reaches up and rubs his hand over the back of his neck. He takes a few deep breaths of his own before he lowers his head to look down at the floor. He can’t even look her in the eyes when he says it. “An overdose,” he whispers. “Mom died of an overdose.”


    Her shoulders shake, and her eyes well up in tears. A sob comes out and she doesn’t even try to disguise it. My heart breaks for her. This beautiful woman has been filled with nothing but lies for as long as she can remember, and I hate that I was part of that.


    She looks up at me with a tear-streaked face. “Did you know this?” Her voice shakes just as much as her body does.


    “Yes,” I say straightening my back. “After I found out Blane had a sister, I pulled up every bit of information I could get on your family.” She sucks in a deep breath. “I didn’t know you weren’t informed of the cause of death until our first date that night at the restaurant. I didn’t feel like I should be the one to tell you.” I have lied to her and held information from her. But I’m laying it all out on the table now. Anything she wants to know, I will answer to my best ability.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I feel so broken. So lonely! My mom was a druggie? Died of an overdose? How is that even possible? No memory I have of my mother involves drugs of any kind.


    Blane takes a step toward me and I hold up my hand. “Don’t,” I cry out. I don’t want them to feel sorry for me. I don’t want them to baby me. I wanted the truth. Is that too much to ask? Is it that hard to be fucking honest?


    I turn around giving them my back and make my way back to Case’s room on shaky legs. I come to the end of the bed and fall down onto it, sobbing into the comforter.


    I feel the bed dip and then small arms wrap around me. I look up to see Savannah lying next to me. Tears slowly run down her face and she whispers, “I’m so sorry, Tay. I didn’t know …”


    I wrap my arms around her cutting her off and squeezing her tightly as I cry into her shirt. I just wanna go back to sleep. I just wanna forget this day and move on with our lives.


    It’s been a week since I saw my father. A full week since I learned about the true cause of my mother’s death. And it’s gotten a little easier. I still cry, but now, I only cry when I know I’m alone and no one can hear me. Like when I’m in the shower or bath. When everyone else leaves me alone. Case has been busy trying to find out who shot up Seven Deadly Sins, so he’s gone a lot. Blane and Savannah keep to themselves and I have been spending time alone with Brecken at the hospital. I think they know I prefer to be alone, and I welcome the silence. The numbing, deafening silence I allow myself to live in.


    I know it’s my fault. I’m the one who needs to get over it and move on. But it’s hard to look my brother in the eyes. I understand why he didn’t tell me when I was twelve. I mean what kind of twelve-year-old would understand what an overdose meant? I remember watching my father do drugs after my mom passed, and I couldn’t comprehend his behavior. Or why he did them. But I’m twenty-one now and Blane has had plenty of chances to tell me since then.


    I haven’t spoken much to Case either. Not because I’m mad at him, but because I don’t know what to say. I feel selfish. Immature. How can I be torn up about my mother’s death when I know what he went through when he lost his family? How he lost his parents? He hasn’t tried to touch me. He kisses me on the forehead in passing, but that’s all. Even when we’re in bed, he makes no move and I hate it. Maybe I need him to take away the hurt I feel.


    I open my eyes as I hear the door to his bedroom open and shut quietly. It’s gotta be past midnight. I heard Blane and Savannah get home earlier when the sun was still up. I took a long bath and then crawled into his bed.


    I keep my eyes closed as I hear him get undressed and then I feel the bed dip as he gets in behind me. He leans over and kisses my bare shoulder and then I feel him roll over giving me his back. I open my eyes and stare at the darkness for several minutes before I hear him softly snore. I sigh heavily as I close my eyes. Maybe tomorrow will be the day I crawl out of my hole.


    


    ***


    


    I wake to a smell of something burning. I cough as I place my hand over my mouth. I open my eyes, but they sting and all I see is a cloud-like substance. “Case,” I say, coughing again.


    I open my eyes again, and this time as I look around, I see that it was not clouds I was seeing, it was smoke. And the thing that is on fire is Case’s house.


    “Case!” I scream out as I turn and start hitting his body. I can’t see much, but I can feel him. “Case, wake up!” I scream out.


    His body moves under my hand, and then I no longer feel him. “Taylor!” he responds, his voice filled with panic.


    “The house is on fire,” I say trying to look around, but all I see is smoke. I place my hand over my mouth and cough into it.


    “Get down on the floor,” he orders in a rush.


    I roll off the bed and lie flat on my stomach. I try to take calming breaths, but my chest is tight and my body shakes nervously. “Case?” I call out frantically.


    When he doesn’t answer, I start to crawl on my hands and knees toward the end of the bed. I close my eyes and fall flat down onto my stomach when the smoke enters my lungs. It burns. The smoke takes my breath away and my chest tightens. I close my eyes as tears run down my cheeks.


    I hear glass shatter in the distance, and I figure it’s the fire breaking things in the house. My chest heaves as I try to take in another breath. But seconds later, my arm is grabbed and I’m dragged to my feet. I try to speak, but all that comes out is coughing. I’m lifted into the air and then the next thing I know, my side hurts as I hit the ground.


    I roll around as my lungs inhale fresh air sharply. “Case?” I call out as I position myself up on my knees. “Case?” I yell as my vision starts to clear, and I see that he had broken his bedroom window and threw me out of it. Moments later, he jumps through it, carrying his sheets from his bed. “Wrap this around you,” he rasps.


    I look at him confused and still sucking in fresh air. When I don’t do as he says, he wraps it around me himself. And I finally realize that I’m naked. I had been sleeping naked last night. I thought that I was gonna be able to get over my mother and have sex. Now, I wish I would have worn clothes to bed.


    “I have to go back in.” He places his hand over his mouth and coughs.

    I shake my head frantically and let the sheet fall to the grass as I grab a hold of him. “No!” I shout, panic gripping me.


    “I don’t have time to argue with you,” he growls. “Blane and Savannah are in there.”


    “Oh, my God.” I inhale sharply and a pain shoots up my chest.


    He doesn’t bother saying anything else. He lets go of me, spins around, and jumps back into his window. I reach down, grab the sheet, and cry out placing a hand over my mouth. He lives out in the middle of nowhere. He doesn’t have any neighbors. I need to call 9-1-1, but my phone is inside the house.


    “Case?” I call out as I go over to the window. I place my hand up and step back as the fire burns my skin. The room is now up in flames.


    I turn and run to the front of the house on shaky legs and heart hammering in my chest. Just as I come around the front of the house, the front door is kicked out. “Oh, thank God.” I breathe as I see Case dragging Blane behind him as he holds onto Savannah. I run to them, and she falls into my arms. I wrap the sheet around her, shielding us both as much as I can. She has panties on, but no top.


    Blane falls to his knees as he coughs. “Blane,” she cries out, and he lifts one hand to signal he’s okay.


    I go to speak to Case, but he turns and runs back into the house. I go to run after him, but Savannah stops me. “You can’t go back in there.”


    “Case is in there,” I declare.


    I can hear sirens in the distance. And my heart beats wildly in my chest as I hear them coming to help us. Why did he go back in there? “He’ll be okay,” she says roughly as she rubs my back.


    My eyes dart back and forth between the front door and the front windows. Smoke pours out of the house and I can feel the heat from here. I know we should move away from the house, but I find myself moving closer and closer one small step at a time.


    “Case?” A strangled cry comes out. “Where is he?” I cry. What could he have needed so bad to go back in and get?


    I’m just about to throw the sheet and Savannah to the ground and run in when I see him come out of the house. I drop the sheet and run to him as tears run down my face. I wrap my arms around him, and he grips me tightly. His body burns mine from how hot he is from inside the house. His legs give out on him and he falls to the grass. I fall down with him. He sucks in breath after breath and he leans over coughing out loud. I rub his back as I look at the house now completely engulfed in flames.


    I look away, not able to watch his memories go up in smoke. As I look down at the grass, I see the reason for his last trip in his left hand. And I feel the tears start to sting my eyes again for a different reason. It’s the picture from his mantel. The one of him and his family.


    I let out a sob as I place my head on his shoulder thankful we all made it out alive. “I’m so sorry, Case,” I whisper.


    He repositions himself, wraps his arms around me, and pulls me into his lap. I feel his heart pound against my chest, and he hugs me tightly. He buries his head in my hair, and I can hear his ragged breathing in my ear. “I’m so sorry,” I repeat because I don’t know what else to say.


    He coughs, and it causes his entire body to shake mine as well. “We’re gonna be okay,” he rasps, gripping me tighter to the point of pain. “You’re okay.”


    I wiggle myself loose and look up at him. “What about you? Are you okay?” I reach up and place my hand on his face, and my heart stops. It’s the first good look I get at him since he ran back into the house. His face is covered in black ash and sweat drips from his body. His eyes are sad, but his jaw is tight.


    “I’m fine.” He pulls me back into him. “I have you. I’ll be fine.” I don’t point out the obvious. That he ran back into a burning house in order to get a picture. But I know how important that picture is to him. It’s all he had left of a family who left him.


    


    ***


    


    “Who could have done it?” Brecken asks as he sits up in his hospital bed.


    He’s been in the hospital for nine days now and is gonna be released soon. We’re all hoping tomorrow. The doctors say he has made a remarkable recovery.


    Case shrugs as he stares out the window that looks over Chicago. “No one knows where I live,” he replies flatly. My heart hurts so much for him. He lost everything he had in the fire yesterday other than that one picture he was willing to risk his life in order to save.


    “I don’t understand why this is all of a sudden happening,” Miller wonders. “We’ve been doing undercover cases for over four years now, and we’ve never been this close to death this many times on one case before.” He chuckles at his own words, and my chest tightens for them; Case hasn’t gone into detail about his job, but is this what he goes through on a day-to-day basis? I didn’t know being an undercover cop was so hazardous to their health.


    Case sighs heavily. “I don’t know. It all started that night those guys attacked Taylor in the alleyway. The guy said he had gotten a call earlier that evening about Taylor but didn’t know who it was from.”


    “How did you get him to tell you that?” Miller asks.


    He continues to keep his back to us. “I just started breaking bones,” he replies with no emotion, and I cringe. “I broke one for every question he didn’t answer. A broken nose. Broken arm and some broken ribs …” He shrugs. “He started talking. And then I broke them just because.”


    Miller looks at me. “Did they say anything to you? Like what they wanted or who had sent them?”


    I shake my head but then remember. “Uh, yeah … one of them said that they wanted to know if I was worth the risk.”


    “What risk?” Miller asks, and I shrug. How am I supposed to know what they were talking about?


    Then Brecken looks at me. “What had you done that day? Where had you gone that someone could have seen you?”


    “Nowhere,” I say thinking back to that day. “I had slept most of that day. I was just lying around the house when Jenna had called me to ask her to cover her shift. Then while I was getting ready, I saw where Rox’s club had been raided. I got to the club as quick as I could to tell Case.” I roll my eyes at how stupid that sounded. “He obviously already knew.” I sigh. “We got into a fight … then I started my shift. My brother came by to check on me …”


    “Maybe he was the one being followed,” Brecken offers.


    Case shakes his head still giving us his back. “They would have attacked him first, not days later,” he muses.


    “Did anyone come with him?” Miller asks.


    I shake my head. “Not that I know of.”


    “Who all had he talked to while he was there?” Brecken questions.


    “I don’t know.” I sigh. I just wanna go to sleep, and I want people to stop trying to kill us. “The place was packed, and he wouldn’t have stayed long because Savannah wasn’t with him.”


    Brecken goes to open his mouth, but the door to his room flies open. I jump and Case spins around when it bangs against the wall.


    “Oh, my God.”


    We all stand and watch with surprise on our faces as Rachel runs in and jumps onto Brecken’s bed. He lets out a growl as if her pouncing has caused him pain. She straddles him, and my eyes widen in shock. Is she gonna fuck him right here?


    “Baby!” she cries out as she places her hands on either side of his face. “Are you okay?”


    He goes to speak, but she crashes her lips to his. She lets out a moan as she rocks her hips.


    “Oookkkaaayyyy,” I mumble as I place my hand up to shield her affection toward him.


    “What are you doing here, Rachel?” I hear Case snap.


    I lower my hand, and she pulls away from Brecken’s face. He licks his lips and grabs her hands, pushing her body away from his, but she remains straddling his hips. She looks over her shoulder at Case and gives him a fuck you look that I know all too well from her. “I came to check on Brecken. I heard he got shot.”


    “Yeah. Nine days ago,” I snap. I don’t know Rachel all that well, but I do know she is all about herself.


    She snaps her head around to look over her other shoulder to give me the death glare. “I didn’t know that since dickhead fired me. I haven’t been to the club. You didn’t even call me.” She looks back down at Brecken and pushes out her bottom lip. “I had to hear it from a friend.”


    I look away from her and frown. Who had fired her? I hadn’t heard about that, but I’ll ask later. Now’s not the time and place.


    “I’m fine,” he says pushing her away even more. She has no choice but to get off his hospital bed.


    “You shouldn’t be here,” Case growls as he leans his back against the window that overlooks Chicago.


    She looks him up and down with a look of disgust on her face, and I wonder what is going on between them. Things have been so crazy since our fight over her; we haven’t had the chance to talk about where they stand now.


    “You look like shit!” she spits as she places her hands on her hips. She pushes out her hip, and it makes her short skirt rise up and shows off her ass. “Not get enough sleep last night?” She arches a dark eyebrow.


    “No. I didn’t actually. So you would be smart to leave before I have you thrown out.” Case gets a cruel smile on his face. “Or go ahead and stay. You’ve never really been one to do what’s smart.”


    She snorts. “Obviously. I did you, didn’t I?”


    This is the most awkward position I have ever been in. I go to turn to leave the room when she turns to face me. “He’s a cop,” she announces.


    I refrain from smiling. “You don’t say?”


    Miller chuckles and covers it with a cough. I look over at Case and a smile tugs his lips. It’s the first real one since the fire yesterday. “He …”


    “Save it.” I hold up my hand. “I know everything, Rachel.” And I do mean everything.


    She huffs and spins around to face Brecken. “When are you being released?” She changes the subject.


    “Tomorrow.” He hopes.


    “Do you want me to come and get you? I can take you back to my place,” she offers, and I pray he says no. I feel like Rachel wouldn’t have much sympathy. Or that she would be the type to try and poison your coffee.


    “Thanks, but Case and Miller have offered to help me out,” he tells her and I smile. Good for him.


    She walks over to his bed and leans over it to give him a kiss. “I’ll come over tomorrow night and check on you.” She leans but he pulls away from her last minute.


    I have to give her credit. She doesn’t let things affect her. Or if they do, she just hides it well. She turns toward me and throws me a fuck you smile as she walks back out the door.


    Brecken bows his head and sighs. “You guys don’t have to be up here.” He looks at Miller and then Case. “Go ahead and go to my house. Get some rest. Case, I’m sure you have places to call and things to deal with,” he adds softly.


    He nods his head, and I hate that everything he owns is now nothing but ashes. But Brecken is right; Case does need to take care of some stuff. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” He walks over to Brecken’s bed, and they do the manly one-arm hug and handshake. He then walks over to me and drapes an arm over my shoulders. I say a good-bye and wave to the guys as he leads me out of the hospital room.


    “Who fired Rachel?” I ask as we get into my car. We didn’t need anyone to come and get us from Case’s house yesterday ‘cause along with the fire trucks, two ambulances also arrived. As the fire trucks put out the fire, the paramedics gave us oxygen then made us ride with them to the hospital last night to be checked out. Miller had then driven us all back to my house, and we took showers and then went back up to the hospital to see Brecken while Savannah and Blane stayed back at our house.


    “I fired her,” he answers as he drives my car onto the highway.


    “When?”


    “The night she caused the fight. Pretending to be a hooker.”


    My eyes widen at that. “She was pretending to be a hooker?” I frown. “Maybe I didn’t know everything,” I mumble to myself.


    He chuckles at that. Reaching over, he grabs my hand and places them both on the center console. “She had it coming,” he growls. “She was always pulling shit Brecken and I had to clean up.”


    I nod my head in understanding but don’t press the subject. He fired her and that’s that.


    


    **


    


    I sit on my bed with my back against my headboard when Case comes walking in with a towel wrapped around his hips. His hard body still wet. I lick my lips wanting him. My heart picks up and I clench my thighs. It’s been about a week since we’ve had sex. And I hate the fact I don’t even think he wants it. He’s got so much going on that sex is probably the last thing on his mind.


    “Stop looking at me like that.”


    I lift my eyes up to meet his, and my face heats up with embarrassment. “Sorry,” I say softly and lower them to my comforter.


    “Taylor?”


    I slowly look up at him through my lashes. “What are you sorry for?”


    I bite my lip nervously. “I know you have a lot going on, and I don’t mean to get in the way of that.”


    He crawls onto the bed and makes his way up to me. He lies down beside me, and I can’t help but watch how his abs flex as he gets situated. “You never get in the way,” he says pulling his brows together. “Why would you think that?”


    “Because you told me to quit looking at you like that …”


    He sighs. “I told you that because you were making me hard and I didn’t think you were ready for sex.”


    I still think back to the meeting I had with my dad a week ago and it still makes me mad, but I don’t talk about it. Neither does Blane. It’s as if he’s just been forgotten. My mother is still a sore subject as well, but I can’t change it. All I can do is remember the good times I shared with her. Even if she did do drugs, she never let me down. That doesn’t make it any better, but it also didn’t make her a horrible mother.


    Case has been great in giving me space, but I’m tired of it. I feel like every time we turn around, something new is happening that is threatening our lives. My body and my mind want him right now.


    I place my hand on his hard chest and my pussy throbs at how much I want him. “I want you, Case. I have wanted you …”


    His lips are on mine the next instance. Quieting whatever I was gonna say. I kiss him deeper as I push on his chest. He rolls over onto his back as his hands reach down and grip my hips. He pulls me on top of him, and I grind my hips against his. He growls into my mouth, and his fingers dig deeper into my hips.


    “Case.” I gasp as I pull away from his mouth. “Fuck me,” I say breathlessly.


    “I’m going to,” he growls shoving me off him. I fall onto the bed beside him. I lift up quickly to remove my t-shirt, and he pulls his towel from his waist. I smile when I see how hard he already is for me.


    I reach down to grab the sides of my thong when he grabs my hands and holds them above my head. He places both wrists in one of his hands, and I arch my back as his fingers tighten around me. He lowers his body on top of mine. “I wanna do that,” he whispers roughly as his now free hand runs down my side to my hip. I feel the sting of the fabric against my hip, followed by a ripping sound as he pulls them free of my hips.


    “Case …” I pant and then beg him for more.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I sit on my couch while Case sits next to me talking to Brecken on the phone. Miller just picked him up from the hospital and took him home. Case promises to go and see him tomorrow. He hangs up and tosses his phone down on his lap.


    “Going over to Brecken’s tomorrow?” I ask.


    “Yeah. We have to figure out what is going on and who is responsible before someone else gets hurt.” He pulls me deeper to his side.


    “You don’t have any ideas who it could be?” I wonder.


    He shakes his head. His phone rings again, and I take a quick look at the number, but it’s not saved in his phone. “This is Case,” his deep voice declares. After a few seconds, he pulls away from me and stands from the couch.


    I pick my legs up and sit Indian style on the couch as I watch him start to pace.


    “You’re sure?” he asks, before running a hand through his hair. “But I …” He’s cut off.


    I watch him pick up his speed and his face hardens. “Yes, I understand. Yes.” He nods his head to himself. “Thank you.” He pulls his phone away from his ear and throws it down to the floor.


    “What’s wrong?” I ask worriedly.


    “Acetone.” I frown not knowing what he’s talking about. “Acetone was used to accelerate the fire.”


    “Like acetone that us girls use to remove our fingernail polish?” I ask confused.


    “It’s also used as a washing agent that makes cocaine pure,” he growls.


    I fall back onto the couch and run a hand through my hair. “Could it have been those guys who attacked Blane the other night?”


    He shakes his head. “There’s no way they knew where I lived. I’ve never had Blane over there until after I had to close down the club.”


    “Maybe someone followed us,” I offer, but he doesn’t pay much


    attention.


    He’s too busy pacing back and forth again. “I bought that house five years ago.” He begins to speak to himself.


    “Have you ever had a girl over there before?” I ask softly. He just shakes his head. And I smile to myself. Well, one win for me. About time I win at something. “Get dressed,” he orders all of a sudden.


    I look down at my white cotton shorts and black tank top. “I am dressed.”


    He snaps his fingers as he starts to walk to my front door. “Let’s go. We’re leaving.”


    I jump up off the couch, run to my room, and grab my cell and my purse as I slide on a pair of flip-flops. I don’t even bother to ask where we’re going as I run out the front door behind him.


    He didn’t speak to me again while he drove down the road. He was on his phone the entire time with some guy he called Jones. I remember that name from the guy who was standing in his office when I came barreling into it the evening I got attacked. I also remember him telling someone that Jones had made that tape disappear from the night we went to see Rox. All I know is that Jones must be a good guy.


    Even as he pulls up to a house, he continues to speak into his phone. I get out of his car and follow him. He just opens the door and lets himself in. I follow him a little slower as I take in the two-story house.


    It looks as if a woman decorated it. The walls are a light brown, and the modern kitchen has shades of yellows. If I didn't know Brecken, I would think he was secretly married; I may not know him all that well, but I do know he’s not married.


    I walk past the kitchen and into the living room. Miller, Brecken, and Case all sit deep in conversation. Case is no longer on his phone. I just stand here like an idiot listening to them.


    “Acetone?” Brecken asks. “That can be purchased pretty much anywhere,” he adds.


    Miller leans forward placing his elbows on his knees. “Do you have any idea how much acetone they would need to start a fire that size? I mean, they would need gallons.”


    Case nods in agreement. “But if they use it on a daily basis for their cocaine…” He shrugs. “Then it wouldn’t be a problem. They would already have it on hand.”


    “True.” Brecken agrees.


    “So who do you know that prefers to snort cocaine over any other drug?” All heads turn to look up at me, and I shrink back in embarrassment. Why am I trying to help? I don’t really even know what they’re talking about.


    “What did you say?” Brecken asks.


    “I, uh …” I lick my lips nervously. “Well, Case once told me that everyone has a drug of choice.” I look at him, and he stares at me with an unreadable expression. It makes me even more nervous. I should have kept my mouth shut. “If they would have had to have that much acetone already on hand … Who do you know would want to hurt Case and their drug of choice is cocaine?” I finish on a shaky breath.


    Case finally smiles at me. “That’s a good way to look at it,” Miller says. “But we deal with people who sell it, not just use it. So you think it could be someone who prefers that drug when it could be someone who just sells a shit ton of it to their addicts.” Two sentences. It only took two sentences for him to crush my idea.


    “I see,” I say softly. “Sorry. Thought I had it figured out.”


    Case pats the seat next to him on the couch. “You did great, baby. Come sit down.”


    Three hours later, I find myself nodding off. They haven’t stopped going through names and ways for someone to get to Case’s house unseen, and I can’t seem to keep my eyes open. I place my hand over my mouth as I yawn once again.


    “I have a spare room,” Brecken offers.


    I look over at him. I look at Case, and he’s staring at me as well. “Huh?” I ask looking back to Brecken.


    “I have a spare room.” He nods his head down his hallway. “You can go to sleep in there if you want.”


    “Oh, no.” I shake my head. “Thanks, though.” I look back at Case, and he sighs heavily. I frown.


    “Go ahead and go lie down, babe. We’re gonna be here a while. Neither of us is safe until we figure this out.”


    I let out a sigh of my own and then stand. “Okay. Thank you.” I look at Brecken, and he nods to say you’re welcome.


    They start up their conversation right where I had interrupted it, and I take the hint. Walking down the hallway, Brecken calls out, “Second door on the left.”


    “Thanks.” I open the second door on the left and don’t even bother to turn on the light. I can make out the bed from the light from the hallway. I close the door behind me to drown out their voices and take the four steps that separate me from the bed. I fall down onto the bed and close my eyes as I try to forget the fact someone out there is trying to kill us.


    


    


    CASE


    


    “What if we are looking at this the wrong way?” Brecken announces as we hear the spare bedroom door shut.


    “Which is?” Miller asks.


    “Maybe all this revolves around Taylor.”


    “Why would it revolve around Taylor?” That thought makes me fist my hands.


    “Her house was broken into before anything else happened.”


    I shake my head. “She walked in on the suspect. He had seen her. If he wanted to hurt her, that would have been his best chance. Why wait a month later to go after her again?”


    “It just doesn’t make sense,” Brecken says sounding confused. “They had to have been looking for something. The way they destroyed everything. They were on a mission. Just what was it?”


    The morning after Blane had informed me about their house getting robbed, Brecken and I went over there while both Savannah and Taylor were away at work. We had delivered furniture and looked the place over. After that, I went up to her work to see her. That was when I gave her my card and offered her a job at Seven Deadly Sins. It’s crazy that was just a month ago. It’s crazy how fast your life can change “Maybe that had to do with Blane,” I offer. “Maybe his dad ran his mouth in jail that Blane was slinging drugs for him and someone tried to take advantage of that. Thought they could find his stash.”


    “Do you think that their dad would really rat Blane out?” Miller asks sounding surprised by that thought.


    “Absolutely!” I answer. “He is one sorry son of a bitch,” I hiss.


    Brecken closes his eyes and inhales deeply. “Are you okay?” I ask him. He looks good for a man who was just shot ten days ago, but his dark eyes are heavy.


    “It’s just been a long couple of weeks,” he responds.


    I know he didn’t get much sleep in the hospital. And I know there is no place like being back at your own house.


    I stand. “Go to bed. I’ll go get Taylor and we’ll go home. Get some rest. We can get back at it tomorrow.” I shouldn’t have come over here in the first place. I was just so pissed when I found out that it had been set with acetone. I had to tell them what I knew, and I thought if we were all in the same room, we could get it figured out. But we have been here for over three hours and we’re no closer than I was yesterday.


    “Do you have a detail on her house?” Miller asks as he stands as well.


    I nod. “Yes. And they will stay there around the clock until this is settled.” I turn around and start to walk down the hallway to the spare bedroom to wake up Taylor …


    “Case?”


    “Yes?” I turn to face them.


    “Stay here.” Brecken points to the door in front of me. “I’m sure she’s already asleep. We’ll get a fresh start on it first thing in the morning.”


    “I don’t think …”


    “Stay!” he interrupts me. “Just get some rest. Tomorrow, we will go up to see Jones at the station and see if they were able to get any prints from your house.”


    It stings that someone took everything I had. I never did spend much time at that house, but it was still mine. It was the first thing I bought when I moved here, and now it’s gone.


    I nod my head. “Thank you.” Opening the door to the room, step in and find that he was right. Taylor is already dead asleep. And I’m tired as shit. I close the door and make my way in the dark over to the right side of the bed. I undo the belt on my jeans as I kick off my shoes. When my jeans fall to my ankles, I step out of them not bothering to even pick them up. I pull my shirt up and over my head and fall down onto the bed. I wrap my arm around her stomach and pull her to me. I smile to myself when I feel that she didn’t even take her clothes off. She was more tired than I thought.


    I close my eyes as I let out a long breath. Not knowing what is going on is terrifying me. I feel like she and I finally have a chance, but some psycho out there is trying to take it away from us. And I refuse to let that happen.


    


    


    TAYLOR


    


    I wake up and sit straight up in an unfamiliar bed. I look around at the darkness as I take a deep breath.


    “I know who did it,” I announce. I had a dream. I know, that sounds crazy, but somehow it all came together in my dream.


    I look next to me and see that Case is asleep. What time is it? Grabbing my phone, I see it’s four in the morning and I reach over and shove him. “Case. I know who did it.”


    He doesn’t even budge. “Case …” I pause. How am I going to get them to believe me? I mean, I could be wrong. I’m pretty sure I’m not, but there’s a possibility.


    I take a deep breath as I push my hair away from my face. Just calm down, Taylor. Think …


    I get out of the bed and walk over to the side Case lies on. I use my phone as a light looking on the nightstand to see if his is there. I stomp my foot when I don’t see what I’m looking for.


    I spin around shining my phone on the floor. I pick up his jeans I find over by the bed. I smile when I reach into his back pocket and find his iPhone. “Bingo,” I whisper. I then dig into his front pocket for the keys to my car. Without taking another look at him, I walk out of the room and out the front door of Brecken’s house while I come up with a plan.


    

  


  


  


  
    CHAPTER FORTY


    


    CASE


    


    “Dude, wake up!”


    “Stop.” I growl, gripping the soft thing lying in front of me and pulling it closer to me.


    “Case!” I hear Brecken say and then I feel his fist in my side.


    I turn on my side and open my eyes. “What the fuck …?”


    “Get out of bed. We gotta go.”


    I roll back over to hug on Taylor but realize I had been hugging a pillow. “Taylor?” I ask sitting up. I look around the room and frown when I don’t see her. “Taylor?” I demand. It’s still dark outside. Where the hell is she?


    “She’s gone,” Brecken announces.


    “What?” I shoot up off the bed. “Where is she?” I demand.


    He holds up his phone in front of my face, and I yank it out of his hand.


    


    Case: Grab Case and get up to Seven Deadly Sins. Now!


    


    I run a hand across my face. “I didn’t send this to you,” I say confused. It shows it’s from me. And it also shows it was sent fifteen minutes ago.


    “I know.” He yanks it back from me. “That’s because Taylor sent it from your phone.”


    “No. There’s no way …” I walk over to my jeans on the floor, and I pick them up. I reach into my back pocket and frown. I try the other pocket. Nothing! “What the fuck?” I reach into my front pocket for her car keys and they’re gone. “I don’t understand …”


    “I don’t either, but your girl is telling us to get our asses up to Seven Deadly Sins. So you wanna continue to sit here trying to figure it out? Or do you wanna go and ask her?” Brecken demands.


    I immediately start to put my jeans on, followed by my shirt. We’re out the door within seconds.


    “Give me your phone,” I order as he pulls out of his driveway.


    I go to my number and hit send. She answers on the first ring. “Brecken …”


    “Taylor!” I snap. “What the fuck are you doing up at the club?” I all but yell. “Have you lost your mind?”


    “Case,” she says softly. “Please listen to me.”


    “What could you possibly have to say that would make you leave Brecken’s house in the middle of the night?” I growl. “With my cell phone?”


    “Please, Case? I know you think I’m crazy and I might be, but I know who is behind this.”


    I drop my head and run my hand through my hair. There’s no way she could know who is behind this. The guys and I were up until two hours ago going over every possibility. We had been trying to decide who knew where I lived, but the thing was it could have been someone who didn’t know until that night. Miller reminded us that they had figured out who Blane was, so maybe someone figured out I was undercover and it just took them over a week to figure out where I lived.


    “I know you’re trying to help, babe, but …”


    “I’ve never lied to you.” She interrupts me, and I sigh heavily. “And I’m not lying to you now. I can prove it. I just need you to trust me. Please, Case. I’m begging you to trust me,” Her voice is soft yet urgent all at once.


    I look over at Brecken, and he looks at me as we sit at a stoplight. “It’s your call,” he says. “But what do we have to lose?”


    Taylor! I have Taylor to lose. I don’t know what the hell she’s up to, but I can tell it’s gonna be dangerous for her. But that’s why I’m heading for her. To save her. To find out what she’s doing and what the hell made her want to do it. “We’re on our way,” I tell her, and I hear her sigh in relief.


    “Okay, make sure to park in the West parking lot and come in the back door. I’ll see you in a minute.” And then she hangs up.


    “Does she know what she’s doing?” Brecken asks as he stomps on the gas.


    “She’s gonna get herself in deep shit, is what she’s doing,” I announce tossing his phone over to him.


    “Well, you always have been the type of guy who likes the damsels in distress,” he says with a chuckle, and I grind my teeth in frustration.


    Within fifteen minutes, we’re pulling into the West parking lot. “Taylor?” I yell out her name as we enter through the back door. Although I’m thankful to see her, I’m also very pissed at her. At how fucking secretive she could be.


    We make our way down the hallway, and I find her standing in the middle of the club. “You better start explaining yourself,” I demand as I take a look around. She’s the only one here. “Right fucking now!”


    The smile drops off her face, and she swallows nervously. “This was the only way …”


    “Only way to what, Taylor?” I shout interrupting her.


    She lets out a sigh as she runs her hand through her hair. “You’ll see,” she says and then she lifts her shirt and reaches behind her. “Here. You’re gonna need this.” When she brings her arm around to the front, my eyes widen.


    I reach out and yank my gun out of her hand. “How did you get this?” I check to see if the safety is on and, of course, it’s not. “You could have shot yourself,” I hiss. “Do you even know how to use a gun?”


    She ignores that question. “Your office. I remember you telling my brother about it right after those guys shot up the club. I didn’t think you’d mind, but I tore up what was left of your desk in order to get your drawer open that was locked.”


    Brecken lets out a laugh as he mumbles, “Maybe damsel in distress was the wrong thing to call her.”


    I take a step closer to her. “Why do I need a gun, Taylor? And why the hell are we here?” And I already have a gun on me. Brecken and I don’t go anywhere without them.


    She walks past me and grabs a hold of Brecken’s arm. His eyebrows lift in surprise. “Brecken and I have to hide,” she informs us as she tugs on his arm. He rolls his eyes but allows her to pull him backward toward the hallway we just came from. “Oh, and hide that gun. That’s just in case.”


    “Taylor?” I shout as they disappear down the hallway. “Taylor!” I run down the hallway and find them standing in the middle of it. Taylor has a smile of satisfaction on her face, and Brecken looks amused. “What …?”


    I shut my mouth as I hear the front door of the club open and close and Taylor whispers, “Trust me.”


    I give her one last glare before I look at Brecken. He gives me a nod and then wraps his arms around her. The smile drops off her face. I don’t know what she has planned, but I know Brecken will keep her safe. I tuck the gun into the back of my jeans and then turn around, walking down the hallway ready for the worst.


    “Case.”


    My body comes to a halt as my mind tries to comprehend what I see in front of me once I hit the open floor of the club.


    “God, I’m so glad you messaged me.” Two arms wrap around me and I push her away. Dark brown eyes search my face as her lips frown. “What’s wrong? Why do you look surprised to see me?”


    “Rachel?” I ask in surprise.


    She smiles brightly as she steps into me again. She places her hands flat on my chest and runs them up till they wrap around my neck. “I knew you’d want me back,” she says in satisfaction. “That little girl doesn’t have what I can give you.”


    I stand here looking down at her in confusion and shock. Why would Taylor tell her to come here? “What did my message say?” I ask stupidly.


    But Rachel just laughs it off. “How much you miss me. How much you need me.” Her voice drops to a seductive growl that would once make me hard. Now it just irritates me. “That you couldn’t stop thinking about me.”


    I shake my head as I reach up and grab her hands. I pry them from around my neck as I speak. “I didn’t send you that message, Rachel,” I say flatly.


    She just smiles up at me. “Wanna play, Case? Okay. Let’s role play.” She runs her hands through her long bright red hair as she licks her lips and pushes her fake tits out for me to see. “Wanna play cops and robbers? Want me to walk outside and come back in as if I’m about to rob the place?” I shake my head as I sigh heavily. What is Taylor trying to prove here? “Come on, Case. You can arrest me. Place your cuffs on me and fuck me however you want.” She lets out a shaky breath as if she’s already getting warmed up just thinking about that. “Want me to scream out no while you fuck me anyway?”


    “Rachel …” I growl.


    “You wanna force me to my knees and make me suck your cock?” she whispers as her eyes light up with excitement. “You always like it when I try to fight you. It turns you on even more knowing that you have that power.”


    I swallow down the bile that starts to rise in my throat. I hate how true her statements are. How twisted I could be in bed with her. I have never once wanted that kind of power over Taylor. I mean, yeah, I can be rough and need control, but I never made Taylor feel like a victim. Rachel always liked it when I did that to her.


    “No, Rachel! I didn’t text you to come here to fuck you.” I didn’t text you at all.


    “Well, then why did you text me?” she huffs as she places her hands on her hips.


    “I didn’t.” I grind out.


    She huffs, getting pissed. “Quit lying Case. I got your message …”


    “Hi, Rachel.”


    Rachel’s dark eyes look beside me, and I see that Taylor and Brecken now stand there. Taylor looks pissed, and Brecken looks as shocked as I felt two minutes ago.


    “What’s going on?” Rachel asks. “Why are they here?” She looks at me in question. I just stare at her as I shake my head. Taylor is wrong. Rachel cannot be the one who set my house on fire. Or tried to shoot us here at the club. Rachel doesn’t have those kinds of resources.


    “You’re here because I text you from Case’s phone,” Taylor announces. She slides me a side glare. Her eyes run up and down me with a look of hatred. Of course, she hates me. She just heard that I’m a fucking pervert.


    “I don’t understand. You said you were sorry and wanted to see me. What is she talking about, Case?” Rachel demands.


    Taylor takes a step toward her, now glaring at her. “I asked you here because I need to prove to the guys that you are the one who tried to kill them.”


    “I don’t know …”


    “Save it!” Taylor interrupts her. “See, it only took three clues to lead me to you,” Taylor announces. I expect Rachel to deny it again, but instead, her eyes narrow on her. She continues. “The first clue was what you said at the hospital. You said that you had heard from a friend that Brecken had been shot. That was a lie. I didn’t figure that out till a few hours ago. I didn’t know you had been fired by Case until after we left there. There were only five of us here when Brecken was shot. And every man who fired on us was killed. There was never any news story about what happened that night and Case had told all the employees that he was remodeling.” Rachel opens her mouth to speak, but Taylor keeps going. “Second clue.” She holds up two fingers. “You also mentioned at the hospital that Case had looked like he had a rough night the night before. You would only know that if you had set the fire.”


    “You’re crazy,” Rachel hisses.


    Taylor just continues. “The guys keep trying to figure out how someone knew where Case lived. And you did.” She did but … “I had seen a picture of you on his mantel. It was the three of you guys and a sold sign in the front yard.” Taylor laughs at herself. “Only you would be stupid enough to pull such things and continue to keep coming around.”


    “It wasn’t me. Why would I kill them? I love them,” she spits out.


    “That’s the only thing I can’t figure out,” Taylor muses. “Why would you kill them?” she asks herself out loud and then shrugs. “I’m not sure. Maybe if they die, they leave you the club. Or maybe you are just one twisted, fucked-up bitch who wants them dead. All I know is that you did it.”


    “Rachel …” I take a step toward her. She does fit all of those clues Taylor just said. “Tell me the truth. Did you do this?”


    She shakes her head frantically as tears well up in her eyes. “You know I would never hurt you guys.”


    “I thought it was odd the way you looked at Blane the moment you found out his name. And just the other day at the hospital, Case said that the guy had got a phone call earlier that evening to attack me.” Taylor goes on as she takes another step toward her, and her voice drops to a growl. “After you met Blane, I found you in the locker room. The moment I walked in, you hung up. It was you. It was all you! You ordered to have them attack me and then when Case and I came back after being gone for those three days, you didn’t like what you saw. So instead of going after me, you went after the guys. Then when Blane went to meet up with those drug dealers, you told them just enough for them to want to harm him.”


    The club falls to silence as we all stand motionless. I still have my doubts that Rachel did it. We’ve known her for four years, and yeah, she’s crazy but to kill someone? If she were to kill us, then who would clean up her messes?


    “Why?” Brecken is the one who speaks first. He obviously doesn’t feel the same as I do. “Why would you try to kill us? After all we’ve done for you?”


    “I didn’t …” Tears run down her face.


    “Stop fucking lying,” Taylor yells. “We know you did it. Just confess and quit playing this stupid game.”


    She lets out a long breath as she stares at Taylor with hatred. The tears that run down her face all of a sudden just stop. She reaches up and wipes them away. I watch as the cruelest smile spreads across her face. She looks over at Brecken and her fuck you look appears. “After all you’ve done for me?” She throws her head back letting out a laugh, and I reach out, grabbing Taylor’s shoulder and yank her behind me. Once I know my body is shielding hers, I reach behind me and grab my gun. I’ve underestimated this crazy bitch way too much.


    “You really think you saved me, don’t you?” She laughs again. “Did you ever stop and think about why you found me beat that night? It was legit, don’t get me wrong, but it was my idea.”


    “What are you talking about?” Brecken demands.


    Her eyes look at me, and she slowly looks me up and down. “It’s no secret that I like a man’s hands on me.” She smirks. “And you can’t lie, Case. The way you would wrap your hand around my neck as you would shove your cock …”


    “Stop!” I growl.


    “What?” She licks her lips. “Don’t want your new whore to know how you fucked me?” She arches a black eyebrow. “As if you don’t fuck her the same way? We all know you have needs, Case.”


    Taylor starts to run toward her from behind me, and my left arms shoots out to stop her. “You bitch …” Taylor snaps.


    “Oh, honey.” She makes a tsking noise with her tongue and teeth. “You should welcome competition. Men like a woman willing to fight for her man. Tell me, what would you do in order to keep him?”


    “I’d kill you …” Taylor spits out.


    Rachel laughs at that. “You couldn’t touch me …”


    “Enough!” Brecken barks. “Rachel, start explaining yourself now, or I will make you.”


    She looks over at him and sighs as if this is putting her out. “It was a setup. The first time you two met me. We had heard you two were going to be at the party. You two were the newest dealers on the block. They wanted an inside man. Someone who could tell them every little secret you guys had. But I knew a woman had to do it.” She pulls her shoulders back with pride. “I offered myself up as bait. So two men beat the fuck out of me and then I worked my charm. It was a bonus that you were hot.” She smiles up at me. “All men like a damsel in distress. And of course, take a man who has lost his sister …”


    Brecken takes the five steps that separate them and backhands her across the face. It’s the first time I’ve ever seen him lay his hands on her. Taylor gasps beside me as Rachel goes flying off her feet and lands on her side. “You fucking bitch,” he growls. His entire body shakes, and his muscles are tight. “Don’t you dare fucking mention Nicole again,” he screams down at her.


    I turn to face Taylor. “Go out the back.” I need her out of here. Shit is getting out of hand, and I don’t want her involved.


    “I’m not leaving you,” she says in defiance.


    I huff. “Do you still have my phone?” She nods. “Go to the back and call Jones. Tell him to get his ass up here.” I shove her backward, and her eyes widen as she stumbles but doesn’t fall. She takes one last look over at Rachel and then takes off.


    Rachel looks up at Brecken from the ground and blood drips from her lip. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asks smiling. “Doesn’t that make you feel like a man?”


    He leans down and yanks her to stand by her hair. She cries out as she lifts her hands to his hand that has a grip on her bright red hair. Her chest rises and falls quickly as she breathes heavily. “Why did you do it?” he demands in her face.


    “Why not?” she says through gritted teeth. “I was their edge. I knew every move you guys made. Every person you were after. I made a shitload of money to keep Cricket safe.” He lets go of her hair, and she falls to the floor once again. “I did what I had to do in order to stay alive,” she grinds out. “I was his fucking bitch who needed my hands on his endless supply.”


    “Why didn’t you ever tell us?” I growl. “Why didn’t you come to us with the truth? We could have helped you,” I snap.


    She gives a little chuckle. “You couldn’t have saved me from him. He would have killed me.”


    “You think I won’t kill you?” Brecken reaches behind his back and pulls his gun out. He points it down at her, and she doesn’t even blink.


    “Brecken. Put it away,” I say softly.


    They both turn to look at me. “Why do you have your gun out?” Rachel asks looking down to mine in my right hand. “You say you want to save me. You want to help me, yet you have a gun ready in hand to shoot me.”


    “I won’t shoot you because of what you’ve done. I’d rather know your ass is rotting in jail where you belong. But if you try to harm Taylor again … let’s just say, this time it will be you I kill.”


    She smiles softly up at me. “I told them to make her happy. To put a smile on her face. I wanted them to show her that you weren’t the only one who could satisfy her.”


    My hand tightens on the gun. I knew what their intentions were when I saw that they had cut her corset off, but until this very moment, I didn't understand just how depraved they could be.


    “Come on, Case. They wouldn’t have fucked her any rougher than you have.” She laughs. “You may love her, but I know you. You don’t make love to her.”


    “You know nothing!” I hiss.


    She tilts her head to the side as blood continues to slowly run down her chin from where Brecken slapped her. “I know everything, Case. Everything.” She says it very slow, drawing out the word.


    “For fuck’s sake, just shut up!” Brecken orders. “I’ve had enough of your shit, Rachel.”


    She narrows her eyes up at him. “Maybe I’ve had enough of your shit!” she fires back. “Do you have any idea how exhausting it was to keep you two happy? All the coke I had to snort in order to let you place your hands on me.”


    Brecken leans over and grabs her arm; he hauls her to her feet and then shoves her back against the bar. He presses his body into hers as he wraps his free hand around her neck. Her eyes close and her body thrashes as she tries to get away, but it’s not possible. He has a hold of her as he takes her air away. “You gonna tell me this doesn’t make you fucking wet? You gonna tell me that you faked it the last four years? I find that hard to believe.” He lets go of her, and she bends at the waist sucking in a ragged breath.


    “You are one very vindictive bitch,” I say. “I mean that with the utmost respect.” I gotta give it to her.


    She sucks a deep breath as she looks up at me. “I learned from the best, Case.” She swallows. “You and Brecken …” She shakes her head. “The way you use this fucking town with your lies and deceit.” She reaches up and rubs her neck as she straightens her back. “Did you ever think Taylor could end up with the same fate as Nicole?”


    I feel my blood run cold as my entire body stiffens. “They prefer a little younger than Taylor, but she would still bring in money.” My teeth hurt from grinding them together. “It’s easy really. The selling of women.” She smiles.


    “You have no clue what you’re talking about,” Brecken growls


    She looks over at him. “You think Cricket only moves drugs?” she asks.


    Brecken starts to shake his head. “I don’t believe a word you say.”


    She crosses her arms over her chest, and she gives us both a smile. One that I used to think made her look halfway normal, but now that I know her real colors, it makes her look psychotic. “That’s your choice.” She looks at me. “But is that a chance you’re willing to take?”


    “Cricket,” I snap, changing the subject. “He knows we’re undercover cops?” He has to. She had to have told him what we really do. “Why hasn’t he come for us?”


    She takes a long, deep breath. “He doesn’t know.”


    “Quit lying,” Brecken yells.


    “I’m not. I swear I never told them who you really are.”


    “Why not?” I demand. “Why not tell them the truth?” I can’t help but believe her. If Cricket knew who we really were, they would have killed us years ago.


    “Do you have any idea what they would do to me if they knew I was sleeping with not just one but two undercover cops?” She laughs. “They would have killed me.” She looks over at me. “I allowed you to fuck me for six months before I even knew you were an undercover cop. If I had gone to them and told them that …” She shakes her head at herself. “It would have made myself look like an idiot.” She hangs her head. “Plus by that time I had fallen in love with both of you. I wouldn’t allow Cricket to kill you guys.”


    “Then why are you trying to kill us now?” I demand.


    Her head snaps up to look at me. Her dark brown eyes narrow on me and her lips thin. “Because of that bitch.” She growls. “She came in and ruined everything. You felt you could just throw me to the side in order to save her. I was no longer important,” she yells. “I had kept your fucking secret for four years just for you to throw me away.” Her body shakes as she fists her hands down by her side. “It was time I put you both in your place.”


    “Jones is on his way.”


    We all turn to look over at Taylor as she joins us once again. “You need to leave,” I snap.


    She looks up at me. “I’m not leaving you.”


    “Oh, but you are.” I look back over at Rachel, and she’s straightening her back as she pulls a gun out of her right boot. She used the distraction of Taylor walking into the room to reach down and pull her weapon. Even though the bitch came here thinking I was gonna make up with her, she had still planned to kill me. “I hate to break up the party, but I need to go,” she announces as she lifts the gun and points it straight at me. “And I can’t leave any of you alive.”


    I lift my right arm that holds my gun and go to fire off a shot, but I’m too slow. She was already ready. I pull my trigger just as I turn my body and leap toward Taylor to get her out of the way of Rachel’s bullet. I collide with her and we hit the floor with a hard thud as the sound of the guns being fired ricochet off the club walls.


    I look up toward Rachel and raise my gun to her again as another loud bang goes off. Before I can even pull my trigger back, I see her fall to her knees as blood runs from her chest. Her and Brecken stand facing one another, both guns were raised, but hers falls to the floor with her. He stands breathing heavy and a look of hatred on his face as he watches her die before us. She had gone to shoot him next, but he was faster. He shot her.


    He stands over her with his gun still trained on her, and I look down at Taylor, knowing Rachel is no longer a problem.


    “Sorry, babe. You okay?” I ask breathing heavy and heart pounding. I push her hair away from her face and see her eyes are closed. Another loud bang goes off, but it barely registers in my mind. Did I knock Taylor out? We hit the concrete floor pretty hard.


    “Taylor?” I place my hand on her stomach to shake her. My heart stops when I feel wetness. I look down to where my hand and see it’s covered in blood. “Taylor?” I demand again as I reach up and check for a pulse. “TAYLOR!” I scream out her name when I don’t feel one.


    Brecken is sliding on the floor as he drops to his knees next to us. “She has no pulse.” My voice shakes as much as my hand does when I reach up to feel her neck again. Maybe I was wrong; I feel nothing.


    He places his ear down to her parted lips and his dark eyes look up at me. The look he gives me would take my breath away if I wasn’t already breathless. “Case,” he says sitting up. I watch him lean over her and rip off her tank top. “Case!” he shouts now removing his own shirt.


    My heart pounds in my chest, and my limbs feel heavy. I can’t move, let alone breathe at the moment. She’s dead. The woman I fell in love with is lying dead in front of me, and I can’t move to help her. Tears sting my eyes and a knot forms in my throat. My chest tightens to the point it feels like it’s suffocating me.


    “Case!” I hear Brecken yell and then the side of my face stings. I blink a few times and shake my head. “We’re gonna save her, but I need you to help me,” he growls. “Are you gonna help me or not?”


    I look down at her and I can see the bullet wound now that he removed her shirt. It’s on the left side of her abdomen and the pool of blood we’re sitting in is getting bigger by the second. My face stings once again and my head snaps up to look at Brecken. “Pull it together, Tyler!” he demands using my first name.


    I suck in a deep breath and my lungs burn. I blink rapidly and the tears that stung my eyes run down my face. He positions himself across from me and reaches over her as he applies his shirt to the gunshot wound and I place my hands on her chest, ready to give her compressions. My heart rips in my chest as I press down on hers. I feel a crack and then a snap as I start to perform CPR on her. My heart tells me to stop, that I’m hurting her. I’m breaking her ribs, but my mind tells me to keep going—her bones will heal. “Come on, baby,” I grind out as I push on her chest again ignoring the cracking this time. “Come on, Taylor,” I demand as the terror of not having her threatens to take hold.


    Save her! I have to save her!


    I push harder, needing to bring her back to me. It’s crazy how this beautiful woman came into my life. She walked into this club and changed it for the better. I refuse to lose her in this very building.


    


    


    CASE


    


    I stand in front of the gray concrete wall that holds the people who have passed away. It’s been a week since Taylor left me, called me in the middle of the night, and came up with her plan to show us who was behind trying to kill us. I wish I could go back to that moment. I would do it all so differently. I would take her seriously. I wouldn’t get mad at her or yell. I would have gotten to her faster and made her leave in order to keep her safe. But that’s not how life works.


    Instead, Brecken and I stand here as we say our good-bye to Rachel. Today, Brecken and I buried Rachel. Well, we chose to place her in a mausoleum. I let him decide what he wanted to do with her. Rachel meant a lot to us at one point, but it didn’t matter in the end. Brecken had to take her life, and I feel bad that he will have to carry that burden for the rest of his. A part of him really did love her.


    I look over at him as he stands there and stares at it as if she will appear. “I got a call while you were in the restroom a minute ago,” I say softly, but he doesn’t turn to face me. “The toxicology report came back.” I pause to wait for him to give me some sort of movement, letting me know he’s listening. When he doesn’t, I answer anyway. “It came back positive for methamphetamines and cocaine.”


    The only sign he gives me is his hand he fists down by his side. “But you already knew that, didn’t you?”


    Still nothing! I place my hand on his shoulder, and he jumps as if I just slapped him. “I tried to tell you when I saw that cocaine in her apartment.”


    I knew he’d say that. It’s my fault that I didn’t believe him. “Brecken, she passed the drug test …”


    “I don’t know how,” he says through gritted teeth. “She must have had someone change out the tests. Or she paid someone else to take it. Fuck, who knows how deep her connections went,” he hisses.


    “I don’t understand how she …”


    “This isn’t the time to discuss this,” he interrupts me.


    “We don’t have any more time,” I argue. “She’s been dead for a week, Brecken, and no one has come looking for her.” As far as we know, no one knew Rachel was at Seven Deadly Sins to see me that night Taylor had texted her from my phone. And the department is keeping her death under wraps. We are still undercover officers trying to find a man who knew every move we made. As soon as Rachel doesn’t contact him, they will be looking, wanting to know what we are up to and how we got her to go away. We went through her phone, but there was nothing suspicious about it. She must have used a different phone to keep in contact with Cricket. And of course, nothing came up in her apartment. She was good. But we already know that. She had kept us blinded for four years. “We need to decide what to do when we reopen and people start to ask about her.” The club has been completely remodeled and will be ready to open next week. I had closed it down after the night he was shot and told everyone we were remodeling. Nothing that has happened has been released publicly.


    “Tell them she left,” he says simply with a careless shrug. He turns to face me, and I see nothing but blackness in his dark eyes. “Hell, put an obiturary in the paper that she was found dead from an overdose. I killed her, Case,” he says flatly. “And don’t let my feelings I had for her make you think I care more than I do. The moment I saw her lift that gun, I knew I was gonna do whatever was necessary to keep her from killing anyone. I did what needed to be done. Just like I always will, no matter what the circumstances.” With that, he turns and looks one last time at the wall in front of him. He turns his back to me and walks off with his head held high and his hands in the front pockets of his black slacks.


    

  


  


  


  
    EPILOGUE


    


    CASE


    


    “Taylor Williams.”


    I stand from my chair as her name is called out. Placing my thumb and index finger in my mouth, I let out a loud whistle. A huge smile spreads across my face as I remove them and clap while yelling out Go, Taylor. I watch the love of my life walk across the stage at her college graduation, and I couldn’t be prouder of her. Today marks a year that I first met her in Seven Deadly Sins, and I never imagined she would be the one to heal me. To save me. She always thanks me for saving her life. She always tells me that she is lucky to have me and she would be lost without me. But I am the one who would be lost without her.


    It took her weeks to heal from the gunshot wound when Rachel had shot her, but she survived it. It took many tears and endless hours of pain, but she got through them and I was by her side the entire way, holding her hand and telling her that she could do it.


    “Yay, Tay!” Savannah hollers from beside me as she jumps up and down. She looks over at me and giggles. “Are you nervous about tonight?” she asks, shoving her elbow into me.


    I chuckle. “I wasn’t, but every time you ask me that, I get a little more concerned. Do you have something I need to know?” I question.


    She shakes her head. “No. You know she would never tell you no. She loves you,” she says matter-of-factly. “Do you think you can do it?”


    I look back over to her with a frown on my face. Her voice was full of concern. “Do what?”


    “Keep her safe? Your world …” She pauses and her eyes drop down to look at the stage to her best friend. “… It’s so dangerous.”


    I wish I could tell her she’s wrong. That it’s not dangerous, but the truth is, I’m still an undercover cop. I still own a club where drugs deals occur on a daily basis. And I am still after a man who I have no way of knowing what his plans are for me. Cricket hasn’t surfaced in over a year. We have not heard one word about him. Some even say he has quit dealing. But Brecken and I don’t believe that. He’ll surface again, and when he does, I will take him down. That’s my job after all. We never did find out who broke into their house. We chalked it up to a man seeing an opportunity to break into their house, and unfortunately, he just got away with it. It just proves that my world isn’t the only one that is dangerous.


    “I can and I will,” I finally answer Savannah. I may still be an undercover cop, but Taylor is my main priority.


    She wraps her arms around me and gives me a hug. My brows rise in surprise as I gently pat her back. “She’s lucky to have you,” she says and then releases me.


    I smile as I look back up to the graduates sitting in the UIC Pavilion. They all cheer as the last student makes his way across the stage, and then they all shout out in excitement. I can’t believe one of those students is gonna be my wife. Well, that is, if she says yes.


    I’m throwing Taylor a big party tonight up at the club, and I’m gonna ask her to be my wife. I know some won’t see it as romantic. There won’t be candlelight or the stars above us. Instead, there will be loud music and neon lights, but that’s where we found each other. That’s where our love started, and that’s where I want it to continue. All I can do is hope that she wants to spend forever with me as much as I want to with her.


    We make our way down the steps from our seats. I see her dark brown hair bouncing behind her as she runs toward me with a big smile on her face. I place my arms out wide as she leaps into them, and I hug her tight. I spin her around, and she giggles in my ear as I take a deep breath letting her vanilla scent take over my senses.


    “Congratulations, baby,” I say as I place her back down on her feet but keep her body pressed against mine. “I’m so proud of you.”


    Her beautiful blue eyes shine as she looks up at me with that breathtaking smile on her face. “I love you,” she whispers softly.


    I lower my lips to hers. “I love you too.” I give them a gentle kiss and then I release her. She squeals as Blane comes up next to us and takes her from my arms. I watch as he hugs her and then passes her over to Brecken. I wish her father could be here to see this day. I had made sure that a friend of mine got word to him in prison that she was graduating today. I wanted him to know she was not the addict he’d predicted her to be. That she was better than he was. Well, if I had to be honest with myself, she’s better than all of us are, but every day she wakes up and chooses to love me. And every day I continue to ask myself why me? What did I do to deserve something so beautiful and rare? After all the lies and the deceit, somehow she still found it in her heart to forgive me and love me. I’m a man who sins, and she’s my savior who forgives me.


    She turns to face me and waves me over to her. “I wanna take a picture,” she says jumping up and down. “Hurry up,” she calls out when I don’t move fast enough. “I wanna get this gown off. It’s hot,” she says pulling on her dark blue graduation gown.


    I smile as I wrap my arms around her shoulders and pull her to my side. I lean down and whisper in her ear. “Funny you mention that gown ...” She pulls away and looks up at me. “Because I was just thinking of how to get you out of that.”


    She chuckles as she wraps her arms around my neck. “I was hoping that you were planning to take me home.” Her voice drops to a whisper. “We still have a few places to break in, you know.”


    I reach up and run a hand through her dark brown hair, no blue remains. After that day she got shot, I moved in with her, Blane, and Savannah. I didn’t have much considering the fire took everything I owned. But when she was released from the hospital, I drove her home and never left. Three months ago, we bought a house not far from Brecken. It’s where I plan to live for the rest of my life. It’s where I plan to be the husband she deserves and give her the family that she wants. She walked into my life and gave me a reason to dream. Now, I wanna make all of her dreams come true.


    “Case?” she asks with a frown. “Everything okay?”


    I smile down at her as I pull her closer to me. “Couldn’t be better, sweetheart.” I place my hand in her hair and press my lips to hers.


    


    THE END


    


    


    Obesession—Brecken’s book is coming soon. Make sure to add it to your TBR list.
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