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            About this Book

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m rich, angry and powerful, and I have one thing in my sights—revenge.

      

      Nothing’s going to stop me from executing my plan and taking down the man who dares to call himself my father. Not even her.

      

      With curves for days, hair a man can wrap his fist around, and a mouth begging to be owned, Temple thinks she can stop me. Dragging her into my world, putting a target on her back—it’s all part of the plan.

      

      Claiming her wasn’t.

      

      But now I’m addicted to playing her traitorous body like a weapon, and the only thing that will save me is sacrificing her.

      

      There’s a reason they call me ‘Sin’.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Soundtrack

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “We’ve Seen the Butcher” –Deftones

        “Time Traveler” –Breaking Orbit

        “My Direction” –Breaking Orbit

        “Responses” –Circles

        “Wheels in Motion” –Circles

        “Verum Infiniti” –Circles

        “Stonk” –Osaka Punch

        “Of Mind—Nocturne” –TesseracT

        “Phantom Bride” –Deftones

        “Mankiller” –Osaka Punch

        “Blackest Eyes” –Porcupine Tree

        “Goon Squad” –Deftones

        “Prince” –Deftones

        “Oxygen” –Twelve Foot Ninja

        “Sunrise” –TesseracT

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      Three Years Ago

      

      “I told you, Siobhan,” my father yells at my mother. “You will not disgrace the Brandt name.”

      Shit.

      Dumping my backpack, I sprint the length of the hallway, skirting around the final corner in time to see my mother staggering to her feet.

      Like a true Irishwoman, she doesn’t back down from my power-hungry mob boss father.

      “No, you talked about this, Aaidan,” Mom slurs. “I didn’t have any say in the conversation. You barked orders and expected me to comply like you always do.” She chugs half her wine in one go and points at him with the glass in her hand. “Well, guess what? I’m not taking orders from you anymore.”

      “Sit the fuck down, woman.” Dad yanks the glass from her and hurls it.

      I dive between her and Dad. The glass shatters against the wall, and shards slice my arms and cheek, but I ignore them. “Mom, chill.” She knows better than to disrespect Dad.

      “No.” She stumbles, and I reach for her. Steadying herself against the kitchen counter with one hand, she bats me away with the other as she glares at Dad. “I won’t be silenced any longer.”

      With his ever-present phone in his hand and disgust etched across his face, Dad shakes his head. “Get yourself cleaned up. You’re a fucking disgrace.”

      Before I can stop her, Mom lunges.

      Hurling herself at Dad, she drunkenly pounds her fist into his jaw “I hate you! I hate you.”

      “You ungrateful bitch.” Dad backhands her.

      The force knocking her down, Mom sprawls on the floor.

      Hands fisted, I step in front of her and give my father one warning. “Leave her alone.”

      Still on the floor, Mom doesn’t give up the fight. “If it weren’t for my boys, I would’ve left years ago!”

      Ignoring her, the prick snorts at me. “What are you going to do about it, boy? You’re worthless. If it weren’t for my protection, you and this whore would be dead.”

      “Whore?” Mom yells. “You disgusting pig, I’ve been faithful to you! And look where it got me—married to a murdering monster. Even one minute of freedom would be better than a lifetime with you.”

      Dad stills. “What did you say?”

      “You heard me.” Clambering to her feet, Mom rights herself. “I don’t love you. I never did.” She spits in his face.

      Dad punches her.

      Mom’s head snaps back, her body contorting in an awkward twist right before her temple slams into the countertop. The sickening crunch of flesh and bone colliding with granite echoes through the kitchen.

      She hits the floor.

      “Mom!” Dropping to my knees, I reach for her, but there’s so much blood. “Mom.”

      Eyes open, body still, the concave, gaping wound on the side of her head bleeding out, she doesn’t answer.

      “Do something,” I yell at Dad. “Call 911!”

      The phone in his hand is now covered in her blood. Dad casually wipes it on his suit pants.

      “Now,” I roar, futilely pressing my hand to Mom’s head, desperate to stop the bleeding.

      Cold, unhurried, my father finally dials.

      But he doesn’t call 911.

      “Cillian,” he barks into the phone. “You’re needed at the house.” Glancing at his cell, he sneers in disgust as a drop of Mom’s blood runs down his hand. “And bring me a new cell phone.” He hangs up.

      Mom’s already prone body suddenly goes completely still, and she stops breathing.

      “Mom.” I shake her once. “Mom.”

      No.

      NO.

      Rage and grief suck all the air from the room, and I can’t breathe. “You killed her,” I whisper, hoarse.

      Grabbing a towel off the counter, he wipes his hand. “I’ll kill you too if you utter a word of this to anyone.” Collecting his keys, he tosses the towel at me and steps over Mom. “Clean up this mess. I’m going to the office.”

      The motherfucker walks out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          TEMPLE

        

      

    

    
      Four Months Ago

      

      “Yo, anyone there?” a deep voice calls. “Dez? Where you at, man?”

      I straighten from beneath the hood of the car I’m working on. “Dez isn’t…” Oh. My. God. “…here.”

      Tall.

      Built.

      Hot as hell.

      He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.

      I wipe my hands on an oily rag when I really want to check my reflection to see if my hair is as crazy as I think it is. “What can I do for you?”

      He scans my body, lingering on my hips. “Where’s Dez?”

      “Out.”

      “When will he be back?”

      “In fifteen years.”

      Pausing, he fixes me with a heavy stare. “I see.”

      “I doubt it.” I haven’t exactly advertised the fact that my asshole father got put away for drug trafficking. It’s bad for business. So long as I keep the garage going, fix cars on time and at a good price, no one cares who’s doing the grunt work.

      The stranger’s gaze lingers on the strap that’s come loose on my overalls. “You his apprentice or something?”

      “Or something.”

      The corner of his mouth kicks up. “Daughter.”

      “Bingo.” As hot as he is, I need him gone. I’ve got three cars to finish, a heap of paperwork to fill out, and college application fees to pay. “Now, what can I do for you?”

      “My car needs service.”

      I take in the bright yellow, limited edition Ferrari 488 Pista behind him. “That model literally rolled off the production line a month ago.”

      He shrugs.

      “It’s brand-new. What could possibly be wrong with a three-hundred-and-forty-thousand-dollar ride?”

      Staring, he doesn’t answer.

      Since I’m in no place to knock back paying customers, I walk over to inspect it. But he quickly inserts himself between me and the car, forcing me to take a step back.

      Pushing his hands deep in his jeans pockets, he leans against the side. “What time do you close?”

      I pause. “Why?”

      “A time, babe.”

      “Babe? We met five minutes ago.” Needing his business more than I need an ego boost, I gesture to the hood. “Can you open it for me?”

      “Sure.” He doesn’t move.

      What’s with this guy? “Sometime this century would be good.”

      He smirks. “I’ll open the hood, but it’ll cost you.”

      Jesus. “Look, I’m sure women fall for the whole smoldering good looks, mental foreplay, and killer car combination, but I’m on a deadline here. Do you want me to look at your car or not?”

      He leans in close, the scent of salt and sea spray emanating from his skin. “I’m taking you out. I’ll pick you up from here at eight.”

      When I don’t answer, he tucks some of my hair behind my ear.

      Shivers dance across my skin. “I never said—”

      Another Ferrari Pista, this one black, pulls up next to the curb. The tinted window lowers, and, from it, a carbon copy of the guy in front of me appears. “Sin, come on, man. We’ve gotta boost.”

      Sin? Thinking hard, I try to place the name. I know I’ve heard it someplace, but for the life of me, I can’t remember where.

      With his gray eyes fixed on me, Sin skims my cheek with his knuckles. “Be ready.”

      “I’m not going out with you.” My voice is lower, huskier than before.

      “You sure about that?”

      Yes. No. I don’t know. Ten minutes ago, I had my life all planned. I’d finish working on the cars, and the overtime would cover the rent on this place, my college application fee, and some basic food. I’d work my ass off over summer and hope to God I earned enough for the first semester. Then I’d ace my classes, apply for a full scholarship and, if that fell through, I’d try for a student loan. Either way, I’d move forward and never look back.

      But now…?

      I’m stupidly thinking about a date with a stranger.

      Taking his keys from his pocket, he drops them into my hand. “A friend will pick my car up later.”

      I glance from him to the keys and back again. “You never told me what you want fixed.”

      Sin backs away, his killer smirk firmly in place. “You’re a smart girl. You’ll figure it out.”

      For the first time, I look past his handsome face, and foreboding knots my stomach.

      Hoping this isn’t what I think it is, the keys a sudden dead weight in my palm, I practically choke on my own stupidity. “Wait! You can’t leave your expensive car here.”

      He either doesn’t hear or doesn’t want to, because seconds later, the Ferrari speeds off.

      Grabbing my cell, I frantically type Sin’s name, followed by the words “twin” and “Bayside” as I hope like hell the ominous feeling in the pit of my stomach is hunger.

      Holy shit.

      I can’t read fast enough.

      Son of the notorious mob boss, The Collector. Twin to a certified womanizer. Accused but never convicted of arson, drug running, violence, murder.

      Shoving my phone back in my pocket, I quickly scan the garage to make sure I’m alone, then I pop the trunk. “Please let me be wrong, please let me be wrong,” I chant, my eyes clenched shut. “I don’t want to let some drug-dealing mob asshole use the garage as a drop-off point.”

      Peeling one eye open, my heart stops, then kicks into overdrive. A black duffel bag sits innocuously in the center.

      Tearing it open, I choke back a string of curses.

      Thousands of dollars’ worth of cocaine.

      Illegal drugs.

      “Goddammit!” Tearing my fingers through my hair, I curse my fucking dad for not finding an honest way to pay the bills.

      “Well, Dad, you might have been a pushover, but I’m not.”

      Screw this.

      Knowing what I need to do, wondering if I’ll live through the night once I do it, I grab my phone to call 911.

      “That’s my car,” a female voice snaps behind me.

      Dropping my cell, I spin.

      A girl wearing designer everything saunters toward me as she points to the Ferrari. “I’m here to pick it up.”

      Panic freezes my heart.

      She plants her hands on her hips. “Hello, do you speak English? I said, I want my car. Give me the keys.”

      It hits me like an uppercut knocking me flat on my ass.

      There’s no escape.

      I can’t call the cops. The Collector owns this town and everyone in it. If people like Sin, his brother, and this rich bitch are pawns in his dealings, then what chance do I have?

      Angry at my dad, myself, and this whole damn situation, I throw the keys at her. “Take your car and get the hell out of my garage.”

      Grabbing the keys midair, she narrows her eyes. “Careful who you throw shit at, bitch. You don’t want to make an enemy out of me. Trash like you is easy to dispose of.”

      My heart pounding, my breath short, I level her with a look. “Get off my property.”

      “Your funeral, trash.” Sliding into the driver seat, she starts the engine.

      A second later, she’s peeling out of the garage.

      Dropping to my knees, I curse my father and the shitstorm he created.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          SIN

        

      

    

    
      Present Day

      

      Her first mistake was standing me up.

      Her second mistake was being MIA every time I went to her piece of shit garage. That insult’s punishable, and I’m going to cash in on it with fucking interest.

      Her third mistake is not blending in with the other dicks as they leave the auditorium. Her faded jeans and worn T-shirt do fuck all to hide what’s beneath. Chick’s got curves for days, hair a man can wrap his fist around, and a mouth begging to be fucked.

      My cock twitches, but I’m not sampling the goods until she begs me to.

      And she will beg.

      Jaw tight, I stand. “Let’s go.”

      Students pause as we walk past. People shit themselves over money, power, and good looks. They either don’t know what to say or start tearing off their clothes like it’ll make a damn difference. It doesn’t. They’re all disposable.

      Saint glances at Temple, who’s still fucking oblivious, and smirks. “Is that the chick from the garage?”

      I nod.

      “Nice rack.”

      I glare at him. “Shut the fuck up.”

      The prick chuckles. “Dude. Seriously?” He eyes her again, and it pisses me off. “Okay, maybe I can see it. Hot mechanic chick from the wrong side of the tracks. She doesn’t look like much out of those coveralls, but I’d still fuck her. Then again, you already tried that and got stood up. Since I look just like you…” Grinning, he wags his eyebrows as he trails off. “Maybe I should tell her I’m the twin with the bigger cock.”

      “Keep it up and I’ll break your legs. Won’t be able to fuck anyone then.”

      The asshole outright laughs. “Don’t tell me the elusive Sinclair Brandt is finally dick whipped over a chick.”

      I glare at him.

      Still laughing, he holds his hands up. “Okay, okay, you win. You’re still an ornery bastard.”

      Ignoring him, I look back at Temple and scan her curves. “She’s perfect.”

      “No way, man. She asked the cops for an extra daily patrol outside her garage. It’s going to be hard using her garage as a drop now.”

      “That’s why she’s perfect. She’s a fighter.”

      “I call bullshit,” the prick says. “She just doesn’t want to go to jail like her old man.”

      “Let’s test her. Angel hacked Dad’s files, and she’s got what we need. I’ll prove it to you.” Taking my cell from my pocket, I shoot off a quick text to Eve.

      Saint shakes his head. “Bro, I’m telling you, it’s a waste of time. She’s not the one we want.”

      I shove my phone in my back pocket. “Thousand bucks says you’re wrong.”

      Saint grins and holds up his fist. “You’re on, motherfucker.”

      I bump it before glancing at Temple again. You’re mine, babe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          TEMPLE

        

      

    

    
      “Whore.”

      I spin in the direction of the insult muttered behind my back.

      The brunette who collected Sin’s car all those months ago stands in the middle of the doorway. A tide of students exiting the double doors of the lecture theatre flow past, though not close enough to disturb her Prada outfit.

      I hate her on sight.

      Everything about her was bought and paid for by the mob. Even though I’d love nothing more than to punch her in the face, it would be suicide. Between my studies, the garage, and avoiding Sin, I’ve got enough to deal with as it is.

      I turn and keep walking. Calm yourself and move away, Temple. This won’t end well otherwise.

      High heels clacking on concrete follow me.

      “Slut,” she throws at my back.

      I stop. Breathe. Turn to face her. “What did you call me?”

      “You heard me.”

      Around me, students pause. Whispers start, their low hum building into a sea of excited murmurs. Some attempt to feign disinterest, though there’s no disguising the swift shared glances. Others are blatantly staring, their phones out and recording.

      Uncaring, I block them out. Looking past her inch-thick makeup, I search for any signs of danger.

      Nothing.

      I’ve seen her kind a hundred times before. Hell, I’ve been fighting rich bitches my whole life. If she wasn’t backed by The Collector, the worst she would do is pull hair and spit venom.

      Ignorant of my assessment, she waits.

      “I mustn’t have heard you right.” My voice is calm, belying the simmering tension beneath. “See, for a second there, I thought you called me a whore. But that can’t be true, because I don’t know you and you sure as hell don’t know me.”

      In a practiced move, she flicks her hair over one shoulder. “The name’s Eve McNamara.”

      “Your point?”

      People snicker.

      “My point,” she spits, “is not to mess with me, trash.”

      “I wasn’t,” I say slowly, because, Jesus, is she blind? “I was leaving class along with everyone else.”

      Heat teases my nape. It spreads across my skin, my heightened senses warning me it’s from the presence directly behind me.

      Treacherous.

      Merciless.

      Dominant.

      Without turning my head, I know it’s Sin Brandt.

      College is meant to be my escape. Only, when his eyes are on my body, it feels like a prison. I tried doing the right thing. Every lecture, I sat on the other side of the theater, never making eye contact, and pretending he didn’t exist.

      It didn’t work.

      As much as I tried to lie to myself, it was pointless. Like the sound of his Ferrari, I know when he’s nearby.

      “You must be fucking the professor,” Eve sneers. “I mean, come on. How else are you getting those grades? You work in a garage, for God’s sake.”

      Pushing past the intensity licking my vertebrae, I think back to my tattered English Fundamentals textbook resting on a broken milk crate next to my mattress. It’s the same book I had to pull an all-night shift to afford. The expensive secondhand resource has pages missing, some are falling out, and the rest are scribbled over, but I don’t care.

      It’s my ticket to freedom.

      And this bitch isn’t going to take that from me. “Careful, Evie, your stupid is showing.”

      She leans forward, eyes flashing. “It’s Eve, garage trash. Don’t forget it.”

      Oh, hell no. “Trust me, Evie, the second you’re out of sight, I’ll forget all about you.”

      “Everyone knows you’re pathetic. It’s obvious by your third-generation hand-me-down shirt that you can’t read.”

      I don’t bother explaining that the phrase, Reading is for Pussies, printed on my favorite T-shirt is intentionally ironic.

      “Don’t pretend to know anything about literature, Temple.” Eve crosses her arms, the buttons on her top ready to burst open.

      I still, though my mind skips ahead, wondering how she knows my name. Through Sin? Did he mention me or the fact that I stood him up?

      The disadvantage doesn’t sit well with me.

      Sick of the web The Collector weaves and the way everyone in Bayside falls victim to it, I promise myself never to let him, or anyone else, control me. Eve might enjoy the cash perks from the mob, Sin might get off on the social status, Dad might have loved the illicit highs, but I’d rather be dead than live a life that isn’t my own.

      Resolution settles in my bones.

      A muttered, “Oh shit, Eve’s fucked,” sounds from nearby.

      Acting on muscle memory and adrenaline, I grab her by the neck, slam her against the doorframe, and bring my face within an inch of hers.

      Her eyes widen in shock. “What the hell—”

      “Let me give you some advice,” I warn, my voice deathly calm. “Don’t talk to me, look at me, or breathe in my direction. I don’t want you, or anyone associated with you, polluting my world again. You feel me?”

      Fear briefly flickers across Eve’s face before she schools her expression. “Get your filthy hands off me.”

      The scent of the ocean floods my senses.

      No.

      Not now.

      I won’t give him that power over me.

      Forcing my attention away from Sin, I refocus on Eve.

      Her face is scarlet.

      Jesus. What the hell am I doing? If I don’t backpedal now, I’m a dead woman.

      Letting go, I step back. “Leave me alone.”

      I turn on my heel, and the losers watching all shove their phones away, tripping over themselves in their haste to leave

      All except three.

      Sin, Saint, and Angel.

      My stare trails each of them in turn.

      Cut as fuck. Their jeans and shirts are glued to their muscular bodies like second skins. All of them are tall, but Sin is built like a damn warrior. His long legs are set shoulder-width apart, his muscular thighs obvious beneath expensive dark jeans. His shirt is fitted, but I don’t think it’s on purpose. He’s so damn huge, it’s impossible for it not to be. With a strong jawline, cut cheekbones, deceptively soft lips, and straight nose, he’s so beautiful it hurts.

      The memory of the last time we spoke flashes in my mind’s eye. Sin’s unexpected interest, his confidence, the way his mouth kicked up in a smirk when he looked at me. For a brief moment, I wish he wasn’t a part of the mob and I wasn’t trying to escape it.

      Maybe then, things could have been different.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          SIN

        

      

    

    
      “I want the thousand in cash,” I tell Saint.

      “Fuck you.” He counts the bills in his wallet before palming me the money. “How’d you know she’d do that?”

      I fold the notes in half. “Already told you, I checked her files.”

      “Not all of them,” Angel mutters, staring at his phone. “She’s got one I haven’t hacked into yet. Cops have the password on a loop, and it changes every hour. Annoying as fuck.”

      “That’s because they’re onto you.” Saint puts his wallet away, a shit-eating grin on his face. “You’re getting soft, man.”

      Dude loves starting shit. He’d throat punch a man just to see him retaliate. If it wasn’t for the smug-as-fuck grin he’s always wearing, chicks wouldn’t go near his crazy ass. Since they’ve got no fucking idea what he’s really like, they throw themselves at him.

      Angel stops typing. “The cops know nothing, asshole. Same as you. Focus on logistics and leave the important shit to me.”

      Saint stares at Temple’s tits. “Whatever you say, cuz.”

      It pisses me off. “She’s off-limits.”

      Prick tries not to laugh. “You sure about that, bro? Chicks can’t tell us apart. What’s another tag team?”

      “She’s. Off. Limits.”

      Angel, the asshole, scoffs. “You’re thinking with your dick, cuz.”

      “And you’re a pain in the ass.”

      He shrugs, not giving a fuck. “Facts are facts. There’s no arguing with that shit.”

      Saint straightens his shirt because he’s fucking high-maintenance, then nods to Temple. “What’s with this chick? You’ve had a hard-on for her since day one. Don’t get me wrong, she’s got a hot rack and her ass isn’t bad either. But what’s she got that others don’t?”

      I scan her curves. “You saw her.”

      Saint smirks. “Bro, everyone except Angel can get Eve against a wall. It’s no big deal.”

      Angel puts his phone away, pissed. “Screw you, fucker. I’d rather suck my own dick than let her near mine.”

      “We put Temple to the test, and she didn’t back down. She’s our exit strategy.”

      “She took the bait without questioning it,” Angel counters. “She’s trouble.”

      “Agreed.” Saint nods, because he’s loves fucking with me. “If Temple goes from zero to a hundred because of Eve, how the fuck is she going to keep her cool against Dad?”

      I look at Temple again, my cock hardening. “She won’t have a choice.”

      Saint laughs. “You think a woman like that can’t think for herself? She’d fuck you over for the fun of it. Chick doesn’t care who you are or who we’re related to. She wants nothing to do with us.” He sobers. “Look, I’m fucking pissed about Mom too, but don’t kid yourself. Killing Dad isn’t enough. His whole organization needs to go down.”

      “If Dad’s dead, it’s all dead.”

      “Bullshit, bro. But whatever.” He goes back to eying off Temple.

      Angel gives me a long look. “Temple’s a liability, not an asset.”

      “Wrong.” I hold up the cash. “And ten thousand says I can prove it.” Saint goes to grab my winnings, but I yank them away.

      He smirks. “Okay. You have a deal.”

      Angel takes his time, considering all the fucking options like always. “It’s not about the money. We’ve been planning to take down your old man for three years. I don’t want to risk it all on a wildcard like her.”

      Years of practice makes my hatred for Aaiden “The Collector” Brandt invisible. I’m going to burn the fucker to the ground for what he did to Mom, but I’ll never let it show on my face.

      Emotions are weakness.

      “Temple’s the pawn we need.” The fact she’s gorgeous is a side bonus.

      Angel scrubs the side of his face. “It’s your loss, man.”

      “And funeral,” Saint adds. “Don’t forget who we’re up against.”

      “Dad won’t touch her. He needs her garage as a drug stop. And by the time I’m through with Temple, it won’t matter who we’re facing. She’ll do whatever the fuck I want, no questions.” She’ll plead with me to take control, and I’m man enough to do it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      After talking amongst themselves in voices too low for me to hear, Sin glances at Saint, giving him a subtle chin lift.

      Saint grins, taking Eve’s hand. “Come on, Evie.”

      “Screw you, Saint. Call me by my real name.” Eve yanks herself from his hold before spinning to face me. “You’re done for, slut. Do you know who my father is?”

      I pretend not to care.

      She jabs a manicured nail in my direction. “You can kiss your graduation goodbye.”

      The threat slowly seeps into my consciousness, and with it, the name McNamara.

      The world tilts, throwing me off balance.

      Oh, shit.

      I blink, hoping to fucking God I haven’t done what I think I have.

      Eve points to the plaque above the door of the lecture theater. It’s the same one that exalts renowned campus benefactor, Neil McNamara, CEO of Trident Industries.

      If it’s not the mob, it’s the elite.

      A girl can’t catch a break in this town.

      Not wanting to let on how pissed I am at myself, I bite back a curse.

      But I must let some of my frustration show, because Eve sneers. “That’s right, trash. You’ve messed with the wrong woman.”

      Screw this, I won’t let this bitch steal my future. “You’re the one who started it. If you don’t want the fallback, make sure you finish what you begin.”

      “I’m not wasting my time on trash like you. We’re done here.” She brushes past me, strutting toward the parking lot.

      Sin nods for Saint to follow. Saint points to Sin. “Ticktock, motherfucker.” With his killer swagger, he quickly catches up to Eve.

      Angel is quiet but tracks Eve’s movements. He shoves his hands deep into his pockets and saunters behind the pair.

      Sin’s heavy gaze falls on me. “You’ve been avoiding me. That’s going to cost you.”

      Not wanting to admit he’s right, I make to leave.

      Only, he grabs my arm, stopping me. “I said, you owe me.”

      Damn, he’s got a strong grip. “I don’t owe you anything.”

      “Wrong, babe.” Deep, gravelly, but with the slightest hint of a rasp, his voice is wind and rain, pleasure and pain, a typhoon set to blow my world apart.

      “Get your hand off me.”

      “Not a fucking chance.” Sin shifts closer.

      I’ve had enough experience with violent men to last a damn lifetime, so I know danger when I see it. Preparing myself, I clench and unclench my hands, pumping blood into them so I’m ready to throw a punch if I have to.

      Which is weird, because Sin’s always so cool and composed, like nothing in the world, except for his weird fascination with me, means anything to him.

      Forcing me backward until I hit the wall, he gets all up in my face. “You stood me up. I’m not the kind of man who’ll forget.”

      “You and your crew have threatened me enough for one day. Back the fuck off before I make you.”

      Sin’s eyes slip to my hands, pause, then meet mine. Challenge sparks in their steely depths. “You going to hit me?”

      “It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve hit a man. I doubt it’d be the first time you’ve been hit, either.”

      He smirks but doesn’t give me the space I want.

      “I said,” I repeat, “back. The. Fuck. Off.”

      He leans in close. “I want you to beg first.”

      Goddamn.

      The threat shouldn’t sound hot, but, coming from Sin, it does.

      “I’ve never begged in my life,” I lie.

      “Now’s a good time to start.” His hand tightens to the point of pain. “Come on, babe. Beg me to let you go.”

      Heat pools in the base of my stomach. Horrified at my body’s response, I tear myself from his hold. “Leave me the fuck alone.” I storm away, needing a mountain of distance between us.

      “I’m not done with you, babe,” he calls to my back. “You can’t run forever.”

      The hell I can’t.

      It’s not until I’m on the other side of the quad that I finally admit the disastrous truth. I wanted to fight Sin. His dominance and controlled aggression are telltale signs of a worthy opponent. Bringing him to his knees will be a victory I savor long after his defeat.

      As much as I try to forget why I learned how to fight, a dark part of me lives for the challenge. It wants to stare death in the face and survive, if only to prove that I can.

      Annoyed with myself for getting sucked in, and disturbed by my reaction, I promise never to let Sin Brandt have that type of control over me again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      I take a swig of beer and drop my head back, staring at the ceiling.

      Temple is hot as fuck. Angry, too. Girl’s got bigger balls than most of the dudes I know. She throws shade like a pro.

      My cock twitches in my jeans, so I adjust myself.

      The entire class was watching her with Eve, and she didn’t give a shit. Her eyes were bright, and her body was coiled, ready to fight. Sexiest sight I’ve ever seen.

      I turn on the TV, needing the distraction. But it does fuck all, because I can’t stop thinking about her.

      I want her naked and beneath me. She’s going to submit to my control. By the time I’m through with Temple, she’ll plead for me to ruin her. My touch, body, and cock will be all she needs to chase that high she’s after. I’ve seen her fire, I feel it too, and I know how to cure it—fighting and fucking. Even better if it’s at the same time.

      I’ll be her addiction, and I’ll make damn sure to use her dependency to my advantage.

      She’s going to make me work for it. A fucking pain in the ass when I’ve never worked a day in my life. No point when money, connections, and fear do the legwork for me.

      People don’t mean shit. They’re disposable assets who’ll pump my cock with one hand and point a gun at my head with the other. Everyone’s got a price, a pressure point, and a motivation. Chicks unzip my jeans, their mouths wet and cunts drenched before I ask their damn names. The less I care, the more they want. They’re all desperate to be the next Mrs. Brandt, thinking the prestige that comes with my name will turn their worthless lives into the fairy tale they were sold as kids.

      Screw that.

      No one’s going to use me.

      Standing, I get another beer.

      Saint’s right. Temple would rather fuck me over than do as I say. She sure as fuck tried to keep her distance on campus. Sitting on the opposite side of the auditorium like it made a fucking difference. Cute she tried. Waste of time, though. A chick like her can’t hide from anyone, least of all me.

      I felt her interest. She tried not to, but her eyes burned the side of my face more than fucking once. From the other side of the fucking room, her body heat made me hard. Lectures were agony with a raging hard-on and no way to sate it. I’d grab the first chick who smiled at me and get her to take care of it. She did. They all did. And then they wanted more. But I don’t do more, and I’m not about to start now. Doesn’t matter if Temple looked away every time I caught her staring. Don’t give a fuck how wet her lips were or how wide her eyes went. It was always going to end the same way.

      Her submitting to me.

      Me using it to my advantage.

      And ruining my cunt of a father.

      No more pretending, time’s running out. Starting tomorrow, Temple—

      “…execution-style murder. The victim, a forty-five-year-old Caucasian business owner, was found dead in The Dunes. A single bullet wound to the head has police thinking his murder is linked to the recent spike in drug-related activity in the area….”

      “Motherfucker.”

      Seconds later, my cell lights up with an incoming call. There’s no point checking the caller ID. I already know who it is. “Saint.”

      “Did you hear?” His voice is low.

      “Yeah. Dad’s trying to pull rank.”

      Saint pauses. “How do you want to play this?”

      “Like we planned. We’re going to infiltrate his organization and get the intel we’re after. Then, we’ll make him pay for what he did.”

      And Temple will help us do it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      Muscles heavy and eyes tired, I lean back in my chair. I didn’t get home until crazy o’clock from the garage last night. At the time, I was amped after my run-in with Sin and the others, but now….

      I glance at my notes. Messy scrawl stares back. Pages upon pages of barely legible theory demand I pay attention. I want to. Normally, I’m all over this stuff, but damn.

      I stifle a yawn.

      “Am I keeping you awake, Temple?” Professor Nate, Bayside Academy’s most respected lecturer, calls from behind his lectern. The fact he’s hot as hell isn’t bad either.

      Hating that he called me out in front of a packed auditorium, I shift in my seat. “Sorry, sir.”

      Snickers sound to my left.

      I glance a few rows over and soon wish I hadn’t. Eve’s smirk makes me want to punch her in the face. Her threat from yesterday hangs in the space between us. She might not have followed through with getting me kicked out of Bayside Academy, but her expression tells me she’s happy to keep me guessing about when she will.

      I need to watch my back, because the second it’s turned, she’s going to shove a knife in it.

      Without meaning to, my eyes slide to the person next to her.

      Broad.

      Strong.

      Deep, piercing stare.

      Sin’s low voice growling I’m not done with you plays on a loop in my mind. It causes goose bumps to break out on my skin, leaving me confused. The guy invaded my space and wanted me to beg him to let me go. What kind of girl gets off on that?

      The professor pushes his black-framed glasses up his nose. “Your disinterest must mean you know the content of today’s lecture. Care to take the class?”

      Is he serious? “Hard pass. Thanks for the offer though.”

      Unfortunately, Professor Nate doesn’t appreciate my wit. He searches through his notes, eventually finding a section at the bottom of the page. “Temple, tell me how the contextual factors surrounding Edgar Allen Poe’s life influenced his renowned poem, ‘The Raven.’”

      Eve sniggers again. In my periphery, she whispers something to Sin, her tits pressed against his side.

      He doesn’t push her away.

      Instead, like everyone else in the lecture hall, he watches me. His gorgeous expression is stoic, belying the challenge flickering in his eyes.

      I turn my full attention to the professor.

      “Well?” he asks.

      Christ. “Um, Poe married his cousin, Virginia, who was arguably the love of his life. She died from tuberculosis, and he was devastated. Because of this, many researchers believe that the theme of loss resonates in much of his work. Like, in ‘The Raven,’ there’s a scholar who’s pining for his lost love, Lenore. It’s a perfect metaphor for Poe’s own grief over his wife’s death.”

      Students stare. Some even slowly shake their heads.

      I want this day to end. “Turn around, people. The show’s over.”

      “Freak show, you mean,” Eve mutters.

      I’m done with her. I’ve reached my dumb whore quota for the day. I’ve got no more cares to give.

      Professor Nate shakes his head. “Nice save, Temple.”

      “Thanks.”

      He continues with his lecture.

      Unlike everyone else, Sin doesn’t look away.

      “What?” I mouth.

      “You can’t run forever.”

      “Watch me.”

      Even from across the room, there’s heat in his eyes.

      Flustered, I look away, reminding myself of what’s important.

      Graduating.

      Leaving town.

      Becoming the savior I never had.

      No matter how hot Sin is, or how intrigued I am by his presence, he doesn’t make the list.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      “Shit,” I mutter to myself, sliding my phone in my pocket. “I’m late.”

      I knew studying on campus was a gamble. Losing myself in literature is an occupational hazard that will cost me my business if I’m not careful.

      I can’t afford to lose any customers. Hell, I can barely make ends meet as it is. In class, I’ve worked my ass off to prove I deserve a scholarship, but it can’t be at the expense of my current income.

      Everything will change when I graduate. I’ll have a steady job, an apartment with working plumbing, and I’ll make a positive change for kids who need it. Life will be good. Great, even. It’ll be everything I ever dreamed.

      I can’t screw it up.

      Increasing my pace, I navigate the halls before rushing outside. The afternoon sun slants through the arches of the walkways, but I don’t pause to admire it. I’ve got two cars with engine trouble waiting for me.

      Thankfully, campus is almost deserted. Classes are still on, so there’s no one to slow me down. I look about me, cataloguing the safest route and itemizing three possible exit strategies.

      Old habits die hard.

      As I’m about to round the final corner, a voice stops me dead in my tracks.

      “Are you ready for tonight?” Low, familiar, and with a husky edge.

      Sin.

      I dart backward, out of sight.

      It’s been two weeks since my stare-off with him in class. Since then, I’ve made disappearing an art form whenever he’s around. Not because I’m scared, I simply don’t want the drama. But trouble always finds me. It’s a joke the universe never tires of.

      “Bro, I’m telling you.” Saint isn’t as quiet as his twin. “We’ve got shit dialed. Tonight will be epic.”

      I’m torn between wanting to listen and wanting to leave.

      “We’ve thought of everything,” he continues. “Even if word gets out, it’ll be too late for anyone to do anything about it. We’re home free.”

      “We’re home free when Dez’s garage is a pile of ashes and no one links it back to us.”

      What the hell? He’s going to set my dad’s garage on fire? Red-hot rage hits me square in the chest.

      That garage might not be anything special, but it’s keeping me afloat. There’s no way Sin and his asshole family are going to screw with it more than they already have.

      I consider my options. Sin and Saint are blocking the quickest route from west campus to the garage. I could double back and go the way I came, but it’d take a solid forty minutes to walk. I’d arrive in time for my customers to take their business someplace else.

      Or, I could continue around the corner pretending I didn’t hear anything. It would be believable enough, since I have a legitimate reason for being here. I’d have to brace myself to deal with Sin and Saint, but I’d manage.

      “What time is it all kicking off?” Saint asks.

      “At ten.” Sin’s voice is deep. “I’ve been watching her movements for the past few weeks. I know her routine.”

      Asshole.

      “Reconnaissance is the shit,” Saint agrees. “There’s a diner nearby that—”

      “Saint, I don’t give a flying fuck about a diner.”

      “But I’m telling you, bro, they make these apple pies. The smell of those bad boys is fucking sensational.” He whistles.

      Memories of apple pies left on the doorstep of Dad’s trailer flood my mind. Every Thursday, Dad would steal from the garage till, find his dealer, and I wouldn’t see him again until he was coming down from his high a few days later.

      Cynthia cooked for the diner, she saw me after one of my run-ins with my jerk sperm donor, and from then on, I never went hungry.

      I swear to God, Sin. I don’t care how hot you are or how dangerous you might be, if you fuck with the garage, I’ll end you.

      “Saint, focus on what needs doing, man.”

      Sin’s authoritative tone tears me from my thoughts.

      “But the pies—”

      “If we’re doing this, it needs to be fucking perfect. No distractions, no mistakes, and no motherfucking pies.”

      Saint mutters something, but it’s too low for me to hear. It’s closely followed by a loud thump.

      “Dude,” Saint splutters. “Unnecessary.”

      “Shut the fuck up. Temple is like clockwork. If she’s not pulling an all-nighter, the garage is locked at seven, the cops do a drive-by every hour on the hour from eight, and the piece of shit cameras she thinks are protecting the place are easy for Angel to hack into. We’ll be in and out in under ten minutes. No one will know we’re there.”

      There’s a pause. Someone shifts, and I picture Sin resting his muscular body against the wall, deep in thought.

      Heat travels to the apex of my thighs. My previous indignation over their plan mutes slightly, and I hate it. I’m not meant to want the guy who’s planning to screw with my future. Hell, I’m not meant to want him, period.

      Pissed at myself, I wait for this hell to end.

      “Let’s roll. We’ve got shit to do,” Sin orders.

      Their footsteps fade.

      An image of the garage being set alight fills my mind, and with it, my dreams turning to ashes.

      Determination settles in my bones.

      There’s no way Sin and Saint are getting away with this. Those boys might talk a big game, but they’ve missed a crucial flaw in their plan.

      Me.

      They’re not the only ones who can wreak havoc and get away with it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      “Do you think she’ll bite?” Saint looks out the window.

      The garage is dark, the piece of shit laundromat next to it the only light source in the pitch-black street. Place should have been knocked down and redeveloped years ago. This part of Bayside, The Dunes, is full of thieves, murderers, and deviants. It’s the hunting ground for shady deals.

      I pull up to the curb and kill the engine. “She won’t be able to help herself. She’s probably already here.” It takes less than a minute to scout the perimeter.

      Gotcha.

      Pointing to the shadow lurking behind the fence, I nod. “Check it. I knew Temple wouldn’t stay away.”

      “Why is she waiting outside?”

      “Would you be inside knowing we’re going to torch the place?” I counter.

      “Yeah.”

      “That’s because you’re a hotheaded prick. It’s going to get you killed someday.”

      I stare at Temple. Reckless woman. I should take her by the throat and throw her against the wall. Show her that being here, alone, is a stupid fucking idea. I want to spread her legs and tease her cunt until she promises never to do it again. Then, I want to tear an orgasm from her, suck her juices dry, and tell her to do something more treacherous to me.

      Saint whistles. “Chick’s got balls. Don’t know many that’d rock up at this time of night.”

      Warring between wanting to choke and fuck her, I mutter, “She’s not most chicks.”

      Saint watches me, grinning. “Do you want to rub one out? I’ll turn on some music and wait outside the car if you want. You’re going to go blind from blue balls if you don’t do something about it soon.”

      Isn’t that the fucking truth. “Screw you, asshole.”

      The prick laughs. “Is it because of what she said the other week in class? Not going to lie, I wanted to strip her naked when she started talking about poetry or whatever the fuck it was. Can’t remember now. I was too busy picturing her riding my cock, reverse cowgirl style.”

      My knuckles turn white against steering wheel. “Keep talking, I fucking dare you.”

      Saint smirks. “Dude, you’ve got it bad.” He looks to Temple’s hiding spot and sobers. “But don’t confuse a hot rack with our plan. If she gets inside your head, we’re all fucked.” Clamping a hand on my shoulder, he squeezes. “Temple’s an exit strategy, that’s it.”

      “I know what she is.” A firecracker wrapped in a killer body. A curse sent to mess with my head. A possession I will control. Temple’s a temptation I can’t ignore. Not even for my brother.

      Saint lets go, taking out his phone. He scrolls through his messages. “You’re going to bone her, aren’t you?”

      Since I won’t lie to him, I don’t say shit.

      He shakes his head. “Like you said, bro, she’s not like most chicks. Watch your back, because she’ll put a bullet in it. Chick’s wired for violence.”

      That’s what I’m counting on.

      Angel and Eve pull up behind us. He dims the lights and calls Saint’s burner.

      Saint puts him on loudspeaker. “Yo, jockstrap. Where have you been? You drive like a geriatric.”

      “I had shit to do,” Angel grits out.

      “Is that code for a quick fuck?” Saint grins. “Couldn’t have been Eve. She won’t go near your creepy ass.”

      “That’s because I have standards,” Eve pipes up.

      Saint smirks. “Out with it, cuz. Who’d you pay for a fuck this time?”

      “Shut it,” I warn. Angel hates being questioned about personal shit. Dude will happily butcher my idiot brother, and it won’t be until Saint’s a heap of rotting body parts that he’ll realize what he’s done. Or care.

      “What? I’m curious, that’s all. He never talks about the women he bags. Hell, the dude could be a virgin for all we know. We’re family. We’re meant to share this stuff.”

      “I said, shut it.”

      “Whatever, dude. Just having some fun,” he mutters.

      “Where are we at, Angel?” I ask.

      “You’ve got fifty minutes. Plenty of time to get in, get the job done, and out again. I’m taking your car, and Eve’s taking mine—”

      “She’s what?” Saint exclaims. “Eve, you can’t drive for shit.”

      “I’m a great driver, thank you very much.”

      Saint scoffs. “Have you forgotten the time—”

      Bored, I cut him off. “What about the cameras, Angel?” I eye Temple’s shadow. If she moves, I want to know about it.

      “Sorted,” he confirms. “They were a piece of piss to hack. I’ll text you the code to the garage. Don’t screw it up. The system will lock itself after three tries, and it’s on a twenty-minute timer.”

      Saint smirks. “You’re a miserable dick, cuz. Anyone ever tell you that? No wonder Eve won’t spread her legs for you. She’d get more love from her vibrator.”

      “Fuck you, Saint. She’s not worth my time.”

      “Hey, asshole, I’m right here.” Eve is pissed.

      Saint grins, proving his memory is shot to shit when it comes to self-preservation. “If you’re gonna hit him, Eve, aim for his balls. It’ll be the first time someone’s touched them in years.”

      “Fuck you.” Angel ends the call.

      Getting out of the car, my idiot brother laughs. “He’s so easy to piss off. It’s almost unfair, you know? Like playing spin the bottle with someone who’s drunk as fuck.”

      “You’re screwed in the head.” I grab my bag from the back seat. “And not just for your weird-ass comparison. Angel’s a loose cannon. He’d fuck you up in minutes.”

      “I live for the thrill, motherfucker.” He shuts the door. “You’ve seen him and Eve together. The sooner they fuck, the better it’ll be for all of us. They’ve been like this since high school.”

      I stealthily make my way to the garage. It’s barricaded by a chain-link fence with a deadlock I could break open in my sleep. “Focus on what needs doing, man.”

      He looks me dead in the eye. “Fine. But you need to do the same.”

      Asshole.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      The wind is cool. It blows straight off the ocean, the salt from the sea spray licking my skin. I crouch in the shadows, drawing my cap lower and tucking stray strands of hair behind my ears.

      The low wall separating Dad’s garage from the abandoned laundromat next door is cracked and crumbling. Despite its disheveled state, or maybe because of it, it offers the cover I need.

      I glance at the night sky. The stars glimmer and wink like they’re giving me the go-ahead to inflict carnage on Sin, Saint, and Angel.

      Anticipation tingles in my arms and legs. It blends with the pins and needles already there, turning my limbs hot. Despite the pricks of discomfort telling me to shift position, I don’t move. With my eyes pinned on the sleeping garage, I wait.

      Sin’s Ferrari slows and eventually stops. Then a Lamborghini arrives. Two figures—Sin and Saint—emerge from the first, dressed in black and drawing their hoods over their heads.

      Sin’s long, confident strides eat up the distance to the garage. Stupidly, I get distracted by his movements and miss him reaching the chain-link fence separating the outside world from my work.

      Cursing, I shift, trying to get a better look.

      Sin breaks the padlock and opens the gate wide enough for Saint to squeeze through.

      Saint pats Sin on the shoulder, and together, they silently make their way around the back.

      Knowing there’s no way I’m letting them get away with this, I follow. Stumbling more than once and annoyed at the pins and needles for making me clumsy, I chase them. Soon, however, all feeling returns, and I can deftly move from one shadow to the next.

      With one last glance at the two parked cars, I duck around the back of the garage and slip inside the workshop. The scent of oil and gas hits me a moment I enter, and a tiny smile ghosts my lips.

      It smells like freedom.

      Kindness is apples and cinnamon, Cynthia’s signature scent. But oil and grease are hard work and determination—my ticket out of here.

      I need to defend my future. I won’t let Sin and Saint steal it from me. This place might not bring in the big bucks, but it’s honest work when the mob isn’t involved. I won’t stand by and let them mess with it.

      I crouch behind the rear wheel of a 1964 Pontiac GTO in need of an oil change and peek around the bumper.

      Sin’s broad back is to me. He’s fiddling with the alarm, the small, flickering light changing from green to red before fading completely. “Done.”

      After tonight, Sin won’t look at me with anything but hatred. A tiny part of me isn’t okay with it, but the rest has no cares to give. He brought this on himself the second he inserted himself in my world and decided to screw it over.

      “Bro, where you at?” he calls.

      There’s a soft grunt, followed by the click of a lock. The driver door of a 1968 Ford Mustang Shelby GT500 that came in this morning swings open. Saint grins. “Fuck, I’m good.”

      “Let’s go.” With the push of a button, Sin activates the garage door and, slowly, it lifts.

      “On it.” Saint fiddles with the wires beneath the steering wheel. A moment later, the engine roars to life, drowning out the heavy silence.

      Knowing they’re seconds away from executing their plan, and wondering what the hell they want with the Mustang, I search for what I need. Guilt runs hot at what I’m about to do, but I know it needs to be done.

      Creeping backward, I reach for my socket wrench lying discarded on the workbench. The metal is cool and solid, a perfect weapon. Crawling back to the Pontiac, I stand, raise the wrench above my head, and bring it down as hard as I can on the rear window.

      Glass shatters in a patchwork pattern, raining shards over the trunk and back seat. The car alarm pierces my eardrums, and I wince at how damn loud it is.

      “The fuck?” Saint spins in his seat. “Sin, what are you doing, man?”

      “Wasn’t me.” Sin scans the space.

      I drop to the floor, my throat tight and heart racing.

      Saint revs the engine, letting loose a long string of curses. “Dude, come on. We need to bail. Let’s end this shit before the cops come.”

      “Wait.” Deft footsteps stalk toward the Pontiac.

      I clench my eyes shut, begging whatever god that might be listening that Sin doesn’t find me.

      His footsteps round the front of the car.

      I shuffle to the rear.

      He stalks the length of the chassis.

      I scramble to the opposite side.

      He stops.

      I hold my breath.

      Then, a deep, rumbling, “Gotcha.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      Temple falls flat on her ass, her hands braced behind her. Her tits press against her hoodie, and I can see the outline of her hard as fuck nipples. Eyes wide, she gasps

      Jesus.

      Saint’s right, I need to focus on what needs doing. Getting hard over Temple in the middle of a job isn’t the way to do it.

      Those lips, though. Full and glossy from where she licked them. I want to sink my teeth into the bottom one. Kiss and bruise it until she’s swollen and sore. Then I’ll do the same to every inch of her lush body, until she’s covered in my bite marks. Every time she moves, it’ll be a reminder of what I’m capable of.

      Of what I’m going to do.

      When the time is right.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      Like a magnet finding true north, my gaze meets Sin’s.

      His expression is hard. “Don’t fucking move.”

      Not a chance. Jumping to my feet, I sprint for the exit.

      “Sin, let’s go,” Saint hollers, revving the engine. “The cops will be here any minute.”

      I don’t hear Sin’s response, my fight or flight instinct demanding I pump my legs and propel my arms.

      But as I reach the rear fender of the Mustang, strong hands grip my waist and spin me around.

      Tall.

      Powerful.

      Gorgeous.

      Sin steals my air. “Get in the car.”

      I try to escape his hold by ducking under his arms, but he blocks my every move. “Let me go.”

      “Get in the motherfucking car, Temple.” He grabs me by the nape. “Now.”

      At his touch, dark memories warn of the danger that follows forced restraint. A part of me wants my mind to turn static, to drown in the black void so I don’t have to deal with any of this. Only, another voice calls Sin closer, wanting him to touch, claim, own my traitorous body.

      What the hell?

      My skin burns where he touches me, contrasting with the shivers dancing down my spine. Shocked and confused, I stare.

      His nostrils flare. “Listen to me. I don’t have time for this shit. Get your ass in the car before I put you there. Understand?”

      Strangely, rather than freak me out, his threat clears my jumbled thoughts. Not enough to dull my instincts, but enough to know he’s no immediate threat.

      Acting on instinct, I scan the garage.

      My situation isn’t good.

      The alarm booms, the Pontiac’s rear window is trashed, and the only exit is blocked by a goddamn warrior holding me hostage against a hot-wired Mustang. Either I try my odds at escaping, call the cops and hope they aren’t on the Brandts’ payroll, or do as Sin says and get in the car.

      It’ll give me more time to figure out my next move if I do as he says. But I won’t give in easily. There’s fight in me yet. Struggling against his hold, I try once more to free myself.

      Sin’s eyes flash before he opens the back door, picks me up, and throws me inside.

      Scrambling upright, I take in my new position, looking for a way out.

      “Knew you were trouble,” Saint mutters.

      I’m too busy crawling to the other side of the car and working the lock to respond. Yanking the door handle and cursing the fuck out of child safety locks, I start to wind down the window. Not because I want to escape right now, but I want to have the choice when I’m ready.

      Before it’s even a third of the way open, the scent of gasoline floods the garage. It’s stronger this time, like someone upturned a fifty-five-gallon drum close by.

      Frantic, I spin in my seat. “Where’s Sin?”

      “What’s it to you?”

      “Answer the damn question,” I yell. “Where is he?”

      The passenger door opens, and with more grace than a man his size should have, Sin gets in. “Let’s boost.”

      I sink back into the soft leather seat, relieved, frustrated, and confused. Why should I care that he almost got left behind? Sin’s a problem I need to eradicate from my life, not someone I care about.

      He’s nothing to me.

      Angry at my momentary weakness, I kick the window, knowing that repairing the damage will cost more money than I’ve seen in my entire life.

      I’m officially out of shits to give.

      Tired of Sin pushing me around, of using my garage for his family’s selfish reasons, of feeling a warped connection with him despite everything that’s happened, I give it everything I’ve got. Hopefully, I’ll either smash the glass so I can escape when I’m ready or piss the guys off enough to dump me on the side of the road.

      Neither happens.

      The boys ignore my violence. Sin winds down his window, a match in his hand. With a practiced movement, he coaxes a small flame to life.

      Then he throws it behind him.

      I watch the match arc in the air before landing in a pool of clear liquid.

      The eruption is instantaneous. A flame leaps from the propellant, the blaze intensifying as it swallows the gasoline. The fire grows brighter, stronger, the heat emanating from it stifling.

      Spinning to the front, I slam my fist against the back of Saint’s seat. “Drive.”

      He doesn’t need to be told twice. Saint slams his foot on the gas, and the car’s tires screech as they find purchase on the pavement. Burning rubber, exhaust fumes, and smoke fill the vehicle.

      I choke and splutter, trying to clear my airways. Throat burning and eyes stinging, I cover my mouth with my sleeve as we speed from the garage.

      We roar through the partly opened gates, tearing one of them from its hinges. It flies into the air, flipping once, twice, before crashing to the ground.

      With the wind whipping my face, I take one last look at the garage.

      It’s engulfed in flames. Orange and red ribbons of fire lick the walls, turning them a charred black. The cars within it quickly morph into heaping molten wreckage, each spitting plumes of smoke through the open doorway.

      Sin and Saint are silent.

      Slowly, I face them both. You’ll pay for this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      “Where are we going?” I glance around, but it’s pointless. The second Saint turned north, I was lost.

      Girls like me don’t travel outside of Bayside unless we’re running from violence or the cops. Since I’ve had enough of both to last me a lifetime, I keep a low profile. Once I graduate, though, I’m gone.

      The guys don’t respond.

      Sin’s Ferrari is ghosting us with Angel at the wheel. Staring at him doesn’t offer up any answers, either. Annoyed, I check my phone, thinking GPS will help. Only, my black screen tells me otherwise. “Stupid thing. Always running out of battery.” I slide my cell into my pocket. “Stop the car, I want out.”

      No one answers.

      I kick the back of the driver seat. “I said, stop the car.”

      Saint throws up his hands. “I’m trying to drive, here.” He thrusts one hand through his hair before gripping the wheel again. “Jesus. What the fuck is with you, girl?”

      Leaning forward, I grit out, “Call me girl again. I dare you.”

      He looks at Sin. “You’re fucked in the head. You know that?”

      Sin shrugs.

      My eyes dart to Sin. He’s facing the other way, staring out the window, but the ancient stereo casts a soft light so I can see his reflection in the glass.

      He’s watching me.

      His gaze threatens to weaken my anger. But I hold on to the mental image of the garage burning to the ground, of my future going up in smoke, of the kids in need of a social worker now going without.

      All because of him.

      Breaking eye contact, I consider my options. There aren’t many. Unless I want to smash the window, jump from a moving vehicle, and break every bone in my body, I might as well stay where I am.

      When the car slows, I’ll make them pay.

      The wide, empty highway rolls on. With my window down, the cold air washes over me. Goose bumps pepper my skin, and I bury my hands into the pockets of my hoodie to keep warm. There’s no way I’m winding up the window. If I do, Sin’s intoxicating scent will fill the car, and I won’t let him mess with me again.

      I hate that he smells so good.

      The darkness outside is interrupted by occasional streetlights. Gradually, more appear, bright buildings and traffic rousing me from my reverie. I must have been lost in thought for ages.

      Focus, Temple.

      The engine roars as the car darts in and out of traffic. Eventually, Saint peels off the highway and navigates the city streets, not seen by any cops. He takes us down a series of backstreets, each narrower and more decrepit than the last, until finally pulling up next to the curb.

      “Nice digs,” I mock, gesturing to an overturned trash can and scampering rats. “Are you planning on staying here for a while?”

      “Let’s go.” Sin gets out the car.

      Saint does the same, and, deciding it’s better the devil you know, I do too.

      Angel pulls up behind us, the window lowering. Sin and Saint walk over to the driver side.

      I glance about me. The abandoned building next to us screams junked-up squatters. “Why are you parked here?”

      Angel glares at Sin and then me. “Did we say you could talk? You’ve been here for all of five seconds, and you’re already pissing me off.”

      Saint opens his arms wide like I’m the bane of his existence. “Dude, she throws her weight around more than Sin, and you know what he’s like.”

      “Control freak.”

      “Exactly,” he affirms.

      Ignoring them, I point to the Mustang. “You can’t park there.”

      Sin pays them no attention either. “Didn’t ask your opinion, babe. Last I checked, you weren’t invited.”

      “Last I checked, I didn’t throw myself in the backseat.” I get all up in his space. “If you thought I was going to stand by and let you destroy my garage, you’re stupider than you look.”

      He dives his fingers into my hair. “And how did that work out for you?”

      Logic and desire war inside me, making it impossible to answer.

      He tugs. “Not so talkative now, are you?”

      “Let go of me.”

      He leans in close, his lips almost brushing mine. “Beg me to.”

      Instinctively, my core throbs. Shocked that despite everything, my body still wants him, I push him away. “Never going to happen.”

      Saint gives a low whistle. “Guys, this foreplay is hot. Make sure I’m around when you bone, okay?”

      Sin stares at me.

      I glare back.

      “Okay, this has gone on long enough. It’s getting weird.” Saint taps the hood of the Ferrari. “Angel? Any ideas on how to stop them from doing… that?”

      Uninterested in their opinions, I return to the previous topic. “I’m telling you, you can’t park here. By the time you finish whatever it is you’re doing, the cars will be stolen.”

      They don’t reply, so I take it as an invitation to keep going. “Look, I need a ride back to Bayside, and you guys won’t be any good to me without wheels. So whatever your little plan is, change it. Find somewhere else.”

      “There are no security cameras here,” Angel grits out.

      “I know.” I gesture to the alleyway. “Look around you. No surveillance means no evidence. In a place like this, people do whatever they want and get away with it.”

      “That’s the whole point.”

      I pause, my gaze darting between them. “What are you planning, anyway?”

      Saint answers. “We’re looking for something.”

      His closed expression tells me it’s no use asking any more questions. “This isn’t going to end well. If the night starts with you burning my garage and winds up here, whatever is about to happen must be shady as hell.”

      They shrug.

      I don’t have the money to buy off a criminal record, and I can’t exactly leave, either. I’ve got no cash, no cell battery, no transport, and no idea where I am. If I head off on my own, who knows where I’ll end up.

      Christ. “I can’t believe I’m about to say this, but… there was a parking lot a few streets back. You should leave the cars there.”

      “No point,” Angel retorts. “I’m not going with the boys, I’m staying here. Besides, there’ll be cameras in a parking lot.”

      “Of course there’ll be cameras. Override them, dammit. That’s why you’re here, isn’t it?” I gesture to the equipment on the passenger seat. “You’ve got laptops and surveillance equipment. Use them to override the footage.”

      They still.

      “What? I grew up with a convicted criminal, and everyone I know is crooked. Just because I don’t go around breaking into places doesn’t mean I don’t know how.”

      “I think I’m in love,” Saint murmurs.

      Sin glares at him, then tips his chin to Angel. “How long have we got?”

      “Half an hour. Forty minutes, tops.”

      “Let’s go.” He stalks off.

      But Saint’s too busy gaping at me to reply.

      “Stop it,” I mutter. “You’re making it weird.”

      “Thirty-nine minutes,” Angel tells Saint. “Don’t screw it up, fucker.”

      Saint flips him the bird, then follows Sin.

      Unsure what to do, I teeter between right and wrong.

      When it comes to Sin, life isn’t as simple as falling into either category. Everything is filled with gradients of both, each more convoluted than the last.

      Glancing at Sin’s retreating back, I listen to the voice in my head telling me to go with him. It’s elemental, like this is the way it’s meant to be.

      I don’t know why. He’s proven to be an asshole many times over. There’s no reason for me to want to be near him. Yet, the pull is there.

      Once we’re in Bayside, all bets are off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure about this?” Saint asks as we jog ahead of Temple.

      I don’t say shit. She’s still with us, that’s answer enough.

      “Bro, I’m happy to play the game, but we still don’t know what her locked file says. It could fuck with our plan. You sure you want her to be a part of it?”

      We head into a backstreet. It’s dark as hell and stinks like someone pissed on a week-old corpse.

      I look over my shoulder. “She’s what we need. Dad won’t touch her because her old man did whatever the fuck he asked. She wasn’t in charge of the garage long enough to fuck with his goodwill, either.”

      “You really think Pops will be cool about what we did?”

      “Bit late to be asking questions.” I stare dead ahead. “You know what he’s like. He’ll think it’s the cartel. He’s always blaming them for shit.”

      “And Temple?”

      “Temple’s no use to him anymore. She won’t be on his radar.”

      “What if he learns the truth?”

      The thought of that asshole hurting Temple makes me want to break shit. “I’ll deal with it.”

      “Careful, bro, sounds like you’re pussy whipped.”

      “Fuck you.” But my cock twitches, ready for her mouth, cunt, ass, it doesn’t care. I’m going to claim her curves, hear her cries, and watch her submit to my control. She’s going to look fucking sensational on her knees. I’ll do it over and again until she’s out of my damn system.

      The chick’s slaying me.

      Temple scrunches her nose at the stench from the alley but doesn’t complain. With lithe movements, she follows us, glaring at me whenever I look her way.

      Jesus. I take in the chain-link fence in front of us.

      “What’s going to happen after tonight?” Saint launches over it.

      I clear it easily. “We’ll see.”

      Temple lands close behind.

      Saint looks at her and smirks, the smug prick. “All right. Let’s do this.”

      “Do what?” Temple puffs, her tits rising and falling.

      “Sin, but later,” Saint jokes.

      I glare.

      “What did you say?” she sneers.

      It makes him laugh harder. “Your faces.” When he sees I’m not in the mood, he chills. “Okay, okay. Tough crowd tonight.”

      “Prick.”

      The asshole flips me off before picking up the pace again. He’s going to get himself killed one of these days, and if Angel doesn’t do the honors, I sure as fuck will.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      We jog through the backstreets, cutting through alleys and jumping over fences until we eventually slow and stop.

      Before us stands a stadium. It’s a monolith of flashing lights and booming sounds warding off the darkness. Hundreds of people mill outside, talking, laughing, and drinking.

      If I wasn’t so angry, I’d be impressed.

      Saint grins. “You should see inside. The place will be packed tonight, it’ll feel electric.”

      “I’ll take your word for it.”

      We dart around the back and clear a final gate that’s not nearly fortified enough to protect the rear of the stadium. Ducking low, we stick to the shadows before reaching a door recessed into the back wall.

      “Have you ever been to a fight night?” Saint takes out his phone, taps the screen, then shows it to Sin.

      Sin enters a code in the security panel, and the door unlocks.

      “Sure.” My voice is quiet. “If you consider an illegal boxing match between an ex-con and a thief fight night.”

      “Did they beat the shit out of each another?” Saint asks.

      “Until one of them was either unconscious or dead.”

      “Sounds like fun. Though I bet you didn’t have ring girls.” Solemnly, he plants a hand over his heart. “They’re what make the sport great.”

      I brush past him when Sin opens the door. “There were strippers. I saw more than I needed.”

      Stealthily, we creep along the corridor.

      “Are we talking tasteful or downright filthy?”

      I give Saint a pointed look. “I grew up in The Dunes. You already know the answer to that.”

      “Both of you, shut the fuck up.” Sin retrieves a key from his pocket and inserts it into the side panel of the elevator. With a quick twist, the doors slide open, and the twins move inside.

      His gaze finds mine.

      The air grows heavy, filled with words unsaid and promises yet to be broken.

      “Come here,” he orders.

      Damn his authoritative tone that makes my knees weak. Not wanting to give in, and needing the assurance that this isn’t a trap, I stay where I am.

      He stalks toward me, not stopping until our toes touch. He dives his fingers into my hair and clenches it in his fist. “I said, come here.”

      Shivers free-fall down my back, each tumbling harder, faster the longer we stare. Dizzy, I press my hands against his strong chest, needing his body to keep me upright. “Tell me what we’re doing. I won’t go into this blind.”

      “When you need to know, I’ll tell you.”

      “Not good enough. I need more than that.” I go to step backward. Only, I can’t because he won’t let go.

      He pushes me into the elevator. “Deal with it. It’s all you’re getting.”

      “You’re such an asshole.” The doors slide closed, and I glare at his reflection.

      He smirks.

      When the doors open, he steps forward, peering around the corner. “Clear.”

      Saint tails him down the hall. Even though I want to make a point of not following his orders, getting stuck in an elevator isn’t the way to do it.

      I’ll figure out another way.

      The hallway lights are dim, and the paintings intermittently lining each wall seem expensive. We pass name-plated offices and not-so-subtly-placed security cameras.

      Saint sees me staring at one. “Angel’s found a back entry to the mainframe network and is reconfiguring security.” He checks his phone, then looks at Sin, his expression tight. “We’ve got twenty-five minutes.”

      Sin curses.

      I glance from one to the other, uneasy.

      Saint puts his phone away. “We need to get our asses into gear if we want to get out of here in time.”

      “In time for what?”

      They don’t meet my eyes.

      “In time for fucking what?”

      Saint waves my question away. “Keep your voice down.” But there’s no masking his apprehension.

      We arrive at the end of the corridor and stop in front of an unidentified door.

      “Whose office is this?” I ask, wondering why, in a sea of nameplates, this has none.

      “Trust me, you don’t want to know,” Saint murmurs.

      “Trust you?” I scoff. “Yeah, let me get right on that.”

      “You’re here, aren’t you?”

      Jerk.

      Sin eyes the door handle. “Gloves.” Both he and Saint retrieve black leather gloves from their jeans pockets and slide them on. Then Sin hands me a spare pair.

      “I’m good.”

      “Put them on.”

      If it were anyone else barking directives at me, I’d throat punch them. Only, when Sin demands, for some reason my body wants to comply. “You know what? I’m sick of this cloak-and-dagger bullshit. Tell me what’s happening here.”

      “No time, put the gloves on.”

      I glare.

      The pulse at the base of his neck throbs. “Put. Them. The. Fuck. On.”

      When I don’t move, he grabs my hands and forcefully slides the gloves on. “You’re a pain in my ass.”

      “You burned down my garage.”

      He holds my stare for a long moment, his steel-gray irises promising half-truths and cruel lies. The look is akin to him reaching into my chest, taking my heart out, and squeezing it. “Had to.”

      “Bullshit,” I sneer. “You’re a Brandt. Your family runs this town. You could have done anything else tonight, but instead you chose to destroy my place of business. I’ll never forgive you for that.”

      He backs me into the wall, his hands braced on either side of my head. “Yes, you will.”

      “Screw you, Sin.”

      He thrusts his hips forward, his hardening length heavy against my stomach. “Any time, babe.”

      “Jesus, I need a jet hose with you two,” Saint mumbles. “Come on, people, let’s go. Chop, chop. We’re on a deadline here, emphasis on the word ‘dead.’”

      “This isn’t over,” Sin warns before turning his back and entering the office.

      “It already is,” I lie.

      Saint and I step over the threshold and pause.

      “Arrogant fuck,” he mutters. “Doesn’t bother locking the door because he knows no one has the balls to enter without permission.”

      “Until now.” Sin smirks.

      Both brothers start scouring the office. They open filing cabinets, search the glass desk, and check inside the adjoining bathroom. Their movements are silent, precise, and purposeful. It’s like they’ve been planning this for years.

      From my position just left of the door, I take stock of the room. It’s straightforward enough. There’s a flat-screen on one wall, a series of wooden panels opposite, and a desk in the center with floor-to-ceiling tinted windows behind. I sense no immediate threat so tread quietly to the windows, taking little notice of Sin working his way through the drawers nearby.

      My hands itch to touch the glass window, but I don’t reach out. Even with gloves on, I know the consequences of leaving evidence at a crime scene. Innocent or guilty, the result is the same.

      A world of pain.

      Needing to take my mind off the dark thoughts that threaten to overtake me, I look down at the thousands of people filling the stadium. An announcer stands in the center of the ring, speaking into a microphone, his arms waving as he gestures to the crowd. They respond with screams and applause, those holding signs waving them in the air. The lights flicker, then dim, and smoke emits from the far corner as hip-hop music blares through the speakers. Through the fog, a robed fighter and his team appear.

      They all look so happy.

      “Fuck.”

      I tear my gaze away.

      Saint presses his ear against the door. “Someone’s coming.” He straightens. “Dude, I thought you said he wouldn’t be at his office on fight night.”

      Sin points to whoever is in the hallway. “That’s not him.”

      “Then who—”

      “Listen,” Sin cuts in.

      Both crane their heads.

      I do too.

      The stride of the person heading toward us is measured yet slightly unsteady.

      “They’ve got a limp,” I murmur. “Are you guys expecting company?”

      Sin and Saint share a quick look. Sin nods, and Saint quickly combs the room. His eyes light up. “Found it.”

      “Right. Let’s see if Temple can too.” In four strides, Sin is before me. “It’s showtime, babe.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      He doesn’t answer, instead posing a question. “If you were stuck in this room and couldn’t leave the way you came, what would you do?”

      “Simple.” I point to one of the wooden side panels. “I’d use the private door.”

      Saint, the idiot, grins. “She fucking knew. That’s part two of the initiation she’s aced.” He pushes the left side of the panel, and it swings open. Without a backward glance, he leaves.

      “Part two?” I furrow my brow. “What’s he talking about? What was part one?”

      Sin doesn’t respond.

      It pisses me off. “Every time I ask you a question, you ignore it. Are you ever going to answer me?”

      His gaze doesn’t waver.

      “Screw this, I’ll ask Saint.” I go to leave.

      Before I can take a step, Sin grabs my nape, yanks me back, and claims my mouth with his.

      Sweet Lord.

      His lips are unrelenting. They demand entrance, forcing me to open to him. His tongue dives into my mouth and swallows my breath. Time and again, he owns my soul, the heat of his skin and the bite of his teeth merciless.

      Everything becomes white noise as I drown in salt and ocean. For one second, then two, I allow myself to imagine what it would be like to care for a man like him.

      He pulls back. “Fuck.”

      Then he pushes me away.

      Stumbling, I right myself before spinning to face him. “What the hell? What was that for?”

      His eyes, once clear, are conflicted. “Later, babe.” The private exit clicks shut behind him.

      The office door opens.

      My heart drops as I fight back the hurt, betrayal, and anger.

      Shit.

      Shit, shit, shit.
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          Temple

        

      

    

    
      “Who are you?” A reed-thin man with bilious yellow skin makes his way into the office. Even with the slight limp, he moves quicker than a guy of his age should. With barely concealed hunger, his rheumy eyes scan my figure.

      He’s bad news.

      Schooling my shock at being left for dead by Sin and Saint, I counter, “I think the real question is, who are you?”

      A macabre grin splits his angular features. “A friend.”

      “Not of mine, you’re not.” I edge around the desk, intending to walk past him.

      He grasps my bicep. “I’m The Collector’s friend, and this is his office, so….”

      The Collector?

      Ice pours through my veins, freezing me in place as I try to make sense of this information.

      Irish mob boss.

      Criminal mastermind.

      Feared by the sane.

      Admired by the insane.

      Sin and Saint’s dad.

      Holy. Motherfucking. Fuck.

      The longer I stay, the angrier I get. At myself, Sin, and the voice in my head who told me to follow him.

      The stranger’s cracked yellow nails dig into my skin. “I asked you a question, pretty lady. Who are you and what are you doing here?”

      I think over my options. The odds aren’t great. This guy is wily, I can tell. He reeks of cheap liquor and dirty tricks. I wouldn’t put it past him to shoot me in the back of the head the moment I turn away.

      But I’ve been in worse situations.

      My heart rate spikes at the memory. Desperate screams echo in my mind, growing louder, more frantic with each breath.

      Unbidden reminders of the way my T-shirt was torn from me, of the rough hands that held me down, of my futile attempts to get away, and how, no matter what I said or did, there was no escape.

      I force myself back to the present. Falling into the darkness of my past won’t help me now.

      Yet it lingers. Hiding in the shadows, taunting, haunting, terrorizing me.

      I try to regain control. “Get your hand off me.”

      He smirks, his sharp features contorting into a series of ugly lines. “What are you going to do, little lamb? Scream?” He leans in close, his breath rancid. “I love it when women scream.”

      Clearing my mind, I forget my past. There’s no way I’ll give this stranger the satisfaction of seeing me anxious. Apart from a busted kneecap and a broken leg, he’s getting nothing from me.

      I look from his hand to his face. “Let go.”

      His gaze hardens. “I won’t do shit except hold you down while you cry for mercy. There’s a price for entering The Collector’s office. You walked into the lion’s den, and now you’re going to pay.”

      Unbidden images bombard me. Dad’s friends, high on meth, pinning my arms and legs to the floor. Dad undoing his belt and the top button of his jeans, his dilated pupils glazed as fuck as he savors my impotent terror.

      Then, pain.

      So. Much. Pain.

      As he steals from me what was never his to take.

      Throat tight and eyes stinging, I internally yell, Get your fucking shit together, Temple. This stranger isn’t your dad. He’s a pathetic gremlin who doesn’t know what’s about to hit him. Woman up, already. Show him what you’re made of.

      Fortifying myself, I take in my surroundings. There’s a corner that will be a bitch to get out of, so I need to avoid it. The flat-screen and its electrical cords will double up as weapons if I need them, and the corner of the glass desk will knock this guy unconscious, possibly even kill him if I get the angle right. But first….

      He grins, it’s sick and twisted.

      “You should have listened to me when you had the chance,” I warn, my voice low.

      “And miss out on all the fun? No way.”

      With more speed than I gave him credit for, he darts behind me, traps my arms, and thrusts his hips forward. The bulge in his pants rubs against my lower back making me want to gag.

      Sweat, cheap deodorant, and misdirected testosterone flood my nostrils. They drown out the other smells, making my head swim. Come on, Temple. Do something. You’re not a victim.

      Testing his strength, I struggle.

      There’s no give.

      From behind me, he sneers. “Keep squirming. I want to see those tits bounce.” With his free hand, he skims the underside of my breast, his cracked knuckles catching on the fabric of my hoodie.

      “Big fucking mistake.” I lift my leg and slam my foot on the inside of his knee.

      It pops out of place, a bone snaps, and ligaments tear. The stranger, caught between wanting to drop to the floor and hold me in place, howls in agony.

      Figuring I’ll make the decision for him, I brace myself, knowing I’m in for some epic pain. After counting to three, I slam my head back and connect with his face. The satisfying crunch of a broken nose fills my ears. It’s closely followed by a string of incoherent curses as my arms are freed.

      He falls.

      I push my hair back and glare at his crumpled body.

      He’s curled on his side. His face is deathly pale, beads of sweat trail down his cheeks, and his expression is anguished.

      “If you come near me again,” I warn, “if you so much as breathe in my direction, I’ll end you. I don’t care if you’re on your own or if you’re backed by The Collector and his army, it’ll always end the same way—with you wishing you’d stayed the fuck away.” I take in the blood splattering the otherwise pristine office. “You’d better clean this up. The Collector’s not going to like it.”

      I make quick work of the lock on the private exit and slip through, shutting the door behind me.

      Then, and only then, do I fall apart.

      Resting against the wall, I cover my mouth with my hands and choke back a sob. My knees give way, and I slide to the ground. Wrapping my arms around my legs, I hold tight, fearing that if I let go, I’ll fall to pieces.

      It’s the darkness that scares me.
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          Sin

        

      

    

    
      Temple slides to the ground, curls into a ball, and drops her head to her knees.

      I want to see the black shit coating her eyes running down her cheeks. I’d smear it across her skin, watch her fall apart in my hands as she pleads for me to put her back together again.

      A fucking sensational sight.

      She took him out in two moves. Makes me hard, knowing she’s capable of shit like that. If it weren’t for Saint, I’d say to hell with it and go back to her. I’d tear the clothes from her body and fuck her against the wall. Thrust my cock deep inside her tight cunt until she screams my damn name. Break, mark, and claim—she’d be mine to do whatever the fuck I want with.

      Mine.

      Goddammit.

      Knew I shouldn’t have kissed her. But when she said she’d go to Saint for answers, I had to lock that shit down.

      I shove the cell away.

      What kind of man falls for a chick like her? Sure, her curves are perfect, she’s smart as shit, and fights like a boss, but that doesn’t mean Jack. Usually.

      “What the hell was that?” Saint points to the phone in my pocket like a fucking idiot. “You told me she could fight, but Jesus. I didn’t know she could do that.”

      “I did.” From the moment I laid eyes on her, I knew.

      Temple is forged from steel. Not sure if it’s from natural instinct or some shit in her past. Doesn’t matter, the end result is the same. She’s tough, strong, and gorgeous.

      The whole damn package.

      Turning a corner, we push through an unsecured exit and boost from the stadium.

      Saint’s quiet, never a good sign. “She needs to go.”

      Like fuck she does. “Hard pass. Temple stays, and the plan doesn’t change.”

      “Dude, you saw what happened. Something triggered her back there. We can’t ask—”

      “Did you grow a vagina when I wasn’t looking? We’re not asking for shit.” Jumping the chain-link fence, I pump my legs faster, pissed that Saint’s found his motherfucking conscience. “Temple’s going to distract Dad, and we’re going to find that damn phone. You know what he’s like, he’d never trust anyone else with it. It’s still there.”

      Saint catches up with me. “Dude, I get it. But it’s obvious Temple’s dealing with some heavy shit. Maybe we could—”

      “No.” We near Angel’s car. “Temple can handle it.”

      “And if she can’t?”

      “She will. I’ll make sure of it.” Since I’m fucking addicted, I take out my cell and unlock the live security footage.

      Temple’s still crouched on the floor. She pushes her hair from her face, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. Standing, she finds the surveillance camera and glares. “I’m coming for you, Sin,” she mouths with those plump-as-fuck lips. “Be ready.”

      If I wasn’t hard before I sure as fuck am now.
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      The closer I get to the alleyway, the quicker I storm toward my target. He’d better still be here.

      Only, he’s not.

      “What the fuck?” Panting, I turn in a full circle. Sin’s and Angel’s cars aren’t anywhere. It’s just me, the rats, and the overturned trash can.

      “Dammit.” Staring at the night sky, I wonder where they could be. The parking lot.

      Breaking into a run, I continue my search. “Swear to God, Sin. You’d better be where I think you are.”

      Before long, I arrive at the side entrance. My eyes scan the space, expertly taking in the intermittent flickering lights that do little to cast off the shadows. There are a couple of sedans parked nearby, which I ignore, then, in the furthest corner, I spy sparkling chrome. “Found you.”

      I race toward Sin, who’s leaning against a side panel, his legs crossed at the ankles. His expression is closed off, and there’s a tightness to his profile I haven’t seen before.

      “Hey, asshole.” My voice echoes in the lot.

      His head shoots up. Something flashes across his face, but it’s too quick to name. Within seconds, his features are carefully schooled.

      Saint steps toward me, his arms open wide in greeting. “Temple. Fuck, girl, am I glad to see you.”

      I hold up one hand, stopping him. “Don’t speak to me.”

      His eyebrows shoot to his hairline. “Say what?”

      But I don’t give him my time.

      Angel perches on the hood of his car, silent. His laptop rests on his thighs, and when he sees me nearing, he slowly closes it.

      I point to the piece of equipment. “I hope you’ve backed up your data, because I’m going to burn that thing by the end of the night.”

      Brushing past him, I square off with Sin.

      Straightening, he towers over me, muscular and dominant.

      Sin is beautiful in the way storms are beautiful. From a distance they’re awe-inspiring, but up close, they’re deadly.

      Well, I am too. “You screwed me over. Why?”

      He runs his teeth over his bottom lip.

      “And if you give me the silent treatment, I’m going to fuck you up. I’m done matching the pieces together myself.”

      He takes his sweet ass time. “Jack and our family go way back. We couldn’t risk him seeing us.”

      The name brings me up short. “Jack? That’s the name of the dude who threatened me?”

      Sin stills.

      “So, it’s okay for the creepy-assed pervert to see me, but not you? Have I got that right? Or, have I missed something?”

      “You’ve missed everything.”

      Oh, hell no. “I’ve been left out of every decision tonight, and it ends now. You don’t get to make me feel like an idiot for your mistakes. You should have prepared for every scenario, not balked at the slightest change. That’s what a professional does. Hell, it’s what a human with a conscience does when they’ve got other people with them.”

      Fighting back my rising fury, I continue. “I jumped in on the action without giving you the chance to say no, I get that. But I helped you, dammit. I backed up your lead on how to get out of the office. That’s meant to stand for something.”

      “Is it?” It’s like he wants to be punched in the face.

      Lord give me strength. “You torch my garage, steal a client’s car, then break into your dad’s office. Why? What’s the point of all this? You’re running around like a bunch of amateurs.”

      Sin grips my waist, his fingers punishing. “Careful, babe. You’re starting to piss me off.”

      I hate that I like it. “I’m pissing you off? You left me with a deranged psychotic who, and I quote, loves ‘hearing women scream.’ You don’t get the monopoly on being angry here.”

      Tension ripples his taut muscles. “The fuck did he say to you?”

      It’s madness to get off on this. A sane woman would tear herself from his hold and run as far as she could. Only, I’m anything but sane when I’m with Sin, because for some stupid reason…

      I feel alive.

      Turning to Angel, I mock, “Don’t tell me your surveillance equipment doesn’t include audio. You should really get that checked. Don’t want you missing crucial information.”

      Gripping my chin, Sin forces me back to him. His eyes are dark. “I asked you a question.”

      I swat his hand away. “Unlike you, I’m answering it. Your friend, Jack, gets off on assaulting women.” Standing on my tiptoes, my mouth brushes his. “And. You. Left. Me. With. Him.”

      What we’re doing is going to end in death and destruction. Mine, Sin’s, the whole world if we burn bright enough. The promise lay in the heat of his hands, the strength of his hold, and my responding heartbeat.

      Taking my bottom lip between his teeth, Sin bites down. “No one fucks with you but me.”

      I bite back a moan. “No one fucks with me, period.”

      Saint claps his brother on the shoulder. “Dude, pump the brakes. Or, better yet, put this thing in reverse. We’ve got shit to do, remember? The night isn’t over yet.” His gaze darts between Sin and me. “Temple, you need to cool it, girl.”

      “Bite me.”

      “Sin already did.” Saint exhales. “Swear to God, you’re worse than he is sometimes.”

      Sin shakes his brother off. Cupping my face between his hands, he tips my head back. “You knew your shit in The Collector’s office, it’s why we didn’t jump in to save your ass. Get off that high horse you’re riding like a dildo and accept the truth.”

      My eyes flare. “The truth? The truth is, you’re a gutless prick who used me to save your sorry ass.”

      “Never lied about it, babe. If you want to read into shit, that’s on you.”

      Ouch.

      But I won’t let him see me hurt. “Tell me what’s going on.”

      “No.”

      I wait him out, but he doesn’t offer up anything else. “That’s it? That’s all you’re going to say?”

      He presses his hips against my lower stomach in answer.

      I try to push him away. Only, he doesn’t move. “Get off me. We’re finished.”

      He tightens his hold. “Not a fucking chance.”

      Kneeing him in the balls would be so satisfying. “If you want a woman who’s going to accept the scraps you’re offering, you’ve got me confused with someone else. I’m no one’s puppet. Not yours, Jack’s, or even The Collector’s. If you can’t fill me in on what’s happening, get your hands off me before I break them.”

      A ghost of a grin appears. “You would, too.”

      Saint curses. “This is some fucked-up foreplay.”

      Holding my stare, Sin lets go. But he doesn’t move back. Instead, he gestures to his cousin. “Give me my keys. You’re going to finish what we started.”

      In my periphery, Angel watches me, his calculating gaze oscillating between grudging respect and accusation.

      No cares to give.

      “Want me to burn the car?” He swaps his keys for my client’s.

      Sin nods. “Make sure it can’t be traced back to any of us.”

      “Done.”

      “Are you insane? I’m not going to let you burn the Mustang.” I try to step out from behind Sin. Only, he wraps his arms around my middle, holding me close.

      Angel glares. “You won’t have a choice. It’s a done deal.”

      “Like hell it is.” Struggling, I attempt to unlock Sin’s iron hold.

      Impossible.

      “Jesus, are you made of granite or something? Let me go.”

      Dipping his head, his breath tickles my ear. “Already told you. Never going to happen.”

      Saint looks between us then backs up a few steps. “I’m gonna go with Angel. Make sure he doesn’t fuck it up.”

      “Dude, that was one time,” Angel grumbles. “Give it a rest already.”

      “You sound like Eve,” Saint jokes.

      “Don’t say her name to me again, fucker.”

      Saint smirks. Like a porn star on the cusp of an orgasm, he chants, “Eve, Eve—”

      Angel punches him in the stomach.

      Saint’s body folds in half as he clutches his middle. “Goddamn, you hit like a girl,” he wheezes, laughing. “Even Eve could do better than that pissweak excuse of a hit.”

      “Screw you, Saint. Everyone knows you can’t fight for shit.” Angel slides into the driver seat, coaxing the engine to life.

      Sensing he’s about to be left behind, Saint jumps in the car. He winds down the window, resting his forearm on the frame. “It was nice knowing you, Temple.”

      With screeching tires, the car peels from the parking lot.

      Before I can follow, Sin kicks my legs apart.

      “You’ve got some explaining to do,” he growls.
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          Temple

        

      

    

    
      Indignant, I exclaim, “I’ve got some explaining to do? Are you out of your mind?”

      “I’m here, aren’t I?” Releasing me, Sin rests his fists on the car either side of my hips. He’s so close he could brush his fingers against my jeans. He could undo my top button, lower the zipper and shove his hand—

      No.

      Sin’s a selfish prick who left me with a predator. Sure, he was right when he said I could handle myself. But I can’t give in to desire. I’m stronger than that.

      Sin flexes his hands against the panel. It’s like he’s trying to suffocate the car with his palms. Or, he’s imagining it’s me he’s squeezing the life out of.

      Either way, I’m not giving him anything. “Screw you, Sin.”

      He rolls his hips. “Planning on it, babe. But I told you before, you’ve got to beg for my cock before I give it to you.”

      My mouth pops open on a sharp inhale, my tongue darting out to wet my top lip.

      His eyes track the movement, darkening. “You owe me answers.”

      The force of his gaze sends warmth pooling in my core. Potent desire morphs into desperate need the longer we stare.

      Angry at my weakness and furious at my body’s response, I grit out, “You want answers?” Wrestling my arm from the sleeve of my hoodie, I show him the bruises on my upper arm left by Jack. “Is this answer enough for you?”

      The marks don’t bother me. I’ve had worse. It’s the way Sin’s stare blazes with unshed rage when he takes in the dark purple marks that has me questioning my sanity.

      Hate.

      Wrath.

      Revenge.

      They flash across his face like the film reel from a psychological thriller.

      A normal woman wouldn’t like watching the promise of vengeance. She’d back the hell up before going into hiding, terrified of the monster she’d unleashed.

      But I’m not normal.

      That chance was taken from me before I could claim it as mine. Which is why I don’t run. Instead, I tease, taunt, and coil Sin’s wrath around me.

      I gesture to my arm. “Go on, big man. Touch it. I want you to feel what he did to me.”

      His expression is hard. “Get in the car. We’re leaving.”

      I right my hoodie. “Hard pass. After you left me with Jack, I’d rather take my chances and find my own way home.”

      “It wasn’t a question.”

      “Does it look like I care?” I’m being a brat. I’m better than this, but there’s something about Sin that makes me want to push him until he loses control.

      What would happen if he snapped? Would he break loose from the tight confines he puts around himself and unleash the primal, animalistic power that drives me wild?

      Being near Sin is like teetering on the brink of insanity. It’s no longer knowing if the life I’m living is real or imagined. It’s the realization that at any second the world as I know it will detonate, and I’ll fall into chaos, surrounded by pandemonium and hellfire. It’s wondering what it’ll be like to survive the experience with a man like him by my side.

      Sin thrusts his hand into my hair, fists it, and yanks. “I’m getting tired of your disobedience.”

      Need shoots to my core. I hiss, loving his cruel touch but hating it at the same time. “Get your hands off me.”

      “Get your ass in the car and we have a deal.” The steel edge to his tone brooks no argument.

      Mind whirling, I try to make sense of my options. Either I find my own way to Bayside with no money, cell, or sense of direction. Or I catch a ride with Sin.

      The choice is obvious.

      “Fine. But after tonight, I never want to see you again.”

      “Keep dreaming, babe.” He releases me.

      Head aching and heart confused, I ease myself into the soft leather seat.

      Sin does the same, his powerful body filling the space with the tantalizing scent of the ocean.

      Turning from him, I stare out the window into the darkness.

      If I’m going to have any chance of making a life for myself, I need to stay away from him. When we’re together, I forget about the woman I was and the woman I’m trying to be. His presence jeopardizes everything I’ve worked for.

      I won’t do that to myself.

      But I can’t escape the terrible truth.

      No matter what he said, did, or is going to do, a dark part of me wants to be with Sin.
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      Temple’s slaying me. When she marched up to the car, shooting sass like a boss, I almost lost my shit. How the fuck can someone so small be that fierce? Her hair was fucking everywhere, her skin was flushed pink, and her top was glued to those luscious tits, begging to be ripped from her body.

      I had to touch her.

      She’s lucky I didn’t yank her tight as shit jeans down and claim her cunt right the fuck there. No shits to give about the others nearby. I’d give them a show, prove to fucking everyone that Temple’s mine. She’s baggage I don’t need and trouble I don’t want, but fuck if I’m going to deny myself any longer.

      I press my foot on the gas, the engine roaring to life. Pissed and horny, I speed from the parking lot, wanting her far from here.

      “Who taught you to fight?” I growl, needing answers.

      “Why do you care?” she throws back.

      Fierce as fucking always. Fisting the wheel so I don’t wrap my hand around her throat, I steer us through a tight corner. “Who taught you?” My damn heart nearly explodes waiting for her answer.

      She doesn’t give me one. Stubborn as hell, she stares out the window.

      Always making me work for it. “Temple.”

      Crossing her arms, she ignores me.

      Her tits are pushed up and together, making me hard as fuck. I don’t bother adjusting myself. No point when she always makes me like this. “Answer me. I need to know.”

      She glares. “You told me not to read into anything, so that’s what I’m doing.” Looking out the window, she mutters, “Take me home. I don’t want to see you again.”

      Since she won’t give me shit, I drop it. But there’s no fucking chance I’m letting this go. I want to know everything about my firecracker: the good, the bad, the fucking violent. Every secret she’s trying to hide, I’ll uncover.

      Even if it kills us both.
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      The remainder of the drive back to Bayside is silent. Sin doesn’t turn on any music, and I don’t have it in me to care. Needing something to do other than stare at his chiseled jawline and full lips, I look out the window. My reflection stares back. There’s only so long I can ignore the confusion in my eyes before I question why it’s there in the first place.

      I start reciting the principles of creative writing instead.

      By the time I’ve repeated them for a fifth time, Sin pulls up in front of my trailer.

      “How do you know where I live?”

      With the push of a button, the engine stills. “I know more than you think.”

      For some stupid reason, I like the sound of that. “Careful, big guy. You’re entering stalker territory admitting that.”

      He faces me. “Not denying it, babe.”

      It’s the weight of his words and the certainty in how he delivers them that has me glancing up from beneath my lashes. Even in the darkness, his eyes are clear, and the intention behind them clearer.

      “I don’t understand you,” I admit. “One minute you’re pushing me away, and the next you’re wanting to know everything about me. Pick a side already.”

      He looks from me to my trailer, his jaw tightening.

      As much as I try to fight our connection, I know I can’t. Not anymore. I need to protect myself and put as much space between us as possible. “Thanks for the ride. I’ll see you around.”

      The words sit heavy in the air.

      Maybe if I say them enough times, I’ll believe them. Maybe then, my heart won’t call his name like it’s welcoming him home.

      The cool air is a welcome reprieve as I get out of the car. Only, before I reach my front doorstep, his body heat is behind me.

      I fight back a small smile. “What did I tell you about stalking? It’s not a good look on you, big man.”

      “Give me your keys.” He’s so close, his breath teases my nape.

      Reaching around me, he holds out his hand. It’s so big. The palm is wide, and his fingers are strong. I don’t believe in heaven, but if I did, those fingers caressing my body, skimming my curves, and gripping my flesh would be it.

      I don’t voice my thoughts though. There’s no way in hell I’ll admit to wanting a man like him.

      His chest brushes my shoulders on each inhale. Strangely, rather than set off my memories, the proximity has my eyes fluttering closed and my head threatening to fall back against him.

      What the hell?

      Shocked and confused, I drop my keys in his hand before moving away.

      Within seconds, he opens the front door and steps inside.

      When lit, the single bulb in the middle of the small room casts more shadows than light. It barely illuminates the third-generation furniture, secondhand appliances, and yellowing walls.

      Sin pauses, his perceptive gaze sweeping my place.

      I cross my arms, not wanting to feel self-conscious but finding it next to impossible. There’s a reason I don’t bring people back to my place. Several, if I’m honest. And seeing shock in people’s expressions when they take in my decrepit trailer is one of them.

      “Is there something you need? Or are you passing stalker mode and entering creeper territory now?”

      “Neither.” He pauses. “Where’s all your stuff?”

      I shrug, because what’s the point in collecting things when you’re going to move across the county?

      Spotting the patched-up wall behind me, he points to it, his muscles tense. “Was that you?”

      Not looking at it, I move into the kitchenette. “Maybe. There are so many holes in this place, it’s hard to keep track of who made them.” What I don’t say is, every crack in the wall, every mark left by a fist, boot, bottle, or worse, is ingrained in my DNA.

      This trailer was never home. There are ghosts walking the floors and nightmares haunting the rooms. Since I’ve made keeping to myself an art form and don’t earn enough money to afford another place, it’s where I crash. But other than to sleep, I stay far away.

      Sin’s expression turns thunderous. He curses under his breath, then storms down the short hallway. “Your bedroom this way?”

      “What are you doing?” I chase his retreating form, trying to brush past so I can stop him. But he’s so damn huge, I can’t get around him. “Get out of my room.”

      He stops on the threshold, and I imagine how it must look through his eyes.

      Threadbare blanket, double mattress, and crates on either side. A lonely set of drawers pushed against one wall, and a worn sheet that doubles as curtains hanging opposite.

      It’s not a palace, but it’s clean.

      Silent, Sin grabs the only bag I own and throws it on the bed. “Pack your shit. We’re leaving.”

      My eyebrows shoot to my hairline. “Leaving? I’m not going anywhere.”

      He stalks to the set of drawers and yanks it open. “You’re staying with me.”

      I scoff. “Are you out of your mind? I’m not going anywhere with you.”

      Back to me, he pauses. “Yes, you are.” Then he scoops out an armful of clothes and holds them in the air. “You wear these?”

      I glance between my clothes and his tense bicep. “What kind of idiot question is that? Of course I wear them.”

      With a nod, he shoves them in my bag.

      “What the hell? I told you, I’m not going to your place.” Marching over to him, I snatch the bag away.

      “Stupid isn’t a good look on you, babe.” He yanks it back. After opening another drawer, he grabs more clothes and thrusts them inside.

      “Sin, you can’t go around taking my stuff. There are laws against that.” Shoving him away, I plaster myself in front of the drawers.

      His sardonic stare meets mine. “You going to report me?”

      The air shifts. It turns to smoke, swirling around us like camouflage.

      “You know it’s pointless. Your family would have you acquitted, and I’d end up dead.”

      He stands over me, gorgeous, fierce, and strong. “Then quit fighting me.”

      It’s pointless lying any longer. “I can’t.”

      We’re a perfect storm, he and I.

      Inevitable destruction.

      And, if the way he’s eating my curves with his predatory gaze is anything to go by, the tempest is about to break.

      But I won’t back down. “You might snap your fingers and your boys come running, but it doesn’t work with me. I don’t answer to you. I don’t answer to anyone. The sooner you accept that, the better.”

      Sin’s tall frame fills my vision “You’re coming with me, even if I have to throw you over my shoulder and carry you out of this shithole.”

      For some reason, I want him to do just that. “No. Now get out of my trailer.”

      His voice is rough, like sand scratching sensitive skin. “Not a chance in hell, babe. You’re my property now.”

      My property.

      Whoa.

      Sin’s words should set off alarm bells. They should have me kicking him out of my trailer and ordering him to stay away. I should be cutting all ties so I can pull together the remnants of my life.

      Only, I don’t.

      Acting against every shred of logic, I grip his hoodie in my fist. “In what parallel universe would I agree to that? You’re a criminal and the son of a mob boss. You start fires, steal cars, and break into offices.” I mean to push him away, but somehow end up drawing him closer. “You use people, not caring about how it impacts them. You’re bad news, Sin Brandt.”

      Sin takes a strand of my hair and wraps it around his fingers. “You fucking love it. You don’t want to, but you do.”

      This man. He’s killing me. “I’m not going with you.”

      He tugs, forcing my lips to his. “You don’t have a choice.”

      I want to steal the strands back, if only to prove that I can. But my body doesn’t listen. Instead, it craves more of his touch.

      The urge to wrap my arms around his neck and lose myself in his kiss is overpowering. It takes nearly all my strength to stay where I am. “That’s where you’re wrong. There’s always a choice.”

      “Jack’s a shady fucker.” Sin brushes his thumb across my cheek. “He shouldn’t have been in Dad’s office. If he gets caught, and he will since you fucked his leg up real good, who do you think he’ll blame?”

      Through the desire-filled haze, reality forms. I’ve had my fair share of unhinged men in my life. I don’t need any more. Though I can take care of myself, having to watch my back every second of the day is exhausting.

      It’d be nice having protection.

      As quickly as the thought comes, I push it away again. Relying on someone else, especially when they’ve already proven to be untrustworthy, is insanity.

      “We’ve been through this already, big guy. You put me in this position. None of this would have happened if you hadn’t run the second Jack showed up.”

      Sin’s eyes roam my features, both heating and darkening at the same time. “None of it would have happened if you hadn’t rocked up tonight. Like you said, there’s always a choice, and you made the wrong one.” He smirks. “I’m going to prove it to you.”
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      Rather than scare me, his words have the opposite effect. My breasts crush against his torso, and my breath fans his face. “I didn’t make the wrong choice. I did what was right. I wasn’t going to stand back and let you get away with burning my garage.”

      “And look where it got you.”

      I take in every smooth line and sharp angle of Sin’s face. “I know what you’re doing. You’re twisting the facts to make me out to be the villain, so I’ll be forced to accept your help. It’s not going to work.”

      Sin’s nose brushes mine. “You keep telling yourself that, babe.”

      He’s so beautiful, it hurts.

      “And now you’re using your body against me,” I breathe, wanting to fight off his allure but falling victim to it instead.

      He gives my hair a sharp yank. “Those hard as fuck nipples don’t lie.”

      I hiss, my eyelids fluttering closed as I savor the sting. But then I remind myself that vulnerability leads to hurt, so I blink them open again. Don’t trust him, Temple. You know what happens when you do.

      Sin takes my bottom lip between his teeth and bites down. “Why are you fighting this? You know it’s going to happen. It was a done deal the second I saw you.”

      Damn, I hate how good that sounds. “Just because you say it’s going to happen, doesn’t mean it will.”

      “Wrong.” He skims his mouth along the length of my neck, his lips pausing over my raging pulse.

      “Screw you.”

      “Planning on it. But I want you screaming my name first.” He bites the juncture between my neck and collarbone.

      I hiss, try to chase it back, but it’s too late.

      He smirks. “You ready to beg for my cock?”

      My breasts grow heavy, craving the abrasion his fingers promise. Visions of Sin stripping my clothes from me before taking me hard and rough against the wall fill my mind. I want him to tease and taunt me. I want him to take and take until I’ve got nothing left to give. I need him to empty me of every thought, feeling, and emotion so I can emerge reborn.

      I moan.

      Sin grins. “You can do better than that, babe.”

      Staring at the ceiling, I beg for control that’s quickly slipping through my fingers. “That’s as good as you’re going to get.”

      “Cute. But I know you can’t resist me.”

      Dammit. He’s right. Acting on impulse, my hands delve into his hair before twisting themselves in the soft strands. Even though I know I should pull him away, I hold him closer. “Did I say you could touch me?”

      “Did I ask your permission?” He smooths the bite mark on my skin with the swipe of his tongue. Straightening, he admires his handiwork. “Looks good on you.”

      Rather than be fraught with memories of bruises, burns, cuts, and abrasions, I’m instead flooded with questions. What would it be like to have Sin mark every inch of my body like this? Would the tremors flooding my veins erupt in pleasure?

      No idea.

      Hatred and anger, I’m old friends with. Punishment, I understand. But sensual worship? I wouldn’t know what to do with it.

      Caught between muscle memory telling me to escape and desire demanding I stay, my limbs lock in place.

      Sin ghosts his mouth across my lips. “I won’t take what you don’t want to give, babe. Tell me to stop and I will.”

      Choking on words I need to say and drowning in those I can’t, I remain silent.

      Sin licks the seam of my mouth. “Tell me to back off. I dare you.”

      Even though I know I should tell him why I’m wired this way, the words sit at the back of my throat, waiting for direction from someone other than me.

      Sin straightens. He tips my head back, his gray eyes searching mine. “Babe?”

      “I—” Glancing away before he has a chance to see the truth, I try to gather my thoughts. It’s a waste of time because they’re as convoluted as ever.

      Sin lets go and moves away. Despite my room being tiny, it feels like he’s on the other side of the world. He gestures to the space between us. “You want me to back off?”

      My hands to drop to my sides, lost and empty. It’s not until I’m no longer touching him that I realize how much I want to. Driven by an impulse I can’t control, I need Sin’s hands, mouth, and body to claim every part of me.

      Consequences be damned.

      With renewed clarity, I push the ghosts of my past back to where they belong. “No.”

      His expression turns predatory.

      “Come here,” I murmur.

      Sin’s smirk is dark and devious. “That’s not how it works, babe. I don’t take orders. I give them.”

      Sweet God.

      My pussy throbs in time with my heartbeat. Arousal seeps from my center, coating the lace of my panties until the soft fabric sticks to my slick skin.

      “Get your sweet ass over here.” It’s the slight rasp that does it. The rough tone shimmies over my curves, causing tingles to chase after them.

      I’m in front of him before I realize what’s happening. Like a naive sacrifice kneeling before a deviant god, I wait.

      “I’m going to own your mouth.” Sin’s knuckles skim my cheek. “I’m going to thrust my fingers deep inside your cunt until you come all over them. I’m going to suck your juices clean and get high on your taste.” He cups my nape, drawing me against him. “Then, I’m taking you home to do it all over again.”

      Holy. Shit.

      I want to tell him that everything except the last part sounds like a great idea. No matter how good being with him will feel like, there’s no way I’m going to his place. But, before I have a chance to open my mouth, his lips silence me.

      Like a man possessed, Sin devours me. His hands cup my cheeks, holding my head in place. His tongue thrusts inside my mouth, tangling with mine in a dance as old as time. For minutes, hours, hell, it could even be days, we stay locked in each other’s arms, trying to bury ourselves beneath each other’s skin.

      With greedy hands and aching hearts, we drown together.
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      Fuck me.

      She feels like home and tastes like heaven. Temple’s body comes alive in my hands, her soft curves and hot as hell moans destroying me.

      I bite her tongue, lick away the sting, then do it again because I’m a dick like that.

      She gasps, wraps her arms around my neck, and pulls me closer.

      Her sounds make me want to blow my load, but there’s no fucking way I’m losing control. This isn’t about Temple. It’s about making a damn point. She’s going to learn who’s calling the shots, and it sure as shit isn’t her.

      Picking her up, I throw her on the bed. Her tits bounce, a fucking sensational sight. Watching them, I scrape my teeth over my bottom lip. “I want you naked. Now.”

      “And I want you to say please, but we can’t always get what we want.”

      Jesus. She’s fucking killing me. My dick isn’t even coated in her juices, and I already know I’ll never get enough of her.

      Screw the plan. Screw motherfucking everything, I’m not letting her go. It’s obvious Temple’s never had anyone fight for her, and that travesty ends right the fuck now. I don’t care if I have to carry her, kicking and screaming, out of here, she’s staying with me. I won’t let Dad near her. Jack can go fuck himself. Anyone who has an issue with my woman will have to come through me first. She’s my property, and I take care of what’s mine.

      Even if she hates me for it.
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      With a low growl, his mouth claims mine in a searing kiss. Sin breaks away before tearing my jumper over my head and throwing it across the room. He stretches my arms above my head, forcing my fingers to grip the worn blanket. “Keep them here.”

      “What if I don’t?” My mouth curves into a wicked smile. “What will you do then?”

      Sin peels my T-shirt from my body. He sits up, his torso strong and powerful as he towers over me. “Simple. I won’t let you come.”

      Arching my back, I offer my body to him. “You wouldn’t.”

      He cups my lace-covered breasts, his large hands molding them. Without warning, he rips my bra off. “Try me.”

      “Hey,” I exclaim. “That was my favorite.”

      “I’ll buy you another.” He drops his head, his hot mouth covering one pebbled peak. He sucks. Bites. Teases my nipples until I’m delirious with need.

      Aching for more, I bite my bottom lip and keep my hands where they are. My short nails pierce the fabric, forming new holes next to the old ones decorating the soft blanket.

      “Good girl.” Sin licks the underside of my breast.

      Writhing beneath him, I wrap my legs around his waist. “Take off my pants. I want your mouth on my pussy.”

      Sin bites my sensitive skin. “What did I tell you about giving orders?”

      Head back, lips parted, I moan.

      “I don’t care if you make my cock hard. I don’t give a fuck if your body’s goddamn made for me. When we’re naked, I’m in charge. Got it?” To prove his point, he thrusts his hips forward, the bulge of his hard cock hitting me where I need it most.

      Sensation ripples through me. “Jesus.”

      “What the fuck did I say, babe?” He grinds his length against my core.

      Waves of pleasure flood my body, growing stronger, more intense with each roll of his hips. My eyelids flutter closed. “Sin, I—”

      He yanks open the top button of my jeans, lowers the zipper, and shoves his hand inside. “Fuck. You’re wet,” he groans, his fingers circling my swollen clit.

      I pull his lips to mine. “Sin.” My orgasm looms like a hurricane. “I’m going to come.”

      He drives two thick fingers inside my pussy. With each thrust, he grits out, “Who’s. In. Charge.”

      I’m so close, specks of light flicker in my periphery. Needing his touch more than my pride, I surrender. “You. Christ, Sin. You’re in charge. Now, for the love of—”

      Before I can finish, he rips my jeans and panties from my body, spreads my legs wide, and devours my cunt. “Motherfucking fuck.”

      I’m too busy moaning to reply. With my hands in his hair, I roll my hips, desperate for the friction he’s offering.

      Sin gorges himself on my pussy. His tongue works its way from my clit, through my folds, before shoving inside my channel. “Goddamn, your taste.” He growls. “I’d fucking kill for this, babe.”

      His admission has the wave peaking, breaking, and crashing over me. Pure, unadulterated pleasure rockets from my core, flooding my body with bliss from my toes to the tips of my hair.

      Shocked, exhausted, and sated, I sink into the mattress. “Wow.”

      Sin straightens, his mouth glistening with my release. He smirks. “You look good coming on my face.” He hovers his mouth a hairsbreadth from mine. “Taste yourself on me.”

      Despite exhaustion seeping my bones, the wicked glint in his eyes has me darting my tongue out. I trace the perfect contour of his lips, the salty tang making my taste buds sing.

      “That’s right, babe,” he rumbles. “You’re mine now.”

      And for some stupid reason, my heart soars.
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      Streetlights flash past the car window.

      “I can’t believe you talked me into this.” My body is too languid from my orgasm to do anything but relax into the soft leather seat. “For the record, I still don’t trust you. You might have the most talented tongue this side of the equator, but that doesn’t mean anything. The second it’s safe to leave, I’m gone.”

      Sin’s grip on the steering wheel tightens, but he doesn’t say anything.

      “You must have something on your father, a reason for why you searched his office. And you’re going to tell me what it is.”

      He speeds through a corner.

      “Your non-answers won’t fly anymore.”

      “They already are.”

      Staring into the darkness, I mutter, “This is so messed-up.”

      We pull into a long, tree-lined drive. After following the private road for a few minutes, he parks in front of a modern, understated mansion that overlooks the ocean.

      Turning to him, I raise an eyebrow. “This isn’t what I pictured when I imagined your place. I thought there’d be more… I don’t know. Just more, I guess.”

      “It’s not mine.”

      I look at the building in front of us, taking a moment to observe the pristine, clean lines and the soft glow emanating from within it. “Whose is it?”

      “A friend’s.” He gets out of the car and slams the door.

      Not wanting to be left in the driveway of some random’s place, I follow suit. “Whoever lives here likes their privacy. This place is nearly impossible to find from the road, the woods on either side almost completely block out the six-foot fence, and the only other way in is by boat.” I nod. “I like it.”

      Back tight, Sin doesn’t respond.

      “Will they mind you rocking up so late? It’s past midnight.” Stopping beside him, I take in his rigid profile. “You’re pissed. Why?”

      He doesn’t answer.

      “Look.” I plant my hands on my hips. “None of this was my idea. You’re the one who wanted me here. Lord knows I didn’t want to come. So, don’t—”

      Sin glares. “Exactly.”

      Taken aback, I pause. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You’re the star student, you figure it out.” He thumps his fist against the door.

      “Bitchy isn’t a good look on you.”

      “And blind isn’t a good look on you.”

      Before I can retort, the door swings open.

      All thoughts dissipate after that, because heart in my throat, I gasp.

      Oh. My. Ever. Loving. God.

      Tall, lean, and with his signature don’t-fuck-with-me-or-I’ll-fuck-you-up look, Tobias Thackery, world-famous drummer and all-round bad boy, looks lazily at Sin. “I thought Angel was picking it up.” His tone is gravel and fire.

      I shove my hands in my pockets so I don’t do something stupid like ask him for a damn selfie.

      Sin side-eyes me, then glances at the musician. “Plan changed. Do you have it?”

      Tobias leans his broad shoulder against the doorframe. “What crawled up your ass and died, bro?”

      Like usual, Sin doesn’t respond.

      With a wicked glint, Tobias turns to me. “Maybe you can tell me.”

      I’m determined to keep my cool. “No idea. My guess is, he was born like this.”

      Tobias grins at Sin. “I like her. Who is she?”

      “No one you need to worry about.”

      I glare. “Quit acting like an ass, big guy.” Turning to Tobias, I hold out my hand. “I’m Temple.”

      Tobias’s grin widens as he shakes it. “Tobias.”

      “I, ah, know. I’ve been following your band for ages. You’ve got a great sound.”

      Tobias nods. “Appreciate it.”

      Sin curses.

      Knowing I’m annoying Sin has me talking more than I usually would. “So how do you two know each other?”

      Tobias considers me. “We’re old friends.”

      “Huh.” I pause. “I thought Sin only had two. Well, three, if you count Eve.”

      Amusement softens the hard edges of Tobias’s eyes. “True. Dude doesn’t have many real friends. There are plenty of guys who want to kiss his ass and a shit ton of chicks who want to suck his dick. But,” he shrugs, “aside from Angel, Saint, and me, no one deserves the title. You know how it is.”

      Since I get it, I nod. “Yeah, I do.”

      Without warning, my world is turned on its axis. Sin spins me to face him, his powerful body filling my vision and his strong muscles rigid. He backs me into a wall. “Are you done?”

      “Done with what?”

      Sin grips my nape, his hold punishing. “You’re mine, babe. Quit shoving your tits in another guy’s face.”

      Damn, I like how, mine sounds.

      Still, asshole.

      Pushing his hand away, I sneer. “The fact I’m more woman than you can handle is your problem, not mine.”

      Tobias laughs. “This is fucking priceless.”

      Sin flips him off before turning his attention to me. “I can handle you just fine, babe. Or do you need a reminder?”

      Visions of his head between my legs, of his mouth feasting on my pussy and his tongue teasing me to climax until I come all over his face, flash before me. Heat warms my cheeks, blazing its way down my neck. “You wouldn’t.”

      Sin grabs my hip, yanking me against him. “Try me.”

      “As fun as it is to see you get your ass handed to you, bro,” Tobias interrupts, “my woman is naked and waiting for me upstairs. Let’s wrap this shit up.” Reaching into his back pocket, he holds up a plain white key card.

      Without letting go of me, Sin looks at it.

      Tobias waves the key card in the air. “This is what you came for, right?”

      “Sure is.” Sin takes it from him.

      Glancing between them, I try to make out what’s going on. Only, I’m so confused by Sin’s contradictions, I can barely think straight.

      Sin puts the key card in his pocket. “Payback’s a bitch.”

      He and the drummer share a look.

      Whatever they’re planning doesn’t bode well. If this has something to do with The Collector, and, considering where we’ve been, it’s possible, then I need to watch out. When the mob boss is involved, people either disappear, wind up in prison, or dead.

      Tobias gives Sin a fist bump. “Make him pay, brother.”

      Sin nods. “Done.”

      Great, my future officially has an expiry date.
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      My bag hits the floor with a thump. Scanning the large room, I take in the exposed brick, wooden accents, and dark walls. “Sin, this is your bedroom.” What I don’t say is, why the hell am I in your bedroom?

      His scent lingers in the air, teasing my senses.

      “Already told you, you’re staying with me.” Sin’s breath fans my neck.

      “Yeah, in your ridiculously extravagant mansion with hundreds of spare rooms.”

      “None of it was bought with honest money,” he mutters.

      Turning, to face him, I argue, “That’s not what I mean. What I’m trying to say is, there are plenty of beds in this place. I don’t have to share yours.” Instinctively, I glance over his shoulder. The bed is huge. Probably soft. And more inviting than it should be.

      Swallowing the words I won’t say, I continue. “You’ve got plenty of places I could crash. We passed half a dozen doors on the way here.”

      “It’s done. Deal with it.” Stepping around me, he tugs his hoodie and T-shirt over his head.

      Christ. I look away, trying to block out the sight of his taut stomach and cut abs.

      Impossible.

      Mouth dry, I tell myself to get a grip. “You’re doing it again.” Damn, husky.

      Sin saunters toward me, his rippling torso and coiled muscles begging for my fingernails to score them as mine. His eyes are dark and full of heat. “And what’s that?”

      I meet his stare head-on. “You’re using your body as a weapon. Last time, you used mine. Now, you’re bringing out the big guns.”

      He smirks. “Whatever it takes, babe.”

      Damn, I’m falling for the arrogant asshole. “I hate how you do that.”

      Cupping my nape, Sin draws me to him. “Bullshit. You hate that it works.”

      I drown in his gaze.

      “Give me your mouth.”

      Before I realize what I’m doing, I rise onto my toes and press my lips to his. Our kiss is hot, deep, and full of burning need. It’s a miracle we don’t catch fire and set the house alight.

      I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him flush against my chest. Sin skims his hand down the back of my thigh before hitching my leg up and wrapping it around his waist. With a yank, he tugs me closer.

      I moan.

      He groans.

      And we both go up in flames.

      “Knock, knock,” a mischievous voice interrupts.

      Sin breaks away. “Get the fuck out.”

      “Sure thing. Let me get right on that.” Ignoring his brother, Saint saunters into the room and flops onto Sin’s bed. He crosses his feet at the ankles and folds his hands behind his head. “Don’t let me stop you. As you were.”

      I look between them. “What are you doing?”

      “Normally, I’m the third party with a bigger cock, but I figured Sin would want to fly solo with you.” Saint wiggles his eyebrows.

      “Fuck you.”

      Unperturbed by Sin’s insult, Saint muses, “You know, it’s about time you guys hooked up. Angel and I had a bet going.” He gives a salacious grin. “Dude owes me big, and I’m going to cash in on it.”

      The thought of being the object of their game doesn’t sit well with me. Untangling myself from Sin, I put distance between us. “You did what?”

      “I said, I bet you’d give it up before the night was through. It was Angel who thought you’d hold out for longer.” Saint shakes his head in mock sympathy. “He’s going to be pissed.”

      His admission makes me want to junk punch him. “I’m not here for your entertainment, asshole.” As I’m about to drag him off the bed by his hair, Sin wraps his arm around my waist.

      “Babe,” he warns, pulling me against his warm chest. “Chill.”

      “Chill? Not a fucking chance. Your creepy twin thinks I’m a whore.”

      Saint holds up his index finger. “Correction, I think you want to fuck my brother. Fucking one guy and fucking a whole lot of them are two different things.” Pursing his mouth, he considers me. “Though you raise an interesting point. Tell me, Temple. What are your thoughts on—”

      “Finish that sentence and I’ll bury you,” Sin warns. “Now say what you came here to say and get the fuck out.”

      “Fine.” Saint sighs, getting up. “But I’m disappointed in you, man. You’ve changed.”

      “Is that it?” Sin demands.

      His brother heads toward the door. “Dude, of course not. I could have sent you that in a text.” He pauses for dramatic effect.

      “Swear to God, bro—”

      “Okay, okay. No need to get your panties in a wad.” Saint grins, mock whispering to me, “He’s easy to rile, am I right?”

      I’d shrug, but that would mean I forgive him for being a dick. So, I stare instead.

      “Anyways,” Saint continues, “we’ve got a family meeting in five, so poke your woman and be done with it.” He winks. “But no spooning afterward, we’re on a tight schedule.”

      “Fuck. Off.”

      Laughing, Saint taps the doorframe above his head, “Love you too, bro,” before leaving the room.

      I try to make sense of the past few minutes. Even though there’s so much to process, one phrase circles my mind, refusing to let me focus on anything else. “He said you changed.”

      Sin takes my chin between his thumb and forefinger, forcing my gaze to his. “So? He says a lot of shit.”

      “How have you changed?” For some reason, I need to know. “Look, there are heaps of questions I could have asked. Like, why didn’t he text you about the meeting rather than walk in on us? And, is it usual for you to have threesomes? But for some reason, this is more important. How have you changed, big guy?”

      Sin takes his time scanning my face. “I just have.”

      We stay like this for a long moment. Our gazes search, steal, and claim an integral part of each other, never to return it.

      “We shouldn’t do this,” I murmur.

      Dipping his head, Sin sucks my lower lip into his mouth. “Too late.” He takes my hand, leading me from the room. “Come on. Angel will bitch if we’re late.”

      “We?” I try to steal my hand back. “I’m only crashing here until Jack has lost interest in me. I don’t need to sit in on your family meeting.”

      Sin’s grip tightens. “You’re a part of the plan.”

      “What?” I stop. Forcing my mind into overdrive, I consider everything that’s happened since first meeting Sin a couple of weeks ago. Gradually, the pieces start to fall into place. “Oh my God.”

      Sin glances over his shoulder, watching me carefully.

      “You wanted me to fight Eve,” I say slowly. “No, hang on. You set it up so I’d fight her. You told her to say that stuff about me screwing Professor Nate so she could get a reaction. But why?” Searching the room for answers I don’t have, I think hard. “And there’s more. You asked me on a date because you had to, not because you wanted to. I wondered why the sudden interest, it didn’t make sense at the time. You’re the son of The Collector, for God’s sake. What could you want with the daughter of….” My voice trails away. “Holy shit. You meant for me to overhear your conversation with Saint about Dad’s garage. What went down tonight wasn’t a coincidence, it was planned.”

      Sin is silent.

      It’s like I’m staring at a stranger. “Which means you also wanted me in The Collector’s office. Saint said it was the second initiation.” I shake my head, needing his answer but not wanting it at the same time. “I don’t understand.”

      “Like I said, you were always a part of the plan.”
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      As Sin and I enter the living room, Saint pulls his cell from his pocket, checking the time. “And with a minute to spare. You work fast, bro.”

      “Screw you.” He kicks Saint’s feet off the coffee table before settling into a nearby chair.

      “Sorry, dude. You’re not my type. I like to go all night, if you know what I mean.” Saint winks at me.

      “Look at her like that again and you’re dead.” Sin glares.

      Throwing his head back, Saint laughs. “Fuck, this is brilliant. You’re so far gone, man. I bet you couldn’t find your balls in a nationwide search.”

      The thought of Sin falling for anyone, let alone me, is… weird. Especially, when he was never meant to like me in the first place.

      Confused, hurt, and wanting to get to the bottom of it all, I perch on the edge of an empty seat. It’s expensive and comfortable, which makes me even more uncomfortable, because I know I won’t let myself get used to staying here.

      Acting on instinct, I take in floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking what I’m guessing is the ocean, though it’s too dark to see the water from here. I look at the glass sliding doors, open-plan living area, and stairs leading to the second and third stories.

      Two exits.

      Both partially blocked by expensive, masculine furniture, and dangerous, handsome men sitting in them.

      Tiredness washes over me. “So, what’s this all about?”

      The three guys share a look. Unspoken meaning passes between them. It only ends when Sin nods, Saint shrugs, and Angel curses under his breath.

      “Fine.” Angel takes the phone that’s resting on the coffee table and throws it to me. “Here, it’s a burner. Read the messages.”

      Curious and trying not to show it, I open the message app. The more I read, the more questions I have. Once finished, I drop my hand into my lap. “None of this makes sense.” Glancing between them, I hold up the cell. “You expect me to believe that this is a conversation between you and my dad?”

      Legs sprawled wide like a king surveying his court, Sin nods. “Yes.”

      I quickly reread the messages. “And he wanted you to torch the garage? He actually asked you to do it?”

      “Yep,” Saint confirms.

      “As a favor,” I finish flatly.

      “That’s right.” Angel rests his chin on his steeped fingers. “Dez asked for our help.”

      I put the phone back on the table, then walk toward the windows, my mind traveling a million miles an hour. “That conversation could have been between you and anyone. There are no names and no places mentioned. There’s a vague reference to what I’m guessing is The Dunes, but that’s it.” I glance at Sin over my shoulder. “You honestly expect me to believe it’s Dez when it could just as easily have been one of you?”

      Sin rubs his index finger across his full lips. “What other choice do you have?”

      My eyes drop to the movement, but I tear them away again. Turning, I stare out the window into the darkness. “Let’s think about this rationally. There are three ways I can interpret this. Option one, I call you guys out as liars and leave. Option two, I call you out as liars and stay. Or, option three, I believe you.”

      “And stay.” Sin’s gaze bores into the side of my face. The heat is so intense I falter at the intensity of it.

      “Y-yeah.”

      “Then, it’s decided. You’re staying.”

      “No, nothing is decided. I’m going through options, not committing to them. Jesus. Are you always this….” My hands flail in the air, doing nothing to clarify what I’m referring to.

      He smirks. “Always.”

      Angel takes the burner, scrolling through the messages. “Would you two hurry up and fuck already? It’s late, and we have shit to do.”

      “Told you you’d lose the bet,” Saint mocks.

      “Screw you,” his cousin mutters. “The sooner they bone, the quicker we can get work done. We’re on a timeline here.”

      “Well?” Sin demands.

      Torn between wanting to run and knowing I’ll stay, I pause, eventually admitting, “Fine, I’ll play along for now. But for the record, I’m pissed at you.”

      He shrugs. “You’ll get over it.”

      “Maybe. But so we’re clear, I won’t get under you again.”

      His eyes flare.

      Saint laughs, and Angel ignores everyone, too busy rereading messages.

      “Okay,” I begin, needing to wrap my head around everything. “Let’s assume Dad contacted you, asking you to burn the garage to the ground.”

      “I’m detecting sarcasm,” Saint muses.

      “You think?” I mock. “I mean, come on. Why would he want you to do that? Sure, The Collector forced him to use the place as a drug stop, but what good would come from getting rid of the place? That garage was his life.”

      “Emphasis on was,” Angle mutters.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Angel looks at Sin.

      Irritated, I cross my arms. “Well?”

      “Dad wanted to expand the drug stop,” Sin mutters. “He told Dez to start accepting drop-offs of illegal firearms. Knowing Dad, he wouldn’t stop there. He’d keep adding to the fucking list until your garage was a one-stop shop for every shady fucker on the west coast.”

      I glance from one guy to the next, trying to see the truth in their expressions. Only, they’re unanimously blank, giving nothing away.

      Throat dry, I rasp, “Are you joking?”

      “No.” Sin’s gaze doesn’t waver. “If your old man didn’t do what he was told, there’d be a hit put on him and his family.”

      My heart leaps to my throat.

      “On… me?”

      Sin doesn’t answer. He doesn’t need to. For once, I know exactly what his silence is telling me.

      “So, Dad’s arrest was deliberate? He wanted to be put away?” It’s hard to wrap my head around my father wanting to be put in prison. Yet, somehow it makes sense. He always ran from his problems, it was his MO. As soon as life got too hard, he sought an escape.

      For once, Saint is serious. “Fucker wanted to try his luck on the inside. Thought it was safer than a life in The Dunes under the thumb of our father.”

      “He’d get the insurance and use it as protection money,” Angel adds.

      “Wow.” Looking away, I consider what I’ve been told and what it means. “He really doesn’t give a shit about me. I mean, I knew it before, but….” My eyes threaten to blur. Pushing the betrayal back, I meet Sin’s stare. “He left me to deal with all of this alone. He didn’t even have the decency to warn me.”

      “We knew.” Sin’s voice is low. “You’ve been on Dad’s radar from the beginning. He was keeping tabs on you, and when Dez was put behind bars, he took an extra fucking interest.”

      “Knowing all this, you still went ahead with burning the garage.” My accusation belies the fragmentation of everything I thought I knew.

      “We’re going to make it right,” he vows, like his words mean anything to me.

      “You’re going to make it right,” I repeat, disdain dripping from each syllable. “And you expect me to take you at your word?” Hell, no. “Not good enough. You need to do better than that if you expect me to stick around.”

      Reaching into his pocket, Sin takes out the white key card Tobias gave him. “We’re going to use this to fuck with Dad’s plans.”

      His eyes are so clear and his expression is so honest, I almost believe him.

      “How?” I hate how, even now, I grasp onto his half-truth. “The Collector isn’t above messing people up for the sheer fun of it. I’ve heard the stories. I’ve seen what he’s done to folks. How are you going to stop him with a damn key card?”

      Sin’s stare darkens. “Trust me. We’re going to make him pay.”

      Trust.

      What a stupid concept.

      How can I trust anyone who betrays me?

      Despite knowing he’s played me from the beginning, there’s a truth in his expression that can’t be fabricated. “Why should I?”

      “Because you’ve got no other option.” I swear, his eyes heat at that.

      Thinking long and hard, I consider my choices. Either I try to escape The Collector on my own, accept that the garage will be a drop-off for God-knows-what, or take a chance on Sin and hope he doesn’t screw me over. Again.

      Christ.

      Knowing there’s every chance my choice will end in heartbreak, I level Sin with a stare. “You’ve got one chance, big guy. Screw it up and I’m gone.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Eight

          

          SIN

        

      

    

    
      Thank fuck.

      Didn’t know how much she had me by the balls until she agreed to stay.

      “Come here.” When Temple’s close enough I loop my finger through her belt hook and pull her down next to me. She doesn’t protest, which is a fucking win. Her body fits against mine like she was made to fucking be there.

      But she doesn’t give me her mouth like I want her to. Like fucking always, she’ll make me earn it. And like a pussy, I’ll do whatever I have to, to get it.

      Saint smirks, the smug prick knowing what’s going on. The ESP bullshit we have is a pain in the fucking ass. Can’t keep a damn secret even if I wanted to.

      Angel glances between Temple and me. Miserable bastard grits his teeth before looking away again. He’ll deal.

      Temple and I are happening, and nothing will change that. She might have started out as a means to an end, but now she’s more than that. She’s mine.

      It’s time we bring her into the fold. That said, there’s no fucking way I’m telling her more than she needs to know. I’ll protect her even if she hates me for it. Hell, I’m counting on it. But it’s for her own safety.

      She’ll get over it, eventually.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Nine

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      “So, what’s the plan?” Seated on the edge of Sin’s chair, I let him wrap his arm around my waist. He might think we’re fine, but I’m not going to let him steamroller me with his intoxicating scent or sexy stare.

      I want answers.

      Sin rubs his finger across his lips, thinking. “We wait.”

      I pause, hoping to God he’s joking.

      He’s not.

      Searching his expression, I try to find a reason for this mistake.

      He gives nothing away.

      “That’s it?” I ask, incredulous. “That’s your plan? To wait?”

      His closed expression proves there’s nothing more to add.

      “Jesus.” Disentangling myself, I move away. “You’re seriously going to sit on your ass at a time like this?”

      “Sure we are,” Saint adds unhelpfully.

      I give him a flat stare.

      He winks. “You love me.”

      Sin nods to Angel. “Show her.”

      Angel gestures for me to sit next to him. He retrieves his laptop from the coffee table, opening it.

      Cautiously, I lower myself beside him. Out of the three of them, Angel’s the one I find hardest to read. It puts me on edge being this close to someone I’m unsure about. But if Sin thinks it’s okay….

      Fuck. I’m a lost cause. The guy can’t plan his way out of an unlocked room, and I still want him.

      Angel turns his laptop to face me. “Check it out.” He points to the eight square boxes on the screen, each showing a different vantage point of The Collector’s office.

      My eyes widen. “You planted security cameras?”

      “Saint did,” he confirms.

      Thinking hard, I try to picture it but come up blank. “But Sin and Saint were searching for something, not setting up surveillance.”

      “We hedged our bets in case we couldn’t find what we wanted.” Angel types in a code I don’t understand, and one of the cameras zooms in to the desk. There’s blood on it, Jack’s, probably.

      Angel points to the screen. “We thought we’d find it here.”

      “Please tell me you’ve got audio. Video surveillance is great and all, but it only tells half the story.”

      Angel considers me for a moment. “We do. I updated the software an hour ago.”

      Figuring this is as close to an opening as I’m going to get, I ask, “What were you looking for?”

      Angel looks from me, to Sin, and back again. His eyes bore into mine as though trying to find an ulterior motive. Since I haven’t fully figured out their reason for doing all of this, I don’t have one to hide.

      Finally, he answers. “We’re after a phone.”

      When he doesn’t continue, I prod. “And?”

      “It’s either in his office, in which case, he’ll lead us to it. Or it’s in his second office.”

      Oh God. “The guy has more than one office?”

      He nods.

      “Have you scouted it yet?”

      “No.”

      “For the love of—” Needing space, I stalk to the other side of the room. “Why aren’t you stressing? Why aren’t you looking for ways to get us out of this situation?”

      Like he doesn’t have a care in the world, Saint rests his feet on the coffee table and stretches.

      Beside him, Sin is still.

      Unbelievable. “Let me see if I understand this correctly. You’re after a cell phone, right?”

      Angel nods.

      “And it’s in one of two places.”

      Saint tries interrupt, but I hold up my hand, stopping him.

      “Let me finish. So, it could be in the office we searched or one we haven’t seen yet.”

      Saint opens his mouth again, but I glare.

      “And let’s not forget, The Collector’s going to know something’s up when he sees the state of the place.”

      “And Jack’s leg,” Saint interjects quickly. “Don’t forget about him.”

      “You’re a world of helpful information,” I deadpan.

      He grins. “It’s a gift. Chicks love it.”

      “Sure, they do.” I focus on Angel. “What are you going to do about the security footage from tonight? Something tells me The Collector’s going to want to know who comes and goes in his office.”

      Head down, he types something on the laptop. “I’ve got it covered.” He shows me the screen. “I hacked into their security through a backdoor and set up a camera loop. He won’t even know we were there.”

      I wait, hoping he realizes the obvious flaw in his plan. But when he doesn’t say anything, I slowly enunciate, “He will when he sees the blood on his desk.”

      “We’ve got it covered,” Sin rumbles.

      My eyes meet his, and even though I want to fight it, the pull between us is all-encompassing. “How?”

      “We’ve got people on Dad’s payroll. They’re dealing with it.”

      Needing more than some vague platitude, I push for intel. “What does that mean, exactly?”

      He stands, then saunters toward me. The scent of salt spray invades my senses, threatening to weaken my resolve.

      Sin takes me by the nape, tipping my head back. His gaze is pinned on my mouth. “It means we’re dealing with it.”

      “I don’t like the sound of that.”

      “I’m not asking you to.”

      Desire sits heavy in my core. I want to press my mouth to his, tease his tongue with mine, and bite his lip until he bleeds my name.

      But I don’t.

      “I’ve got a lot riding on this,” I murmur. “I won’t let him or anyone else jeopardize my future. Don’t expect me to fall back into bed with you.”

      He skims my cheek with his knuckles. “Keep lying to yourself, babe.”

      Tingles spark in the wake of his touch. “Every decision you’ve made since we’ve met proves you only care about yourself. I’ve had enough selfish men to last me a lifetime.”

      “Shit’s different now.”

      It’s the certainty in his words that does it. My heart skips a beat before thundering against my chest. It’s like it wants to escape so it can rest beside his. “How can you be so sure?”

      “When it comes to you, I fucking know.”

      Damn. “You can’t say stuff like that.”

      He ducks his head, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear. “Watch me.”

      Sin turns to his brother and cousin. “Leave. I need to talk to my woman.”

      I pull back slightly. “Your woman?”

      His stare is absolute. “Mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      Once Saint and Angel saunter from the room, Sin takes a handful of my hair, twists it, and tugs. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to stand. Every time you move, you’ll remember how I owned your sweet cunt.”

      With my neck exposed, I should feel vulnerable. Scared, even. Sin’s a massive guy who’s used to getting his own way. Everything about him should trigger me. His cruel words, domineering hold, the way his hard cock rubs against my lower stomach. Memories from my past should flash before my eyes, threatening me with their toxic potency.

      Only, they don’t.

      Instead of fear, power forms, bringing with it a dawning realization.

      Sin would never hurt me.

      He’s watched over me when I didn’t know it, shielded me when I didn’t want it, and forced me to protect myself because he knew I could. He’s shown me time and again that what we have is real.

      It’s time I admit the truth. “Is that a promise?”

      Sin’s pupils dilate to a searing black. His powerful hands skim my shoulders and trace the gentle curve of my spine before settling on my ass. He grips each cheek in a punishing hold. “You know it.”

      Standing on tiptoe, I bite the cleft of his chin. “Prove it, then.”

      Before I can prepare myself, he yanks open the top button of my jeans, lowers the zipper, and tugs off my pants. In a swift movement, he peels off my hoodie and T-shirt, only pausing when I stand, dazed, in my bra and thong.

      His stare burns its way up my body. “Fuck, babe.” Sin’s mouth crashes into mine. He thrusts his tongue inside my mouth, daring me to keep up.

      My hands dive into his hair, teasing, twisting, tugging. I force him deeper, wanting but never quite reaching the satiation I crave. “More,” I pant, writhing against him. “I need more, Sin.”

      He spins me in a half circle. It takes a moment for my vision to clear, but when it does, the couch is before me.

      “Bend over.”  He presses into my shoulder blades, forcing me forward.

      I do as he says and grip the soft fabric, fearing it won’t be enough to keep me grounded. Arching my back, I glance at him over my shoulder. “Like this?”

      Sin tears my panties from my body. He balls them in his fist, raises them to his nose, and inhales. “Yeah, like that.”

      I my bottom lip. “Jesus, that’s hot.”

      Sin shoves my panties in his pocket. Before I can question what he’s about to do, he drops to his knees. “I’m going to spread you open and fuck your cunt with my tongue until you come all over my mouth. Then I’m going to swallow your juices and get drunk on your taste.”

      With my core aching and my body on fucking fire, I nod, hoping to God I’m strong enough to survive this.

      True to his word, Sin spreads my ass cheeks wide. He groans. “Fucking gorgeous. Hold on, babe.”

      I barely have time to grip the cushion before he licks me from pussy to asshole.

      Head thrown back and lips parted, I moan.

      “That’s it. Tell the world who owns your wet cunt.” He swirls his tongue over my clit, then flicks it. Once. Twice. Three times.

      “Sin. Oh God, Sin.” Stars appear, dotting my vision with bright light.

      He flattens his tongue and licks his way to my opening.

      My pussy tightens as sensation builds. “I’m going to—”

      Sin thrusts his tongue inside my pussy, licking the inside walls like it’s his God-given right.

      An orgasm is torn from me. Waves of pleasure shoot from my center as my core convulses, throbbing to the beat of his name. White-hot sensation pours into every cell, burning me from the inside out.

      Forcing my face into the cushion, I muffle my cries. It’s only when my arms shake, legs tremble, and I incoherently beg him to stop that Sin does.

      He bends over my crumpled form, licking the droplets of perspiration coating my nape. “Your taste, babe.” He curses. “It’s the best I’ve ever had.”

      Sin turns me to face him. With a deep kiss that makes my toes curl, he throws me on the couch.

      My hair flies wildly about my face. I don’t try to smooth it, it’s a waste of time.

      The dark promise in Sin’s eyes tells me this is far from over.

      He cups himself through his jeans, his gaze trained on my bare pussy.

      I part my thighs further, wanting him to fill me with his hard cock. “Fuck me.” I palm my breasts. “I want to feel you inside me.”

      “Careful what you wish for, babe.” With a dangerous smirk, he tugs off his T-shirt.

      My mouth pops open on a soft exhale. Every muscle, every ridge and valley, is uncharted territory I want to lay claim to. I reach for him. “Come here.”

      He stares at me through hooded lids. “You know the rules.” Shucking his jeans and boxers, he stands before me naked and so fucking perfect, I want to cry.

      I bite my bottom lip as another rush of dampness coats the inside of my thighs. I can’t look away from his cock. Thick, long, hard. It points right at me, like it knows I’m home.

      “You’re going to take all of me, and you’re going to thank me for it afterward.” Sin crawls the length of my body, his eyes never wavering from mine. He hovers above me, a wall of heat blazing my flushed skin.

      I trace my index finger along his abs until I reach the base of his cock. “I’m going to be the best fuck you’ve ever had. You’ll never look at another woman the same way again, big guy.”

      “That so?”

      “Yeah.” Slowly feeling the length of his thick shaft, I reach the bell-shape head of his cock. It’s damp with precum. Swirling my finger over the slit, I smile when Sin hisses. Raising my finger to my lips, I put it in my mouth and suck. “Mmm, you taste good.”

      Sin’s nostrils flare. It’s the only warning I get before he slams inside me.

      A guttural, pleasure-filled cry escapes me. I wrap my legs around his narrow hips and snake my arms around his neck, needing him deeper still.

      “Jesus fuck.” Sin thrusts his hips forward, bottoming out when he hits my cervix.

      “Again,” I pant, biting his shoulder. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

      Sin rolls his hips, repeatedly hitting the spot I crave. He yanks my hands above my head, his fingers entwined with mine. Staring down at me with heat, possession, and something I’ve never seen before, he murmurs, “Where the fuck did you come from?” Ducking his head, he owns my mouth with another searing kiss. “You’re going to be the motherfucking end of me, Temple.”

      Clamping my eyes tightly shut, I kiss him back with everything I have. My tongue, teeth, and lips declare the truth I don’t say out loud. I’m already there, Sin. I’m yours.

      He breaks away to take one of my nipples in his mouth. Swirling it expertly with his tongue, he sucks it before releasing it again. He repeats the process with my other breast, though this time, after releasing it, bites the tip.

      Arching my back, I silently beg for more. “Yes. Fuck, Sin. More.”

      “You’re not coming until I tell you to.” He skims his hand along my stomach before parting my pussy lips and circling my swollen bud.

      Acute pleasure builds, growing stronger, more powerful with each roll of Sin’s finger. Raising my head off the couch, I tangle my tongue with his. My hips rock in time with his, becoming more fevered and desperate the closer I get to release.

      “Sin,” I breathe, my heartbeat frantic.

      He bites my bottom lip.

      “I’m going to—” My eyelids flutter closed as an orgasm peaks and detonates.

      “You’re going to pay for that.” Sin grinds his hips against my core, eliciting delicious, pleasure-filled pain from my already sensitive flesh. He does it again and again, forcing me to climb the dizzying heights of passion before plunging over the edge once more.

      A cry is torn from me, rasping, tortured, and raw in its intensity.

      Sin roars, his hands gripping my flesh like he’s burning his name into it. He flexes his hips, ropes of cum painting my walls as he empties inside of me. With one final thrust, he stills, breathing hard.

      In the silence that follows, I carefully push his dark hair away from his face. My touch is gentle as I wipe away the beads of sweat peppering his brow. For some reason, I need to see him, hoping that if I do, I’ll witness the real Sin Brandt.

      His eyes soften as he watches me.

      Only, the longer I look, the more unnerved I become. There’s something in his stare that takes me by the heart and squeezes, threatening to tear me apart

      What am I doing? I can’t search Sin’s soul to see if it mirrors mine. There’s no place in my life for a man like him, let alone the heartbreak he promises. Falling in love and showing Sin my true feelings are two mistakes I can’t make.

      I look away.

      With a resigned exhale, Sin rolls onto his back, taking me with him. He drapes my leg across his hips, holding my thigh in place.

      Even though I know I should break the quiet, I don’t. Instead, I consider my next move, my thoughts swirling, each more convoluted than the last.

      Right and wrong.

      Past and future.

      Love and hate.

      They circle above me like a bird seeking a safe place to land. The trouble is, there’s no safety with the son of a mob boss. If there’s one truth I’ve learned, it’s that when people connect, hurt is universal, inevitable, and ultimate.

      So, I relax in Sin’s arms knowing the sanctuary he’s offering isn’t going to last forever. And, even though I know it’s coming, the thought rips my heart in two.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty-One

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      She’s retreating. Five minutes ago, Temple screamed my name loud enough for the next town over to hear, and now she’s quiet as fuck.

      I don’t like it. Doesn’t matter if her naked body is lying across mine, or if her leg is brushing my semihard cock. If she’s overthinking shit, she’s already got one foot out the door.

      Never going to happen.

      I’m not letting her go. My original plan was shot to shit the moment I saw her. Like she was born to be here, Temple’s a part of my life now.

      No matter what she’s planning, I’ve thought of every move and countermove to keep her by my side.

      Doesn’t matter what Dad’s arranging. I’ll fuck up his plans.

      No one is taking Temple from me.

      I kiss the top of her head, inhaling her scent like a greedy sonofabitch. She smells like home. Like she’s always meant to be right the fuck here.

      Christ. Saint’s right. Temple’s got me by the balls. Problem is, I don’t want them back.

      She can fight this all she wants, but it’s always going to end the same way—with her in my bed. Safe.

      I’ll make sure of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty-Two

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      “The Collector is such a cliché.” I observe the snaking line of people skirting the side of the nightclub as it disappears around the corner. Impatient partygoers desperate to get inside talk excitedly amongst themselves.

      Gesturing to the building, I mutter, “Of course his office is inside a club that’s notorious for trafficking drugs, charging for sex, and watering down booze.”

      “Yeah, but not everyone knows what really goes down.” Saint bumps my shoulder. “How’d you learn about Club Red, anyway?”

      “I live in The Dunes. Enough said.”

      “Not anymore, you don’t.” Winking, he strides ahead.

      The reminder of how I’ve spent the last few weeks doesn’t sit well with me. I’ve spent each day waiting for it all to go to hell, since that’s what’s happened in the past. But each moment followed the other, filled with a strange contentment courtesy of my new unorthodox family.

      I tell myself I’m only staying until Jack is sorted. After it all blows over, I’m leaving Bayside. But the lie is suffocating. It squeezes my lungs until I’m on the verge of passing out and nothing except the scent of the ocean can bring me back.

      What a mess.

      “So, this is an in-and-out job, right?” I ask Saint’s back, quiet enough for the people nearby not to hear.

      “Girl, you know you can’t say shit like that unless you want a porn joke.”

      “Unbelievable.” Thinking over the plan Sin, Saint, Angel, and I put together, it should be easy enough to manage. “Break into The Collector’s office, find the phone, and get out without being caught. Simple.”

      Like Saint, Eve knocks into me on her way past. Only her gesture is pointed and aggressive. “Talking to yourself is the first sign of insanity, trash.”

      Refusing to let her get to me, I take a sidestep to regain my balance. She’s been hanging around the house like a bad smell, flaunting her friendship with Sin and Saint like it’s a trophy to be won. The only reason I don’t knock her on her ass is because soon she’ll be a distant memory. Hopefully.

      Eve’s sky-high heels, skintight dress, and inch-thick makeup are overkill, even for Club Red.

      I turn to Sin. “Why is she here again?”

      Eve flicks her hair over one shoulder. “We’ve been through this, like, a million times, trash. I’m the sex. Sex gets information. Take notes, because tonight, I’ll show you how it’s done.”

      “A kidney punch works fine, but whatever floats your boat, Evie.”

      Her smile is condescending. “Girl, you’re so naïve.”

      I’d laugh if she was funny. “If there’s one thing I’m not, it’s naïve. You might be an accessory to the mob, but I’ve been surrounded by criminals my whole life.”

      “Whatever. Watch and learn, trash.” With a finishing touch to her lipstick, Eve snaps her clutch closed and sashays to security.

      The two guys holding sentinel at the front of the club are huge, almost rivaling Sin in stature. But they don’t have his animalistic grace or predatory power. Their muscles are honed from hours spent at the gym, not from real life.

      Eve smiles coyly at both of the bouncers, her manicured nails tracing the chest of the one closest. Leaning in, her mouth parts as she purrs who-the-heck-knows-what in his ear. Whatever she says must work, because he grips her hip, saying something in return.

      She throws her head back, laughing like he’s the funniest guy on earth, her hair rippling down her back in shiny waves.

      Even I have to admit she brings her A-game. “Wow. I’m actually impressed. She’s got him eating out of her hand.”

      Angel works his jaw. He cracks his neck and then his knuckles.

      Shifting beside him, I lower my voice so the others don’t overhear. “You okay?” During the past few weeks, Angel’s given me space, and I’ve done the same with him. While we’re not friends, we’ve found an amicable rhythm that, strangely, works.

      He shoves his hands in his pockets, scowling. “I’m fine.”

      “You might want to tell that to your joints. Crack them any harder, and you won’t be able to type your password, let alone hack the club’s firewall.” I nudge him with my elbow. “You know, when I see stuff I don’t like, and let’s be honest, it’s usually a guy who’s doing it, I picture myself giving him a fly kick to the balls. It always makes me feel better. You should try it sometime.”

      With his stare fixed on the bouncer’s hand caressing Eve’s curves, Angel stills. For a long moment, he’s quiet. Then, gradually, his body relaxes.

      “See? It’s therapeutic, huh?”

      He gives a quick nod. “Thanks.”

      “Anytime.”

      Angel shifts away, calling to his cousins. “My equipment’s in the car. I’m going to get set up before some dumb fuck decides to steal it.”

      Saint gives him a fist bump. “Be safe, bro.”

      Sin does the same. “Any problems, you call. Otherwise, I’ll see you on the other side.”

      With a final nod, Angel heads to the parking lot.

      Sin hooks his finger inside the waistband of my fitted pants and pulls me flush against him. “What’s going on between you and my boy?”

      “Nothing,” I lie.

      “Careful, babe.” His body is hard and uncompromising. “I can read your tells, and I know when you’re hiding something.” Spinning me to face him, he slides his hands into my back pockets and thrusts his hips forward. “Don’t start what you can’t finish.”

      I think back over our time together. It’s been the most intense, fulfilling experience of my life. Sin challenges me, he forces me to be honest with myself and him. Our days have been filled with epic fights, mind-blowing sex, and blissful perfection in between.

      I’ve never felt happier. Which is why, when he looks at me like I belong in his arms, the truth trips from my tongue before I can chase it back. “Too late.”

      I’ve fallen for him. Hard. And one glance at his face tells me he knows it too.

      Sin steals my lips in a punishing kiss. “Damn straight, babe.”

      Saint interrupts. “We’re in, let’s go.”

      Stepping away, I pretend I didn’t show him a part of me I’ve kept hidden from everyone else.

      Sin takes my hand and leads me inside, making it impossible to ignore how our connection feels absolute.

      Needing to focus, I ask, “Why did you need Eve to get us inside? You belong to the mob, this is your dad’s club, doors literally open for you everywhere. Why didn’t you walk right on in?”

      His commanding presence parts the crowd. Guys eye him, wishing they were as built, and women suck on the straws of their cocktails, imagining they’re his dick.

      Sin’s hold on my hand tightens. “This is different. Stay close.”

      “How is this different to anything else? Sure, Club Red is the most notorious place in town, but still.” My voice gets lost amidst the thumping bass. “You’re family.”

      Without answering, Sin leads me, Saint, and Eve to a dark corner on the far right of the dance floor.

      Instinct kicks in, and I scan the room. It’s packed. There are people dancing in front of the DJ, the bar opposite is crammed with drinkers, an unmarked hallway sits on our left, and on our right is a set of stairs leading to a second story.

      With two exits I can see, and at least one I can’t, I figure we’ve a good chance of getting out of here in a hurry if we have to.

      Eve looks at the people around us with an expert eye. “I’ll do a lap and let you know what I find. Keep your phones on you.”

      “Wait,” I interrupt, pinching my brow because I can’t believe I’m about to say this. “Is it safe for you to go on your own? Maybe you should take Saint with you?”

      She pauses but recovers quickly. “Trash, I’ve been sex since middle school. I know what I’m doing. I don’t need Saint screwing it up for me. He’d get distracted by the first attractive woman he sees and forget the mission.”

      “Girl’s got a point,” Saint agrees.

      “Besides, he’s got his own job to do,” she huffs. “And Angel knows my location every minute of the day, because he’s a creeper like that.”

      Knowing that Angel has her back makes some of the tension ease. “Okay, then. Good luck, I guess.”

      Eve gives me a quizzical look. “What’s with you? We were getting along fine hating each other. Don’t confuse my life by being nice.”

      “I don’t have to like you to not want you dead. Jesus, I’m not a sociopath.”

      “Could have fooled me. Look, whatever. I’ve got a job to do.” After smoothing her dress and applying more lipstick, she saunters into the crowd. “Later.”

      Sin stares at me.

      “What?”

      He’s about to answer when Saint claps him on the shoulder. “Holy fucking shit. Bro, who’s that?”

      I follow Saint’s line of sight to the second story. A woman leans against the glass balcony opposite us, holding a drink in one hand. The manicured nails of her other hand tap the railing in the way the perpetually bored do.

      She’s beautiful in a Snow White kind of way, with pale skin, black hair, and red lips. Her white cocktail dress looks expensive, and everything about her screams opulence. But it’s not the woman who captures my attention, it’s where she’s positioned that has my mind kicking into overdrive.

      “Sin,” I murmur, uneasy.

      He’s too busy talking to Saint to hear.

      “Sin,” I repeat, louder this time.

      He turns to me. “Yeah?”

      “She’s not meant to be there.” My eyes scan the perimeter as questions and non-answers swirl before me like unsolved math equations.

      Noticing my seriousness, he shifts closer. “What do you mean?”

      Saint’s too busy gazing at the woman to notice the obvious.

      “The Collector’s last office overlooked the stadium, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      “And we’ve studied what floorplans we could get our hands on, but none were entirely accurate. There was always something off about them, like they were fixed.”

      His tall frame blocks out the strobe lights. “Babe, I know this. What’s your point?”

      “Well, the best vantage point of the club is from up there.” I point to the glass doors behind Snow White. “So, what’s she doing there? Alone? On the balcony outside what’s probably The Collector’s office?” I pause, trying to piece it all together. “Think about it. We assumed your dad would be here, security would be cloaking him, potential business partners would be hanging around the place, and even Jack might make an appearance. But her?” I shake my head. “She’s an anomaly we didn’t account for.”

      “She could be some bitch he’s fucking.”

      I give him a flat look. “When was the last time anyone saw your dad with a woman?”

      His expression hardens. “The day Mom died.”

      “Exactly. The circumstances surrounding her disappearance have fueled gossip sites for years. He’s never been seen with a woman since.” Glancing at the balcony, I will an answer to form.

      Nothing.

      “I don’t get it. What is she doing there?”

      Sin takes out his cell and types a quick message. The reply is almost instantaneous. After reading it, Sin shoves it back in his pocket. “Angel can’t find anything on her. He saw her before we did and put a trace on her, but nothing is showing up. He’ll let us know if anything changes.”

      Throat tight, I force the words out. “That’s not a good sign. If her record is wiped clean, she’s trouble. Either that, or the police have given her a locked file, which means there’s a damn good reason for it.”

      “We should tell Saint.” Turning to him, I find empty space. “Where’s he gone?”

      Muscles tense, Sin scans the club. “Fucker. I’m going to fuck him up.”

      Worried Saint might be in trouble, I look about me. “Do you think The Collector got to him?”

      “Dad?” He shakes his head. “Not his style. This is all Saint. He took one look at that chick and wanted a piece. Thinking with his dick is going to screw everything up.” He curses.

      All the blood drains from my face. “He’s going to get us killed.”

      “Not if I don’t beat the shit out of him first.” Taking my hand, he leads me through the crowd. “Come on.”
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      Sin leads me to the stairs, but as we’re about to reach them, I pull back. He glances at me over his shoulder. “What?”

      My eyes dart left and right. “It’s too open. We need to go where there’s less chance of being seen.”

      Changing direction, we stride back the way we came. After turning down a dark hallway, he uses the white key card he got from Tobias to unlock a door. It leads to the rear of the building.

      “It came in handy, then,” I murmur. “Why would a rock star have the key card to this club?”

      “Revenge.” Sin leads me down an unmarked corridor, this one darker than the last. “His dad’s a dick, has fingers in a lot of pies and none of them legit. It’s Tobias’s way of getting back at him.”

      “By using you?” I furrow my brow. “If anything happens, you’ll take the fall for it.”

      “I know what I signed up for.”

      We come to a stop in front of three doors. All are closed, locked, and identical.

      Sin looks at each of them, and I do the same, my mind piecing together the layout of the building until a virtual map forms in my mind. I tug on his hand and point to the door on the left. “This one.”

      He glances from me, to the door, and back again. “You sure?”

      “Are you seriously asking me that?”

      Despite the shitstorm we’ve found ourselves in, he smirks.

      Goddamn. He makes my breasts heavy and nipples harden. Needing space so my mind stays on the job, I slip out of his hold, reach into the front pocket of my pants, and pull out a hairpin. Waving it in the air, I smile. “Want to see how the pros do it?”

      “Go for it. But put gloves on first.”

      “Like I’d forget,” I mutter, slipping them on. Then, crouching before the lock, I get to work. It takes less than a minute for the familiar click to sound. Satisfied, I stand, putting the hairpin away.

      When I face Sin, his eyes are dark.

      Intense.

      Passionate.

      He stalks toward me. Thrusting his hands into my hair, he steals my mouth in a deep kiss.

      I forget to breathe, think, do anything but melt in his hold.

      When at last he pulls away, we’re both panting.

      “I’m so fucking hard for you right now,” he rasps, his lips glistening.

      Snaking my arms around his neck, I press my aching breasts against his hard torso. “I’m so wet for you.”

      Sin groans, biting down on my neck. “The second this is over, you’re naked and beneath me. Understand?”

      “Done,” I murmur. With effort, I disentangle myself and straighten my top.

      Sin adjusts himself before checking his phone. “Angel says the other side of the doorway is clear.” He pauses. “And if he wants porn, he’ll ask for it.”

      I flip off the security camera.

      Sin gestures for me to get behind him before sliding on his gloves. Cautiously, he opens the door, and we both move into another, darker, corridor. We follow it until we reach a set of stairs. With our gaze set overhead, we ascend them silently, sticking to the shadows.

      There’s another door, this time with a digital keypad to the side of it. I try to judge by the faded numbers what the code might be, only there are too many possibilities. A device like this offers three chances before setting off an alarm. Since I don’t want the entire club to go into lockdown, I don’t risk it. “I can’t pick the code. There are too many variables.”

      His cell vibrates. Taking it from his pocket, he stares at the screen before typing a series of numbers into the keypad. The small flashing light in the corner changes from red to green.

      “Angel’s good, huh?” I murmur.

      “Sure is. Dude can hack anything.” Sin puts his phone away. “Let’s do this.”

      We both make our way inside, then pause. I turn in a quick circle, the hairs on my nape standing to attention. “That was too easy. Breaking into The Collector’s office should have been harder than this.”

      In front of us is the glass balcony overlooking the club. Snow White is nowhere to be seen. Neither is Saint. All that stands between us and the glass is a replica layout of the stadium’s office.

      Only, there’s a slight discrepancy I can’t name. It’s screaming at me to notice, open my eyes and see what’s in front of me. Acting on autopilot, I catalogue the room. Two hidden doors, one to the bathroom, the other we entered through. A desk looking out to the club below with a high-backed leather chair sitting pride of place behind it. A flat-screen on one wall, wooden panels on the other.

      I exhale a frustrated breath. “Something’s not right, I can feel it.”

      Sin is too busy searching the desk to respond. He finds a laptop, opens it, and starts typing. Taking out his cell, he shoots off a quick text.

      I push my hair from my face, annoyed that it’s taking me so long to put two and two together. “Come on, Temple. Think.” When I drop my hands and cast my eyes downward, I see it.

      My heart stops.

      Air is trapped in my lungs.

      Fear curls its way up the back of my throat, choking me.

      “Shit. Shit, fuck, shit.” Eyes wild, I beg for Sin to see it too. “We need to get out of here.” I try to back away, but my legs shake, my knees turn soft, and I barely make it two feet before the trapdoor opens, and from it emerges The Collector.
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      Motherfucker.

      It’s been three years, and I still want to put a bullet in his head. Prick’s got the same smarmy as fuck expression and cocky swagger. He’s too old for that shit.

      Can’t believe I didn’t notice the trapdoor. Damn thing sticks out like dog’s balls. Thank fuck I got to the laptop in time.

      Eyes on my target, I press the enter key. Angel will blow his load over the intel I’m gifting him. He’d better come through on my text. Our lives are riding on it

      “Well, well. What do we have here?” The Collector’s smug face needs a crowbar to it.

      Don’t need a reason. The fact he’s alive and Mom is dead is enough. Fucker’s gotten away with shit for too long.

      People have tried to take him out. Dude’s had more attempts on his life than a hooker’s sucked dick. But the worthless prick won’t die, making his list of enemies almost as long as his disciples.

      Some call it luck. I call it bad planning. There’s no way the boys and I are leaving tonight without fucking him up real good.

      I slide the thin silver box I found into my back pocket.

      His reign over Bayside ends now.
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      He’s taller than I expected. Stronger, too. Even though the guy must be pushing mid-fifties, he’s got the appearance of a thirty-year-old. Everything about him is hard, sharp, and dangerous.

      The Collector strides from the trapdoor like the devil emerging from hell. He straightens the sleeves of his crisp white shirt, his platinum cuff links catching the light. “It took you long enough. You’re slipping, Sin.”

      “Fuck you,” Sin growls.

      “Are you trying to get us killed?” I whisper-hiss at him.

      The pulse at the base of his neck throbs.

      Two security guards flank The Collector. The trapdoor slides closed behind them as they watch us in with cold, dead eyes.

      The Collector clicks his fingers. “Cover the exits.”

      One of the guards touches his earpiece and murmurs something I can’t hear. Then they leave.

      The quiet is deafening.

      It’s only broken by The Collector taking a small remote from his pocket and pushing a button. The glass windows turn a milky white, obscuring our view of the club below. He slides his hands and the remote into the pockets of his tailored suit pants. “We meet at last, Temple.”

      Blood pounding, I reach behind me, gripping the edge of the desk.

      His gray stare is hard, like granite buried in a snowstorm. “You were running the garage because your father is imprisoned. That’s very… brave.”

      Asshole.

      “It seems my son,” he sneers, “has taken an interest in you.” He stares at me as though sifting my vulnerabilities from my strengths until they’re piles of cause and effect he can torment me with. “How’s your father? I owe him a visit. Bayside Penitentiary can be hazardous if you don’t know the right people.”

      My knuckles turn white. “I hope you die in there alongside him.”

      A flash of something so quick I can’t name it lights his handsome features. “You’ve got balls. I’m going to have fun breaking you.”

      Sin moves to my side. “No, you fucking won’t.”

      The Collector shakes his head. “Have I taught you nothing? Never show your cards, son. Especially against a man like me.”

      “I learned from the best, old man.”

      Confused, I silently beg Sin to tell me what’s going on, because this no longer feels like a simple crash and grab job. It’s darker, more treacherous.

      He doesn’t look at me.

      The Collector does though. Turning from Sin, his gaze skims my body with detached interest. “You’re not his usual type. You’re smaller, more…” He waves one hand in the air, as though searching for words. “Tits and ass.”

      When he sees Sin’s reaction, he grins, his white, wolfish teeth a slash across his face. “A lesser man would commit murder for a woman like you.” He gives Sin an impenetrable stare. “Wouldn’t he?”

      “Careful. I’ve got a headstone with your name on it,” Sin warns.

      “See?” The Collector glances at me like we’re sharing a private joke. “You’ve known Sin for a couple of months, and he’s already willing to die for you.” His tone turns biting. “Pathetic. What about you, Temple? Would you die for him?”

      Sin blocks my view of The Collector. “Your issue is with me. Leave her out of it.”

      “Don’t threaten me, boy. The fact you’re still alive is a mistake I’m willing to fix. Temple knows what I’m talking about. She’s done it before.”

      No.

      Please, no.

      Don’t bring that up now.

      The Collector maneuvers himself until he’s facing me. “Haven’t you?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lie, while the world threatens to crash around me.

      The Collector’s eyes bore into mine, stealing my darkest secrets. “Yes, you do. You almost killed your father.”

      My blood runs cold. “No, I—”

      “Tried to strangle him with a cell phone cord, if I remember correctly.” He smirks, as though recounting a funny memory. “Ingenious use of leverage. I laughed when I heard about it.”

      My tongue feels like sandpaper scraping against the roof of my mouth. “How did you—”

      “How did I know? It’s my job to know. And if there’s one thing I’m good at, it’s getting information.” Like the past is written in my features, he lists the atrocities against me. “Rape, abuse, neglect, psychological manipulation. Your father racked up debts along the West Coast with his gambling, prostitutes, and drugs. He was foolish enough to steal from me, if you can believe it. Me.” He plants a hand on his chest, like the notion is ridiculous. “Fucker deserved to die. Pity the police got to him before you finished the job.”

      Agreed.

      Dad was a useless junkie whose only thought was how to get his next fix. It didn’t matter what he had to do or who he had to hurt. If it promised a high, he’d do it.

      Even hurt his only daughter.

      Fear, fury, disgust, and helplessness swirl inside me. The combination makes me sick. But I won’t react. Not here, and not in front of a man like The Collector. He can go screw himself.

      I’d done the right thing. I protected myself when no one else did. Forced into a life of misery, I did what I had to, to survive. And I don’t regret my actions. I’d kill my father every day of the week if it meant I could escape the nightmare he created.

      After the court hearing, I stayed busy. With my file locked, I was free to make a new life for myself. I kept to myself, worked hard, and studied harder. I did everything I could to craft the future I wanted. And no one, not even The goddamn Collector, is going to take that from me.

      “You did me a favor, Temple,” the mob boss continues. “But I’m not the kind of man to return it.”

      And I’m not the kind of woman who expects it. “My dad was a certified asshole. I wished him dead a million times and in a million different ways. Over the years, I saw and did stuff no kid should have to. If there’s one positive to come from all of it, it’s this: I learned to fight. I’ve got him to thank for that, and you to thank for reminding me.”

      Shifting past Sin, I stand before the man who haunts Bayside’s nightmares. “Hurry up with whatever it is we’re doing here. I’ve got better things to do than listen to you talk all night.”

      Dark pools of animosity shimmer across his chiseled features like water reflecting off stone.

      Sin takes my hand, pulling me beside him once more.

      Heartbeat erratic, I wait for The Collector’s next move.

      “Very well.” He takes the remote from his pocket and presses a different button, opening the trapdoor.

      From it saunters Snow White, her expression bored. “He’s coming,” she tells The Collector in a detached tone. Moving to the window, she leans against it and inspects her nails. She might as well be waiting for a damn bus.

      I glance at Sin, wondering what the hell is going on.

      He doesn’t pay me any attention, because his stare is fixed on two massive dudes, one covered in tattoos. They’re dragging something behind them, the heavy bulk thumping against each step.

      When I realize who it is, I instinctively step forward. “Saint.”

      “Don’t,” Sin orders.

      Covering my mouth with my free hand, I choke back a scream. “Oh my God! What’s happened to you?”
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      Saint’s face is barely distinguishable. Bruises paint his cheekbones, and one eye is swollen shut. Blood seeps from a deep cut on his lip, and his clothes are filthy and torn.

      “What did you do to him?” I scream. Mob boss or not, the sight of Saint hurt is enough to make me want vengeance.

      Over the past few weeks, Saint and I have found an easy comradery. He dishes shit out, and I dish it back. He’s made me smile more times than I’d care to admit. Which is why seeing him like this hurts.

      Sin glares at his father. “You sick fuck. You think you can put your hands on my brother and get away with it?”

      “Stupid boy. I own this town and everyone in it.” The Collector strolls toward Saint. Grabbing him by the hair, he yanks Saint’s head back, peering closely at his face. “My men have been busy. I like what they’ve done. It makes looking at my spawn bearable. I can barely recognize him now.”

      “But you’re their father,” I exclaim, shocked at the hatred in his tone.

      “It’s a curse I’m happy to break.”

      Desperate to understand yet not wanting to know, I ask, “Why would you do this to your own family?”

      “You already know why,” The Collector returns. “You were willing to kill your father.”

      “In self-defense,” I throw back at him. “The guy screwed up my life from the moment I was born. What have Sin and Saint ever done to you?”

      “They breathed.” It’s the viciousness of his declaration that shocks me most. There’s no deliberation or weighing up the consequences of his words. He spits them out like a venom that’s been polluting him for decades.

      Rage rolls off Sin in waves.

      “You had a choice, Temple. To let your father continue his life, or end it. You chose to put him in the ground. The fact you didn’t manage to is irrelevant, because the intention was there.” He glares at Sin. “And now it’s time for my son to make a similar choice.”

      Fear holds me hostage.

      The Collector walks over to us, power coiled in every step. “What do you think the price is for double-crossing me?” Without waiting for an answer, he continues. “Maybe you should ask Jack?”

      “No point,” Sin answers. “Dude can’t talk when he’s dead.”

      “Exactly. You know enough of my methods to know that I don’t brook betrayal. He had to go. But I’ve got something special lined up for you, Sin. See, I could shoot you in the head, burn your body, and bury it where no one will find you.”

      “You could try.”

      The corner of The Collector’s mouth quirks. “Or I could slit the throat of your girl right here.”

      “No, you fucking couldn’t.”

      Strangely, the thought of dying doesn’t compare to the pure, unadulterated terror of Sin being taken from me. I flatten myself against his side as though my presence will somehow prevent his psychotic father from acting out his threat against him.

      Unmoved, The Collector spins to face Saint. “Or I could finish off your brother.” He scratches his chin. “There are so many ways I could fuck my boys up. Christmas came early this year.”

      As if on cue, the dude on the right holds Saint up while the tattooed guy on the left punches him in the stomach.

      Saint buckles forward, groaning. His matted hair flops onto his swollen face, sticking to the beads of sweat.

      “Sin,” I hiss. “Do something.”

      He reaches for the waistband of his jeans. Pulling out a gun, he removes the safety and aims it at his father. “Let him go.”

      The bruisers drop Saint and point their guns at us.

      “What the hell?” I shriek. “This wasn’t part of the plan.”

      “Put the gun away,” The Collector orders his son.

      “Why the fuck would I do that?”

      “If you don’t, you’re dead. But if you do, I’ll give you a chance to get out of here alive.” The Collector takes in my petrified expression. “That’s what you want, right? Not to die tonight.”

      Wary, Sin lowers his weapon and puts it away. He keeps his hand on it though.

      The Collector nods. “Good. Now, listen carefully. You’ve got a choice, son. You can either leave with Temple or your brother, but not both. One of them stays with me.” He holds my stare. “That’s your exit strategy.”

      Oh, God.

      The sound of the ocean rushes through my ears, and the floor undulates like a carnival ride, making me light-headed. “No.” My voice is so faraway, I can barely hear it. “You can’t.”

      The Collector would make my father look like a priest.

      Thoughts of what he’d do to me if I was forced to stay have bile burning the back of my throat. I’ve heard the stories muttered in the dingiest corners of dive bars. I’ve seen the evidence of limbs missing, teeth removed, and loved ones tortured. There’s no way I’d survive. Not again. He’d make sure of it.

      I glance at Saint. He’s crumpled on the floor like a broken, discarded toy. I can’t wish the same fate on him, either.

      “If I agree—” Sin begins.

      “Are you out of your mind?” I exclaim. “You can’t seriously be considering his offer.”

      He ignores me. “If I agree to your terms, no one can stop me or the person I choose to leave with.”

      Dizzy, I reach for him. “Stop. You can’t—”

      His father nods. “If you make a choice between Saint and Temple, no one will stop you. You have my word.”

      Sin observes him closely, his expression unreadable. “And afterward, we have immunity. From you, the assholes you hire, and anyone connected with you or the mob—legit or otherwise. We’re off the grid for good.”

      His father’s expression hardens, and a vein in his forehead pulses. “Only if you keep your mouth shut about sensitive issues. Permanently. You’ll know what’ll happen if you don’t.”

      Disorientated and nauseous, I tug on Sin’s shirt. “Choose him. He’s your family, it’s the right thing to do. Choose Saint.”

      Sin doesn’t look my way.

      In my heart, I know it’s the right choice to make. “You heard me. I want you to choose Saint.”

      “Temple is coming with me.”

      “What?” I gape. “Are you insane? No, I’m swapping places with Saint.” I go to do exactly that.

      Sin stops me. “I’ve made up my mind.”

      “Pussy over blood. You always were a heartless bastard, you must get that from me.” The Collector saunters to Saint’s crumpled form. “I’m going to have fun with you.”

      The door crashes open. “Police! Everybody on the ground, now!”

      And it all goes to hell.
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      Five cops rush inside, their guns drawn.

      “Everybody on the ground,” the first calls.

      The Collector grabs Sin around the neck and, using his son like a human shield, jams a gun against the side of his head.

      “Sin!” I scream.

      “Easy, Aaiden,” the first cop warns. “Don’t do anything stupid.”

      “Like entering my office without a warrant?” The Collector sneers. “I’ll have your badge for this, Decker.”

      Sin whips out a six-inch serrated blade. “Fuck you, old man.”

      Oh, God.

      “I’m going to paint the walls with your blood, boy.”

      “Sin,” Decker yells, his gun raised. “We’ve got him in sight. You don’t need to do this. No one is leaving this room. We’ve got the exits covered.”

      Another cop turns to me. “Miss, my name’s Taylor. Come here. I’ll keep you safe.”

      “Like fuck you will.” Sin struggles, but The Collector cracks him in the skull with the barrel of his gun.

      Sin grunts.

      Terrified, I stay where I am.

      “Miss?” Taylor repeats.

      I glance between him and the man who owns my soul, not wanting to go anywhere without him.

      Beside me, a fight breaks out between Saint and The Collector’s men. Grabbing him in a headlock, the tattooed bruiser pummels Saint’s face with his fist while the other kicks him in the ribs.

      “Hey!” Decker calls. “On the ground, all of you!”

      With a final punch, tattooed bruiser knocks Saint out cold. He throws Saint over his shoulder and legs it through the concealed exit, his companion close behind.

      “The fuck, man?” Sin yells. “You said you had the exits covered!”

      The Collector flips the safety.

      Panicked, Decker gestures to his colleagues. “Barrett, Romano, Jones, don’t let them escape.”

      With my gaze fixed on The Collector, I silently beg, Don’t do this. Please don’t hurt Sin.

      “I’m going to enjoy this.” The Collector smirks.

      “Back the fuck up, asshole or you’ll regret it,” Sin grits out.

      “You’re as pathetic as your mother. All talk and no action.”

      Like a goddamn warrior, Sin fists the knife and slams it into his father’s thigh. The Collector howls in pain, dropping his gun. Desperate, he reaches for the knife, but Sin is too quick. He tears it from his father’s leg, spins to face him, and plunges the blade deep in The Collector’s neck.

      Blood spurts from the wound, showering Sin in scarlet rain. Expression fierce, he twists the knife and yanks the blade forward, tearing his father’s larynx.

      A sickening gurgling noise turns my stomach as the mob boss collapses.

      Sin sprints to me, his strong arms enveloping my body.

      Heart racing, breaths ragged, and uncaring that he’s covered in blood, I hold tight. “Sin, oh my God. I thought I lost you.”

      “Not a fucking chance, babe.”

      Cops kneel beside The Collector. Blood gushes from the wound, pooling around him like toxic waste. He twitches, once, twice, then lies still. Eyes unseeing, he stares at the ceiling, the hand reaching for the knife dropping uselessly to his side.

      “Fuck you, motherfucker,” Sin spits out. “Rot in hell.”

      Decker takes out his cuffs. “Sinclair Brandt, you’re under arrest. You have the right to remain—”

      “Fuck that. We tipped you off, asshole. We did your work. You saw what happened, he would’ve killed me if I didn’t protect myself. Call my lawyer. You can question me later.”

      Barret sprints inside, his face red with exertion. “Decker, we lost them,” he pants. “Romano and Jones are casing the perimeter, but it’s not looking good.”

      Decker curses.

      Sin takes my hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

      “But what about Saint?” I protest. “Is he alive? Is he okay? Why did they take him?”

      “Not sure, but I’m going to find out.”

      I look at The Collector’s body.

      Sin notices. “Forget about him. He’s in hell where he belongs. A life for a life. Prick deserved everything he got.”

      Since I know what he’s feeling, I don’t argue. Instead, I take in his blood-soaked features. “Are you sure?”

      “Took three years, but Mom finally got justice.” We stride past the cops. “I’m fucking sure.”

      “I’ll be speaking with your lawyer, Sinclair,” Decker yells. “Don’t do anything reckless like hunt down your brother. Leave it to the professionals.”

      “Fuck you, asshole.” Sin leads me from the club.
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      I slide inside Angel’s car. “I hope Saint’s okay. It doesn’t feel right leaving without him.” Glancing out the window, I search for any sign that he’s escaped.

      Nothing.

      Sin gets in next to me. “He should be easy enough to track. The cops don’t know the mob safehouses like we do.” He leans forward. “You get everything I sent you?”

      Head down, Angel types on his laptop. “Going through it now. Did you get his cell?”

      Sin pats his pocket. “Sure did.”

      “Fuck, yes.” Angel’s screen turns black, green code appearing like a patchwork pattern.

      “What’s all that?” I ask.

      From the passenger seat, Eve glances at me. “Don’t ask. He’ll never shut up about it if you do.”

      Angel’s fingers fly across the laptop keys. “Screw you.”

      “Not even if you drugged me.”

      “Where were you, by the way?” I ask Angel. “I didn’t see you doing anything to prevent guns being pulled on us or Saint almost being beaten to death. You could have locked their torture chamber, prevented them from dragging Saint down there. Maybe even set off a fire alarm and force everyone to evacuate. You could have done something to protect him.”

      “Trash, let Angel do his job.” Eve opens her compact, applying more powder. “It’s the one thing he’s good at.”

      Angel shows Sin his laptop. “Done. The debt is wiped, the trail is cleared, and no one can trace it back to us.”

      “Good man. Did you find out who the fuckers were that took Saint?”

      “Give me a minute.” Silent, Angel types. Then, he lets out a low whistle. “Dude, you’re not going to like this.”

      Sin looks over his shoulder. “Shit.”

      “Shit is right.”

      “When did you last see your screwup brother?”

      “He was cut off from the family years ago. I didn’t recognize him with all those tats.”

      “Storm must have been promoted to second-in-command when Saint and I told Dad to go fuck himself.”

      Angel nods. “We need to move fast. He’ll fuck Saint up if we don’t find him soon.”

      “We will. He can’t get far.”

      Stashing his equipment, Angel starts the car and slides into traffic.

      Sin pulls me to him, maneuvering my body until I’m cradled on his lap. He presses my head against his chest, holding me close. “Do you trust me?”

      Despite everything, the sound of his heartbeat is calming. “I want to.”

      I sense his smirk.

      “How you can think anything is funny when your brother is being tortured by Angel’s brother?”

      “He’s not my brother,” Angel says bitterly. “Hasn’t been in a long time.”

      Sin tucks some loose hair behind my ear. “If anyone will make that fucker regret his decision, it’s Saint. You’ve lived with the guy. You know what I’m talking about. He’s annoying as fuck, stubborn as hell, and will stay alive to spite Storm. Saint will have the asshole wanting to shoot himself in the head by the time he’s through.” He skims his knuckles across my cheeks. “It was all part of the plan, babe. Not our first, but it was one of them.”

      I stare at him. “What do you mean? We’ve been working on the plan for weeks, and offering Saint up as a sacrifice never came into it.”

      “Yeah, it did,” Eve quips. “It was one of our backups. The boys didn’t want you knowing about it.” She snaps her compact shut. “For obvious reasons.”

      Red-hot rage rips through me. “What didn’t you want me to know?”

      “Babe, you’re a tough talker and a killer fighter, but your acting is shit. Everyone would’ve seen through you.” Sin shrugs. “Nothing personal.”

      “Nothing personal?” I repeat slowly, like he hadn’t reached into my chest cavity and torn out my heart. “You think you can lie to me, again, use me, again, and nothing personal is going to cut it?” Staring unseeing out the window, I shake with untapped fury. “You’re something else, Sin Brandt.”

      He’s smart enough to stay quiet.

      Everything we shared was a lie, and I’m an idiot for expecting anything different. Nothing changed over the past few weeks. Sin is still using me and leaving me out of the loop because it suits his end game. I’m the convenience that’ll help him get what he wants. He doesn’t care about me, not really. All he cares about is himself and his stupid revenge plot against his father.

      But I’m no one’s puppet.

      “Don’t,” Sin warns. “Whatever you’re thinking, stop.”

      “Or what?” I hiss. “What are you going to do about it, huh?” When he doesn’t respond, I glare. “Exactly.”

      The moment the car pulls into the drive, I get out, beelining for the front door.

      “Temple,” Sin calls to my back.

      Screw him. Screw all of them. I’m out of here.

      Once inside, I head straight for Sin’s room, kick his door open, and grab my bag.

      He catches up to me, takes my hand, and yanks it from my hold. Spinning me in a half circle, he turns me to face him.

      My hand instinctively reaches out and connects with his chest.

      His strong, powerful chest.

      Awareness cuts through my anger, making me want to scream. Screw it. “Get off me!”

      “Not until you calm the fuck down.”

      I knee him in the thigh, annoyed that I miss his junk. “I’m not going to calm down until there’s miles of distance between us. We’re over.”

      He grips my face, and, with his fingers digging so deeply into my cheeks I’m going to bruise, walks me backward until I hit the far wall. “Nothing ends. You hear me? Nothing.”

      “Fuck you, Sin. I’m done playing these games. Find another woman to do your dirty work. I’m not going to anymore.”

      “You think that’s all you are to me?” His expression is incredulous. “Some hot piece of ass I can use when I want?”

      “Aren’t I?” I fire back. “From the moment we met, that’s all I’ve been to you. You’ve lied to me, used me, and fucked me as a side bonus.”

      “Careful,” he warns, his voice low. “You’re starting to piss me off, babe.”

      But I’m too far gone to care. “Does it look like I give a shit? I’m telling you, Sin, we’re finished. I’m not doing this anymore.”

      “Like hell you’re not.”

      I push against him. “It’s not your decision to make.”

      Like I weigh nothing, he throws me over his shoulder and storms into the bathroom.

      “Get your hands off me,” I pummel his back with my fists. “So help me, Sin, if you don’t put me down, I’m going to—”

      Cold water rains down on me. I gasp as the sensation of ice sliding down my nape makes my skin so cold it burns.

      Sin shoves me against the tiles, grabs my hands, and pins them above my head. “You think I use you?”

      I hate that my knees turn weak.

      Grabbing my hip, he yanks me against him. “You think this is all some joke?” Lifting my leg, he wraps it around his waist, pressing his hardening cock against my center. “Does this feel like a motherfucking joke to you?”

      No, it doesn’t.

      And that’s what makes him so cruel.

      He palms one of my breasts before teasing my hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger. “You’re more than a decent fuck, Temple.”

      I shake my head. “Liar.”

      He yanks my jeans open, thrusting his hand inside. “You’re more than an exit strategy.”

      Anger, sadness, and arousal war within me. Biting the inside of my mouth until I taste blood, I push the emotions back, desperate for control. “You’re lying. You’re always lying.”

      Sin pumps two fingers inside me. “You’re more than a convenience.”

      I resent him for every wave of pleasure he elicits. “I hate you.”

      His eyes flare, flashing with possession. “No, you don’t. You’re a shit actor, babe, and I can see your truth.” In quick movements, Sin tears our clothes from our bodies, not stopping until his wet, naked skin is flush with mine.

      Goose bumps pepper my skin, shivers wrack my limbs, and my lips are blue. I want to move but can’t because everything is locked in place.

      “I see what you’re thinking, and it isn’t hate.” Sin rolls his hips, the bell-shaped end of his cock sliding between my folds before hitting my clit. “Hate would be easy. It’d be the perfect excuse to fuck off somewhere else and blame the world for the hand you’ve been dealt.” Picking me up, he slams me against the cold tiles.

      Air leaves my lungs on a sharp exhale, and with it, the falsehood I’ve been holding onto like a lifeline. But even though we both know how much he means to me and how hurt I am by his actions, I’d die before admitting it. “I hate you.”

      “If this is your hate, I’ll take it every day of the fucking week. You keep spouting venom, babe, but it won’t change the fact that you want me.” He takes my nipple in his mouth. “Or that I want you.”

      My head rolls back, and my eyes flicker shut as his tongue laps me. Damn, he feels so good.

      “Your body doesn’t lie, even if your mouth does.” He bites my pebbled peak. “You’re as far from hating me as you can get.”

      I hiss, my fingers diving into his hair and twisting the soaked strands.

      Sin’s right, I don’t hate him. I want to, but I can’t. A broken part of him calls to a damaged part of me, and it’s impossible to ignore. If I left, I’d be leaving a half of myself behind. It would be the most integral piece, one I never thought existed.

      Sin showed me that I’m capable of love. After everything I’ve experienced, I didn’t think it was possible. He’s shown me that to be brave is to feel, to be powerful is to practice vulnerability, and intelligence stems from experience.

      This could all go to hell. I could be left even more alone than when I started. But I know fear is talking, not truth.

      My truth is right here, before me.

      Which is why, when Sin adjusts the temperature of the water until steam fills the room, I stay where I am.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” he murmurs, claiming my mouth in a searing kiss. “I’m going to spend the rest of my life balls deep inside your cunt, even though you’d sooner kick me in the nuts than take them in your mouth.” Wrapping one hand around my neck, he tips my head back until our lips brush. “You’re the woman I want.” In one fluid shift, he slams me down on his cock. “Accept it, Temple.”

      I cry out, his name on my lips.

      He buries his face in my neck, my name on his.

      We move in unison, our bodies adapting to each other and eliciting sharp, raw pleasure.

      “Sin,” I gasp, my nails scratching the back of his neck.

      He groans. “Fuck, babe.”

      Sin sets a dizzying pace, pumping into me like he’s trying to prove a point. And I get it, I know what each thrust is saying, because my answering moans repeat the same promise.

      I’m yours.

      You’re mine.

      Truth.

      Sin devours my mouth, his tongue dancing with mine. When he shifts his hips, hitting my sweet spot, sensation transforms from electrifying to earth-shattering.

      I moan. “Sin, I’m going to come.”

      His fingers slide from my ass to the inside of my thighs. He yanks them apart, widening me for him. Over and over again he slams into me, each thrust connecting where I need it most.

      Head back, mouth slightly parted, my body tenses, coiled and on the verge of orgasm.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” Sin murmurs against my wet skin. “And so fucking mine. Say it, babe. I want to hear the words.”

      He rubs my swollen clit, pushing me over the edge.

      “I’m yours.” My voice bounces off the walls, echoing back louder than before. Torrents of pleasure flood my body, leaving me breathless.

      Sin’s movements turn brutal as he chases his own climax. With a final stroke, he fills me with his seed, excess cum dripping from my opening.

      Minutes, hours, possibly days pass as we hold each other, our breathing uneven, heartbeats erratic, and souls inexplicably aligned.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty-Nine

          

          Temple

        

      

    

    
      I stare at the ocean. The waves appear purple in the dawn light, the tips of them a rich golden color as they reach for the rising sun before crashing into shore.

      I know how they feel.

      Since making love with Sin, I’m irrevocably changed. It’s like I’m invincible. Nothing can touch me because he owns my heart and I own his. Only, I also know it’s a fallacy because The Collector is dead, Saint is still with his deranged cousin—beaten, likely starved and tortured—and Dad’s garage is a pile of ashes.

      Sighing, I raise the cup of coffee to my lips, take a sip, and grimace. “Yuck, it’s cold.” Emptying it down the sink, I wash and dry the cup before putting it away again.

      I’m not thirsty anyway.

      Two strong arms wrap around my waist, pulling me into a warm, bare chest. “What are you doing up so early?”

      A small smile chases across my lips before falling away. “I couldn’t sleep.”

      Sin presses his lips to my shoulder. “He’s going to be okay, babe. Saint’s been in worse shit than this.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      He skims his nose along the column of my neck. “Because he’s blood. I know what he’s made of because I’m made of it too. He’ll survive.”

      Still, I can’t shake the feeling that we’ve made a terrible mistake. “But what if he’s in serious trouble? What if you made the wrong decision and it should have been me who—”

      Sin spins me to face him, his expression serious. “I made the right choice. Saint knows it too.”

      “How can you say that?” I’m shocked that this strong, intelligent man would choose me over his twin brother.

      “Because it was his idea.”

      “What?” My eyes dart between Sin’s, searching for an answer I can’t find. “Are you telling me that he willingly put up his hand for this?”

      Sin glances over my shoulder. For one heartbeat, and then two, he stares unseeing at the ocean. “Saint and I knew the chances of everyone getting out of Club Red alive were shot to shit the moment we stepped inside. Dad would never let us leave. To prove a point, he’d fuck with us somehow.

      “A week ago, Saint said he’d figured out another way. He wanted to offer himself up as bait without making it look obvious—Dad wouldn’t buy into it otherwise. He said it was a way to infiltrate the ranks from the inside and put in motion an idea we’ve been working on for a while.”

      He pauses. “It was either him or you. You’re the only two who know when to fight. Angel’s decent but would lose his shit and screw everything up, Eve doesn’t know what the fuck she’s doing, and I’m not leaving you unprotected. It had to be Saint, so I agreed.” Sin’s jaw tightens. “But I told him, if he ended up getting killed, I’d bring him back to life so I could do it again. Dude swore he’d be fine, and I believe him. He knows how to take care of himself, and I’d know if something happened to him.”

      “What about Snow White?”

      “Who?”

      “The girl on the balcony of The Collector’s office. Dark hair, pale skin, red lips. Was she a part of it?”

      “Never seen her before.” Sin takes a strand of my hair and runs it through his fingers. “She’s his type, though. Hot to look at but cold to touch. I bet Saint figured she was a way in. He would have blown his load at the chance.”

      “I wonder what her role in all of this is,” I muse.

      “I don’t know.” He tucks my hair behind my ear. “Saint will figure out a way to get her on side. He’s good at making chicks do what he wants while making them think it was their idea.”

      “True.” My small smile disappears. “What’s going to happen to the garage? My whole life literally went up in smoke. I’ve got nothing to fall back on.”

      “You’ll be fine.”

      “How do you know that?”

      “I looked into it. There are government grants you can apply for that’ll cover the costs of a decent rebuild. With the profits, you can buy out your old man and the place will be yours. You’ll stay here, finish your degree, and won’t fucking think about moving east.” He cups my face. “That shit won’t fly, babe. Social workers are needed right the fuck here.”

      My gaze darts between his. “Are you for real?”

      He kisses me, slow and deep.

      “You’ve got it all figured out, huh?” I murmur against his lips. The fact that Sin went out of his way to research a way I can be financially independent from my father means a hell of a lot. “Thank you.”

      He shrugs.

      Wanting him to see that he owns my soul and I’m okay with it, I press my lips to his. “I’m serious, big guy. Thank you.”

      “Welcome.”

      But there’s something that’s niggling at me. “You haven’t asked about my dad. It’s strange, because yours loved talking about it, but since we’ve been back, you haven’t said a word.”

      “Figure if you want to talk about it, you will. You’re not the only one who keeps quiet about shit.”

      “How do you mean?”

      He swallows, looking past me. “Dad killed Mom. I was there when it happened three years ago. He hit her with his cell in his hand. She cracked her head on the side of the countertop and died.”

      “Holy shit,” I gasp. “Sin, I’m so sorry.”

      For a moment, he’s silent. “Dad said he’d kill me if I said anything. The phone he was holding was covered in her blood, and knowing him, he wouldn’t trust anyone to get rid of it.” Sin meets my gaze. “He went to his office straight afterward.”

      Finally, it all falls into place. “That’s what you were looking for. His cell phone.”

      He nods. “And I got it too. I found it in his desk.”

      “What are you going to do with it?”

      His expression turns deadly. “Use it for leverage.”

      “Against who? Your father’s dead.”

      “We’ve got more than one enemy, babe.”

      Mind whirling, I try to process it all. “Biological families can be so messed up. I always thought if I ignored what happened to me, it wouldn’t hurt. Like, the past would erase itself because I locked it away. But I was lying to myself. It never leaves you, not really.”

      Sin takes my chin between his thumb and forefinger, lifting my gaze to his. “The past is there for a reason, babe. Don’t ignore it. Use it to your advantage.”

      “Yeah, you’re right. All I can do is move on. It’s pointless looking backward. Until I focus on what’s ahead, it’s always going to haunt me. What about you?”

      Sin’s eyes are dark yet full of warmth. “You and me are going to make this world our bitch.”

      I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “Yes, we are.”

      “I love you. Want you to know that. If I have to burn down every garage in the country and break into a million offices to prove it, I will.”

      My heart stops, pulses, then pounds against my ribs.

      “I knew you were something special the minute I saw you at the garage,” he murmurs against my neck. “You’re smart, brave, hot as fuck. You call me out on my shit and make me want to be a better man. You’re everything, babe. My everything. I’m never letting you go.”

      “Promise?” I whisper, throat tight and tears blurring my vision.

      Pulling back slightly, he nods. “Promise.” Then he claims my mouth, proving home is in his arms.

      “Good, because I’m not letting you go either.”

      “Fuck, yeah.” Our kiss deepens.

      This is how it’s meant to be, our lips brushing, our bodies pressed together, and hearts beating in tandem.

      I never knew loving someone could be so easy yet fraught with such danger. For years I thought relationships were toxic, poisonous traps that only served to corrupt the weak. But I was wrong. True love is the opposite. It inspires, heals, and encourages people to be the best version of themselves. With Sin, I am that person. And he, in turn, is too.

      It won’t always be easy. We’ll fight, hurt, and possibly question what we’re feeling when life gets too real. But the second we touch, our insecurities will fade, because there’s no fabricating the truth.

      He’s mine.

      I’m his.

      And there’s nowhere else I’d rather be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Sin

        

      

    

    
      Temple’s head rests on my chest, her arm wrapped around my torso and leg hitched over my waist. She’s snoring. It’s soft, but I’m going to tease the fuck out of her in the morning. With any luck, she’ll fire up and throw shade my way. Then, I’ll punish her sweet ass until she screams my name.

      Watching her climax is fucking phenomenal. Head thrown back, mouth parted, tits bouncing—she’s perfect. And afterward, when she looks at me like I’m hers…. Jesus. It slays me.

      I push her hair away from her face and twist it around my finger. Never get tired of touching her. Now that she’ll let me, I’m not going to stop.

      Didn’t think being with a woman could feel this good. Using chicks was my MO for so long, I forgot there was another way.

      Until Temple.

      She didn’t let me treat her like a pawn in my game. Made me rethink my strategy and earn her trust. And now I’ve learned her backstory, I know why. She deserves better than a worthless dick who’s going to use her. My woman spent her life fighting because no one else had her back.

      It ends now.

      The rest of my days will be spent putting her first. I’ll treat her like a damn queen, put her so high on a pedestal she’ll get vertigo. Angel, Saint, even Eve will watch out for her, too. I’ll make sure of it. Real family isn’t forged in blood, it’s built from loyalty.

      My cell vibrates with a message on the nightstand. Careful not to wake Temple, I unlock the screen. It’s so fucking bright, I have to blink a few times.

      Green light, motherfucker!

      Grinning, I put the phone back without replying. Saint will see that I read it, my way of telling him it’s time to fuck shit up. He might give off carefree vibes, but he’s a deadly sonofabtich.

      Best part is, Storm won’t see it coming until it’s too late.

      Temple stirs, brushing her lips against my chest. “Are you awake?”

      My cock’s instantly hard. “Yeah.”

      “Is everything okay?” She looks at me. Even in the dark, her doe fucking eyes pierce me in half.

      I cup her face with my hands. “Better than okay. I’ve got my woman naked and in bed with me. Couldn’t ask for anything else.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “Really? So there’s nothing else you want?” Her small hand wraps around my shaft.

      I grunt, because damn, she knows how to get my attention. “Fuck, babe.”

      “That’s the plan, big guy.” With a teasing smile, she straddles me. Leaning forward, she bites my bottom lip. “Unless you’ve already got what you want. In which case I could—” She goes to climb off.

      “Not a fucking chance.” I roll Temple onto her back, my forearms barricading her on either side of her head. “You’re where you belong.”

      Her smile softens. “I like the sound of that.”

      “Good, because that’s how it’s going to be.”

      She brushes her lips against mine. “I love you. So much.”

      And fuck if I’m not the luckiest asshole in existence. “Love you too, babe.” Since it’s impossible not to, I claim her mouth in a long, slow kiss.

      She whimpers, wrapping her legs around my hips and rubbing her wet heat over my cock.

      I bite her tongue, then thrust inside her cunt. She’s hot, soaked, and so fucking perfect I want to do it all over again. So, I do.

      Throwing her head back, Temple moans, her mouth parting in pleasure.

      I’ll never get tired of the sight, the sound, the feel of her. She’s everything I never knew I wanted. Temple’s mine, and no one, not even Storm, will destroy that.

      

      
        
        Thank you so much for reading DEVIANT SIN! I hope you love Sin and Temple as much as I do! Find out what happens when Saint meets his match in CRUEL SAINT—the chemistry between him and Eden is off the charts!

      

        

      
        Click HERE and start reading CRUEL SAINT!

      

        

      
        Don’t forget about the other hot standalones in the Cruel Desires series! Have you read them yet?

      

        

      
        Cruel Desires Series

        DEVIANT SIN—Temple and Sin’s story

        CRUEL SAINT—Eden and Saint’s story

        BAD ANGEL—Eve and Angel’s story

        VICIOUS STORM—Storm and Ariella’s story

      

        

      
        Have you read the hot standalones in the Rock Me series?

      

        

      
        Rock Me Series

        ALL OF ME (Now FREE!)—Tilly and Kai’s story

        LIE TO ME—Shiloh and Reid’s story

        END OF ME—Willow and Zeke’s story

        SING TO ME—Harper and Drake’s story (Book 1 in the On Tour duet)

        SONG FOR ME—Harper and Drake’s story (Book 2 in the On Tour duet)

        BAD FOR ME—Mae and Tobias’s story

      

        

      
        Turn the page for a preview of CRUEL SAINT, ALL OF ME (Now FREE on all platforms), LIE TO ME, END OF ME, SING TO ME, SONG FOR ME, and BAD FOR ME.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Cruel Saint

          

        

      

    

    
      I may have been born rich, but being arrogant and elusive is no accident. Neither is the carefully cultivated plan I’ve been working on for years.

      

      I’m going to decimate my father’s empire and everyone in it. Including her.

      

      The cold-hearted brunette with the body of a goddess and the mind of a criminal thinks she can play me. She thinks I don’t know every lie that crosses her seductive lips.

      

      She’s wrong.

      

      Destroying her and leaving her defenseless is going to be the sweetest part of my victory. I’ll even smile while I do it.

      

      There’s a reason they call me ‘Saint’.

      
        
        Read CRUEL SAINT HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            All Of Me

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tilly

        Famous rock stars don’t fall for girls like me. With a voice to die for, the perfect bad-boy swagger, and a dirty mouth—I never should’ve fallen for Kai Jenner. But I did… right before I left him.

      

        

      
        Kai

        She left. Screaming fans and willing groupies can’t get enough of me, and the one woman I want to stick around past the concert after-party fucking leaves. I never should’ve said those three words to her. But I did… and I’m going to fucking say them again—when I find her.

      

      

      
        
        Read ALL OF ME for FREE HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lie To Me

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Shiloh

        He’s back. Tattooed rock star, Reid Tate, waltzes into my life like he has a right to be there. His filthy mouth and drop-dead sexy scowl are my downfall… especially when he knows the secret that will ruin me.

      

        

      
        Reid

        I know her damn secret—the one that’ll destroy her. She’s waging a war to keep the truth hidden but I’m done playing that game. I’ll do whatever it takes to claim her… including the unthinkable.

      

      

      
        
        Read LIE TO ME HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            End Of Me

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Love isn’t beautiful.

      

        

      
        And neither is the final riff of my guitar as it bleeds into silence.

      

        

      
        I wait for him to say something, anything. But he just stares at me with his whiskey-colored eyes as if he knows I need him. And I do. My album won’t record itself and he’s the best producer in the business. But I made a mistake.

      

        

      
        I crossed a line.

      

        

      
        Now I’m at his mercy, and his brand of destruction is going to ruin more than my career.

      

      

      
        
        Read END OF ME HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sing To Me

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Never trust bad boy rockers.

        They lie.

        They cheat.

        They grasp with one hand and push away with the other.

        I’m done.

        He’s not.

        And when we collide, this time his heart will be on the line… because I’m not risking mine.

      

      

      
        
        Read SING TO ME HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Song For Me

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I fell for his lies.

        I trusted him with my heart.

        Now it’s shattered.

        Broken beyond repair.

        When the bad boy rocker betrayed me he stole more than my trust, he robbed me of my freedom.

        He begs forgiveness.

        I demand retribution.

        And when we collide, this time he’ll be the one left in pieces… because I’m going to break him.

      

      

      
        
        Read SONG FOR ME HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bad For Me

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m not supposed to crave the drummer of the hottest new rock act or notice his tortured green eyes. I shouldn’t care that he shies away from everyone. I’m a journalist and I have one job to do.

      

      Get the story.

      

      But selling his secrets for tomorrow’s headlines would not only ruin him, it would destroy me. Yesterday, I had a future. Today, I have a choice—career suicide or protect a drummer who hates me.

      
        
        Read BAD FOR ME HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Connect with Lee

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Let’s keep in touch! Join my newsletter.
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