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        PLEASE NOTE: This series contains dark sexual themes that may be disturbing to some people.

        It is intended for mature readers.

        

        The complete She’s Mine dark romance series is included in this collection and is made up of three parts:

      

      
        His to Take (She’s Mine Book 1)

        

        Brooklyn …

        

        Adrian was my first love.

        The boy I’d always compared all the others to.

        But now he’s a man and he’s holding me captive.

        I’d heard the stories for years but I didn’t believe them.

        My Adrian couldn’t have done the things they say he did to all the other girls.

        But now that I’m with him I see that it’s true.

        I know he’s a monster … and I’m terrified of him.

        But I’m also terrified of the feelings I still have for him … and what those feelings mean about me.

        

        Adrian …

        

        Brooklyn was the only one who ever saw my true self.

        But that was seven years ago … and it might as well have been a dream.

        I had to leave her behind. It was the only way I could protect her from the truth about my family and our business.

        But now a debt must be paid and she’s been brought here.

        And my father has ordered me to break her … to ruin her.

        If I follow his orders it will destroy me.

        But if I don’t … my father will.

        

        His to Take is the first part in a series with a HFN ending. Although there is some closure with the main characters, there are also many unanswered questions that will ultimately be revealed.
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        His to Keep (She’s Mine Book 2)

        

        Adrian:

        
        I thought I was doing the right thing.
        I got her away from him ...

        the man my father sold Brooklyn to.
        But now I'm afraid I can't keep her safe.

        From them ... or from myself ...

        

        Brooklyn:

        I want everything Adrian does to me.
        Even though he doesn't understand it.
        Even though he believes he's hurting me.
        I want it and I want him.
        But I'm scared for my life and I'm scared for us ...

        now that I know we share the same father. 
        

        

        Can Brooklyn and Adrian both escape from their own pasts, and the secrets that threaten to ruin everything between them?

        Can they escape from the men who will stop at nothing to take her away from him and to the man who now owns her?

        

        His to Keep is the second part of a three-part series.
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        His Forever (She’s Mine Book 3)

        

        Held captive by a sadistic member of the mafia, Brooklyn doesn't see any way out other than to take her own life. Will Adrian reach her in time to save her from a fate worse than death at the hands of the man who believes he now owns her?

        

        Adrian:

        

        I can't live without her …

        and I won't give up knowing Brooklyn needs me to save her.

        My only hope is to find the Russian mobster that took her away from me … and kill him.

        If I don't, both of our lives are over.

        

        Brooklyn:

        

        There's no way Adrian will ever find me in this place.

        So I'll have to take my fate into my own hands.

        I hope Adrian will forgive me for leaving this world.

        But I can't let this man ruin me.

        Adrian, wherever you are, please know that I will love you forever.

        

        His Forever is the third and final part of the She's Mine series. It contains dark sexual themes that may be disturbing to some people and is intended for mature readers.
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      "Oh my God, Brooklyn, this is so amazing! When did you find out?"

      "About ten minutes ago, just before I tweeted it. I just got the email that the internship was finalized. I still can't believe it, Sophie," I said in a hushed voice.

      "Why are you talking so low? Where are you?"

      "I'm at the library."

      "Oh, they don't give a shit about that stuff anymore, do they? There's always people talking on their phones in the library especially at Fogelman. Every time I'm in there I forget I'm not in the cafeteria. Even the librarians talk loud there."

      "I'm not at Fogelman," I said in almost a whisper.

      "I can barely hear you now. Where are you? At Kellen or something?"

      "No, I'm not at Kellen, I'm at the NYU library and I have to be quiet, Sophie. I don't want to get kicked out of here again."

      "Oh, yeah I forgot about that," she laughed. "But you have an excuse now, we have to celebrate! We have to go out tonight, Brooklyn!"

      "Okay, Okay, calm down. We're totally going out. I just gotta get a few more things done here and I'll be back in my room. Then we can make all kinds of plans."

      "So what are you going to do? What's the plan? You still have eight weeks of class left right?"

      "Yeah, but I'll be starting the internship before I graduate. They need someone to start right away so it's probably going to be in the next couple weeks. I'm so excited, Sophie. I mean, you know how much I've wanted this. It's exactly what I'd been hoping for. I'll be able to work on my fashion reporting skills and maybe even publish something soon.

      Harper Randyll has columns in all the major fashion publications and on just about every site worth mentioning so I'm sure it won't be long before they let me write for them. But I'll also be able to learn from the best fashion designers in Manhattan. Some of the most innovative designs have come out of Randyll Fashions.

      Plus they have offices all over the world. Maybe after a couple years, I'll even be able to study under some of their designers and Milan. I'm so excited, Sophie, I can hardly stand it."

      "I'm so happy for you, Brooklyn. You deserve this. You've worked so hard, harder than anyone I know. And over the last few years, even with your mom dying and your dad turning into a total schmuck, you really kept it together. I'm so proud of you. You just have to promise to remember me when you become a famous designer. And let me wear some of your designs."

      "Oh, Sophie, you're so sweet. You'll be right there with me. Whatever I wind up doing I'll make sure you're part of it. I'll need an art designer, won't I? I'm just lucky to have such a good friend. Someone who cares so much. I wish I could say the same about my dad. I feel like no matter what I do I'm just an inconvenience or an embarrassment to him. I stopped telling him about wanting to be a designer years ago. He thinks it's all a joke."

      "Hey, don't let him bring you down. This is your night. There's no point in letting him ruin it."

      "Yeah, you're right, Sophie. I won't let him ... woah ... what the hell? My dad is on the other line."

      "You're kidding. Right now? That's so weird that we were just talking about him. What do you think he wants?"

      "I have no idea. He never calls me. Hold on, I'll see what he wants and I'll be right back."

      "Okay, I'll wait."

      "Dad? What's up?"

      "Brooklyn, where are you?"

      "What? I'm at the library, why?"

      "Which library? The one on 14th?"

      "No, I'm down across from Washington Square Park at the NYU library. What do you want?"

      "When are you leaving?"

      "I don't know, about twenty minutes. Why? What's going on?"

      "Brooklyn, just be outside the library in twenty minutes, like you said, okay? Can you just do that for me?"

      "Yeah, sure. Are we getting lunch or something?"

      "No ... not lunch ... just be outside, Brooklyn. I'll talk to you later."

      I ended the call with my dad and switched back over to Sophie.

      "Well, that was weird."

      "What? What did he want?"

      "I don't know. He just wanted to know when I was leaving the library. Then he said to wait outside for him. I asked him if we were having lunch or something and he said no. I don't know what is up with him."

      "Wow, that's weird. Maybe he wants to tell you about your new mommy," she said in a little girl voice.

      "Oh God, don't even joke about that. Most of the girls he's been dating lately are my age. It makes my skin crawl every time I walk into the den at home and see him sitting on the couch in front of the fire with one of them. It makes me wonder what he was thinking about all my friends that I brought home when I was still living there. Was he just drooling all over them?"

      "Probably, and then jerking off in the bathroom."

      "Ew, Sophie, no! Don't even say that!"

      "So, do you think he does one of those online things were he finds a girl and makes an arrangement, then pays them to go on dates? Like a sugar daddy situation?"

      "I have no idea and I don't even want to know. The thought of him doing anything with anyone just grosses me out. I don't want to see him at all. I don't understand why he's showing up today of all days."

      "Well, don't let it get you down. Just see him and let everything slide off your back. And keep thinking about how much fun we're going to have tonight."

      "Okay, thanks, Soph. I'll see you later."

      "Okay, later!"

      I made a few more posts online about my internship and responded to some of my followers who were excited for me, then packed everything up and headed out the front entrance.

      As I walked past the giant columns just outside the entryway, I noticed a black limousine parked on the street right in front of the library which I found odd because no cars were ever parked out there. Two men got out of the limo and walked toward me as I started to cross the street to the park and one of them grabbed my arm.

      "Brooklyn Pierce, please get into the car."

      I tried to jerk my arm away but as I did a hulking man with a thick neck and pants that were way too tight gripped my arm like a vice and pulled me toward the limo.

      "Ouch! What the fuck? What the hell do you think you're doing?"

      "Haven't you talked to your father? You're supposed to come with us," the giant man said with an impatient tone. Just then my phone rang and I looked up at the thug in the tight pants.

      "Do you mind if I get my phone out of my bag?" I asked as I motioned to his hand that was about to pop the skin on my upper arm. He let go of my arm and I pulled my phone out of my purse. It was my dad again.

      "Dad? What's going on? Some guys are trying to get me to go with them in a limo. Where are you?"

      "I'm not coming Brooklyn. I'm ... you have to go with them. You have to go with them and do whatever they say."

      I stood there listening for a few seconds, expecting him to say something that made sense, something that would explain why I had to get into a car with two strange men that looked like they wanted to kill me.

      "You're joking, right? Is this a joke? I'm not going anywhere with these guys."

      "Brooklyn ... you have to. I don't ... you don't have a choice. Listen to me Brooklyn. If you don't go with them I will be killed. Everyone in our family will be killed. Everyone."

      "What are you talking about?" I asked as I turned away from the two giant men and tried to understand what my father was telling me. "Who would ... why would people want to kill us?"

      "Brooklyn, if you go with them no one has to die. But if you don't ... oh God, Lena ... your aunt Lena and your uncle Bill and your cousins in Montauk and, oh God their little girl. You don't want little Marnie to die, do you?"

      "What kind of monsters would kill a four-year-old little girl, dad?" I asked as I turned back around toward the men, who were now talking to some cops that were parked behind the limo. I was relieved for a second. I thought those horrible men would be taken away by the cops, or at the very least the limo would be towed, but the cops were talking to the two men like they were all friends.

      "Dad, who are these men? I don't like the way they're treating me. Please don't make me go with them."

      "Brooklyn, please don't be stubborn ..."

      "I'm not being stubborn! How can you say that? I'm terrified! These men look like they want to kill me! Or worse!"

      "They aren't going to kill you, Brooklyn, I promise. They're just going to take you somewhere for a while and then you can come back home."

      "Take me where? For how long? And why would you let them do this? Are you in some kind of trouble, Dad?"

      I looked back at the men and the cops they had been talking to were now getting back into their car and driving away. The men walked back toward me and looked like they were going to grab my arms so I backed up a few steps.

      "I'm still talking to my dad, do you mind?" I said as I held my phone up to the thick-necked thug.

      "Please don't talk to them like that, Brooklyn. You're only going to make it worse."

      "Make what worse? What have you done?"

      "Everything I've done has been for you, Brooklyn. I ... I borrowed money so you could go to school and live in The Village with your friends and have the kind of life you wanted. I did this for you."

      "Don't make me laugh, Dad. You make it sound like I'm the bad guy here. Like I'm the only one that spent any money. I don't think your lifestyle is so cheap, what with all the young girls you pay to ... keep you company."

      There was a long silence on the other end of the line and finally my father cleared his throat and started talking again.

      "Brooklyn, these people mean business. They are very clear about their terms and they always get what they want. Please believe me when I tell you that you simply don't have a choice and that it will be much easier on you if you just do what they say."

      "How could you do this to all of us? How could you make an arrangement with these people when you knew what the consequences would be? Don't you care about anyone but yourself?" I asked as tears started to roll down my face.

      The man in the tight pants was now leaning up against the limo, staring at me. I turned back around and tried one more time to try to get my father to explain why this was happening to me.

      "But you have a job, don't you? You have the swimsuit business that you and mom started ..."

      "You know your mother was the one with the head for business, Brooklyn. And since she died nothing's been the same. I couldn't manage the business like she did. I thought I could make it work. I really did. You have to believe me. I tried, Brooklyn."

      "So that's it? Now I just go with some strangers because you can't pay your debts? I can't believe you're doing this to me! I can't believe you're letting these men take me away! Dad? Are you there?"

      But there was no answer on the other end. He had hung up. I stood there on the street sobbing and staring at my phone as the two giant men walked toward me again.

      "I'd advise you to stop making a scene. It's not going to do you any good," one of the men said into my ear as they each took an arm and walked me over to the limo. The door opened in front of me and I got in the back like I was told. I was in complete shock. I couldn't believe that my father had just given me away to some strange men. He didn't even seem to know where I was going. He didn't even seem to care.

      "Here, drink this and calm down. It's going to be a long trip," one of the men said as he took a bottle of water out of the fridge and threw it next to me on the seat. "There's food and soda in there too," he said, then shut the limo door. I couldn't see anything that was going on up front so I looked out the side windows as we pulled away from the curb.

      I continued to cry as I watched the streets whiz by and I thought about my dad and how he could possibly do this to his own daughter. Wasn't a father supposed to protect his daughter no matter what?

      I knew my mother would never in a million years have let this happen. It was always her dream that I follow what was in my heart and do my own thing. She told me the last time I saw her in the hospital just before she died that all she ever wanted was for me to be happy.

      She told me that she thought marriage and money were the things that would bring her happiness in life, that she had been raised to believe that.

      She said that she loved the swimsuit business that she and my father had started, but her true dream had been bigger. Too big. She didn't believe in herself enough to think that she could actually go out on her own and be a designer, so she played it safe and sold other people's designs.

      That was something we had in common. I was afraid to promote my own designs as well and wound up reporting fashion trends instead of setting them.

      But now I didn't know what was going to happen or how much of a life I had left to pursue my dreams. My life might be over in a matter of hours or minutes.

      I grabbed the bottle of water off the seat next to me. I didn't even think about whether I should drink it or not but after a few gulps, when I couldn't force my eyes to stay open any longer, I knew I had made a mistake.
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      "Well, I'm sorry but that's the way it has to be, John. You knew the terms of the agreement from the beginning."

      As I knocked on the open door of my father's study he looked up at me and hung up the phone.

      "Come in, Adrian, and close the door. It looks like we have a new transaction to take care of. Another big spender is unable to pay and we absolutely can't let this one slide."

      "Of course," I said as I sank down into one of the massive leather chairs opposite my father's desk and waited for his instructions. "Lucas just got back from Mykonos late last night, but he should be over here soon ..."

      "I'd like you to take care of this one, Adrian. Lucas can be a little rough with the transactions and this girl is special. I have a feeling she'll bring in well over a million on the market if her family can't make the due date. And I'm willing to bet that this debt won't be settled by the girl's father. We've been lending to him every month for just under a year and he hasn't made a single attempt to repay. So, now he has six months to come up with the one million he owes us. We're going to need her in pristine shape. Broken, but with no signs of physical damage whatsoever."

      "I haven't spent much time doing the actual training for a while now, but I'm sure I can handle it, no problem. Who's the girl?"

      "I'm texting you her Twitter page right now," he said as he looked down at his phone. "Her father is John Pierce, you may remember the family from the trip we took to the Maldives about six or seven years ago.

      He and his deceased wife had a fairly lucrative swimsuit business that seems to have gone belly up since the wife's death. Apparently she was the one with the head for business in the family. He has one daughter, Brooklyn, which should have been enough to put the pinch on him. He knew the drill from the beginning but he hasn't made any attempts ..."

      My father kept talking, but as soon as I heard the name Brooklyn his voice faded into the background. I looked down at my phone, at the link I had just clicked on, and there was her face.

      

      
        Brooklyn Pierce; @brooklynbaby; over 850,000 followers; last tweet:

        

        Accepted by #HarperRandyll for fashion internship! So excited!

        #dreamsdocometrue

        Shared 1,452 Liked 289,579

        

      

      I had to take a minute to compose myself. I couldn't believe what my father was telling me. As I stared at the image of Brooklyn smiling brightly I could only make out bits and pieces of what my father was saying to me.

      "... he's been borrowing over one hundred thousand a month for almost a year ... isn't paying back the money ... mid-life crisis ... only seems to be concerned with status now that his wife has passed ...."

      My hand was gripping my phone tightly and I could feel sweat start to drip down my forehead. I didn't know how I was going to convince my father that this wasn't a good idea.

      "From what I know about her, she's a pretty high profile girl, Dad. Do you think it's a good idea to try and move her on the market?" I asked, trying to wrap my head around what was happening.

      Good Lord, not Brooklyn. I thought as the surrounding room turned black and I continued to stare at the image of the beautiful blond girl on my phone.

      "Yes, well most of them are, Adrian, but we really don't have much choice. It is getting more difficult to put these daughters on the market but they bring the most money by far. And we need to set an example here, not just with the Pierce family, but so that everyone that we do business with gets the message.

      You're going to have to make the hard decisions like this one soon, son. You're going to be in the position to make the tough choices, the unpopular decisions that ensure our standing. If we go soft on one of our accounts now, we could lose all of our clout. And not just on the East Coast, Adrian;  all over the world. I know I don't need to remind you of what Lucas did with the Fairchild girl.  If her family, and the families of the other girls found out that we let an account slide we'd pretty much have a riot on our hands.

      We do plenty of business with international law enforcement and I'm sure when the time comes you'll be able to figure out how to negotiate and complete the transaction with her. I'm putting my faith in you on this, Adrian. Don't let me down."

      I didn't know what to say to him, so I lied. I had never lied to my father before.

      "I'll take care of it. Where is she?"

      "She's in transit right now. She should be arriving any time and when she does, she'll go right into the cell. And, like I said, I don't want Lucas to have anything to do with her. I need her in good shape."

      "Absolutely. I'll make sure of it."

      I got up and headed for the door, still in a daze over what was being asked of me. There was no way I could train Brooklyn. No way. The fact that my father had put her into my hands was the one silver lining to this black cloud that hung over me. That meant that my brother wouldn't be able to get his hands on her. He was just as afraid of our father as I was. But other than making sure Lucas stayed away, I honestly didn't know what the hell I was going to do with her.

      "Adrian."

      I stopped just as my hand touched the doorknob and waited. I didn't want my father to see a trace of the panic that I knew was probably plastered all over my face.

      "I'm putting my complete trust in you on this one. I don't think I need to emphasize how important it is that this transaction goes exactly as planned. We've been on shaky ground for a while now with so many rivals popping up with the whole bitcoin craze. If we lose our standing our family is as good as dead. There are at least ten investment firms that are just waiting for us to make one wrong move. They won't have any mercy on us. No one will."

      "Of course, you can trust me," I said, turning towards him but without looking him in the eye. I continued out the door and down the hall then went into my own office. I checked the surveillance monitors in the induction cell and saw that she hadn't arrived yet so I got on my computer and did a little research.

      It looked like she had done what she told me she was going to do. Brooklyn had been busy making a career for herself in the fashion industry. I smiled when I thought back to the summer we had spent together and how excited her face got whenever she talked about her ideas. Fashion wasn't something I was even remotely interested in, but when Brooklyn talked about glimmering, sequin-studded gowns I was captivated.

      I looked through the last month or so of her posts on Twitter, Facebook, and Instagram and I was impressed by what she had done for herself.

      She was graduating from Parsons School of Design with a BFA in fashion design in a couple months and she had thousands of followers on all social media platforms. And according to her last tweet she had just secured an internship at one of the most prestigious clothing design companies in Manhattan.

      Her posts were all positive and full of praise for other designers and no matter how far back in her history I read I noticed that she never put any other designers down.

      That kind of behavior on social media was really rare in any form of business. It seemed like there was so much jealousy and bitterness that poured through so many people's tweets and posts it was astounding to me that those people actually believed it made them look good. When in reality it made them look like complete fools. And there was Brooklyn with her incredibly beautiful smile and the profound kindness I remembered from all those years ago.

      I sat there and stared at a page of images of her at events and clubs and couldn't believe that this was the girl that I was going to have to break and turn into a slave for some cretin to use as he pleased for the rest of her life. I'd seen some of the men that bought the transactions and they were certainly nothing to look forward to. Most of them were vile pigs that most girls wouldn't even give the time of day unless they were being paid.

      As I sat there and thought about this mess Lucas popped into my head again and the idea of him getting anywhere near Brooklyn infuriated me. I didn't think my father knew even the half of what his younger son was capable of, but I had seen it all first hand. I had seen the changes in him over the last decade. I had seen him go from a reckless kid that wanted to do anything in his power to impress his father, like me, to a psychopath that got off on torture and agony and pushed every limit to see what he could get away with.

      I watched him starve girls and then feed their own shit back to them. I watched him leave girls impaled on a dildo five feet off the ground overnight. I watched him remove all the teeth from one girl with a pair of pliers and send them back to her family in a box. But the last straw for me was when he skinned a girl alive, the Fairchild daughter my father had mentioned, then sent her body back to her family in a wooden box.

      My father was particularly pissed about that one because he couldn't make any money off of her at all after that. Not even as a brain dead fuck doll. And money was the name of the game for my family. That and power. If we didn't keep the money flowing, then half of the mob-related organizations in the world would come to a screeching halt.

      Somehow throughout the last few generations, my family is had become the bank for the mob. Investments, offshore holdings, lending; you name it. If what you were involved in had to do with money and something illegal, you went to the mafia. If what you were involved in required a hundred million in capital and was illegal, you came to my dad. And if the mob was harsh about getting the money that they were owed, my family had to be twice as harsh. There was just no fucking around.

      Most people considered us mafia but my father always made a point of telling people that we were just a family in a long line of investment bankers. He was usually pretty vague about the specifics when asked, but I knew the distinction was very important to him. I think it had to do with his grandfather or great-grandfather being snubbed for a high-level position at a family-run investment firm. My father always said that if our family were mafia, he would have never been passed over like that. End of story.

      So, that was why my father didn't want to put a stop to Lucas's antics, he just wanted to try to control them. I, on the other hand, wanted to stay as far away from those kind of business practices as possible. I was right there with him for years. Breaking the girls, then training them to do whatever they were told. For years, I could fuck a couple different girls in three different holes five times a day and would still need to jerk off before I fell asleep.

      I was down there in the underground training grounds with Lucas all day every day. We had a constant stream of girls coming in that would start out in the induction cell for the first few days or a week, and then would be moved to one of the rooms in the main training grounds.

      Lucas and I developed a system that worked very well and the fabulous thing was we barely broke a sweat doing any of what was referred to as our work.

      Although at the height of taking daughters in lieu of payment, when we had four to eight girls down there at any one time, we had to expand the training program a bit. We brought in a few friends to help out and we didn't even have to pay them, they loved the work so much.

      But in the last few years that part of the business had cooled off a bit. Lately, we would only have two or three girls at the most in training and sometimes a pretty long break when there was no one down there at all. I took the opportunity that came with the slowdown to switch my focus to other areas of the business and I let Lucas run amok in the training ground caverns.

      It was apparent to me that my father wasn't particularly concerned with Lucas's reputation as a sadistic loose cannon. In fact, I was pretty sure he was proud of the reaction he got whenever he mentioned his youngest son's name during a negotiation. He didn't seem interested in participating in that level of quality control, as my father called it, but he appreciated the power that Lucas's reputation gave the family name.

      After that incident with the Fairchild girl our family seemed to gain a whole new level of respect that had dwindled over time. Afterward, no matter where we went in the world we weren't messed with, let alone looked at in the eye by people who had felt my family's wrath.

      The weird thing was, we were more well-known than most celebrities. Not by the general public but by anyone who had any ties to organized crime throughout most of the world. And that included law enforcement, airport security, hundreds of thousands of businesses and restaurants,  government agencies in just about every country, rich and powerful families, higher education, you name it. Anything that had even the most remote ties to any form of mob activity had people in it who knew exactly who every member of my family was.

      All I had to do was say my name when I walked into a five-star resort or restaurant and I couldn't take my wallet out without the owner making a fuss. It was hilarious how much people would give away to my family when we were the ones that held the purse strings. We had more money than any of them could even dream of.

      But even with everything he had under his belt my father was always worried about someone else taking over. He had armed guards set up around the villa twenty-four hours a day and he had security men with him at all times. I didn't really remember a time when my father wasn't paranoid of losing status or being over-run, but it seemed like that mental state just came with the territory in this business.

      It all really just boiled down to who had the money. Even some of the high powered mafia assholes were always spending above their means. Like my father said, they were always going to spend it faster than they could steal it themselves and when the money was gone, they always came back to the Bellini family. At any one time, my father could get his hands on enough capital to buy an Airbus or a private island or a fleet of tanks and there weren't many other private investors that could say the same.

      I had been proud of our reputation for a long time. I respected my father's business skills, and I respected the family name, but for a while, I had been losing respect for myself. I just wasn't interested in being involved in the training on the level that Lucas was, so I tried to distance myself little by little. I only involved myself in that part of the business as far as the acquisition of the transactions and the induction period. The rest of it I left to my brother while I took the opportunity to learn other aspects of the business.

      But this new transaction I had been given almost felt like some kind of turning point. I couldn't even bring myself to call Brooklyn that and I knew there was no way I could keep her down there in the training grounds, especially if there was the remotest chance that Lucas would have any kind of access to her. But I also knew that there was no way that I could change my father's mind about her.
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            Brooklyn

          

        

      

    

    
      I tried to open my eyes but between a splitting headache and a dry mouth and throat, I felt like I'd been out partying all night. I kept trying to open my eyes, but I was having a hard time lifting my heavy lids for more than a couple seconds. And every time I did I couldn't figure out where I was or orient myself in any way.

      What did I do last night? Where am I? I thought as I rubbed my eyes and tried to swallow.

      The room spun like crazy when I lifted my head off the pillow so I rolled over onto my side and tried to get a grip on anything that was going on around me. Eventually, I realized that I wasn't in my own apartment because no matter what time day or night it was in there the lights from the sign on the bar across the street came in through my bedroom window, and the room I was in right now was almost pitch black.

      I opened my eyes a bit and I could see some light coming from somewhere but it was far away and it didn't illuminate anything in my immediate area. But what I could see confused me even more. In the direction of the dim light, there were a series of bars that extended across the length of the wall in front of me. Kind of like the bars on the windows of my apartment only much bigger.

      As I slowly sat up in bed the conversation I had outside the library with my father came rushing back to me.

      

      You have to do this, Brooklyn. If you don't they'll kill our entire family. You have to go with them and do whatever they say.

      But where are they taking me? Where am I going?

      I don't know.

      

      So, big surprise, the bottle of water in the limo was drugged. I should have guessed, but that was my first foray into the world of kidnappers and thugs and it didn't even occur to me at the time. I looked around at the metal bars that surrounded me and I had a sinking feeling that I wasn't getting out of there anytime soon.

      I had no idea how long I had been asleep or how long I'd been there. My eyes were beginning to adjust to the darkness and I noticed that only two of the walls were made of bars. I could make out the edges of the twin bed that I was sitting on and, besides the bars, that was pretty much it.

      I put my feet over the edge of the bed and brought them up again quickly as they touched the icy cold stone floor. I set them back down gently and could feel the roughness under my feet as if the entire floor was made of slabs of stone. I turned around and touched the wall behind me and it was rough and cold just like the floor. It almost felt like the space had been carved out of the side of a mountain, like the walls of a cave. It smelled like a cave too. Damp and musty.

      Suddenly, I heard the sound of moaning coming from the other end of the long corridor where the light was coming from. It sounded like a woman who might be in pain. Her voice wasn't loud, it was just startling and unsettling. The tone was almost sad and resigned instead of panicked and fearful like I imagined anything that came out of my mouth right about now would sound like.

      Immediately after that I heard footsteps coming toward me down the corridor and then a bright light flooded the room. I put my hands up and shielded my eyes as I heard the footsteps approaching. I wanted to know who was in the room with me, though, so I squinted through my fingers and saw the large man that had put me in the back of the limousine.

      He unlocked the door to the cell, then opened it and immediately shut it and locked it behind him. Then he set the tray that he had brought in with him on the bed. He didn't even acknowledge that I was there before he turned and walked back to the door and unlocked it.

      "Wait!" I croaked. My voice was almost unrecognizable to me and my throat was so dry that hardly anything came out.

      "Can you tell me where I am? Please?" I said, barely above a whisper.

      The man opened the cell door, passed through it, then shut it as if he hadn't heard a word I said.

      I got up off the bed but immediately lost my balance and had to lean on it to steady myself.

      "Please, I need to use the bathroom."

      The man gestured over to the corner of the cell to a concrete hole in the floor.

      "Over there."

      "That hole? I'm supposed to go in the hole?" I asked in disbelief.

      "Ever heard of a Turkish toilet? That's what you got there."

      He walked off and left me there with the bright full florescent lights shining down on me for just a few moments longer. But as soon as he got down to the end of the corridor I was drowned in darkness again. I heard that same moan bounce off the hollow walls of the corridor again and I figured she must be trying to say something to the man as he passed by her. I wondered if there were any other girls down here besides me and the sad moaner.

      I sat back down on the bed and contemplated the bathroom situation, but I wasn't quite ready to face squatting over a creepy hole in the dark so I decided to hold it for as long as I could. I was incredibly thirsty but I was afraid to touch anything that the man had brought in on the tray. I imagined that whoever had me in this cell didn't really care that much whether I ate or drank anything but I figured I should wait as long as I could.

      I didn't understand how I got there and how my father could just throw my life away like that. It basically confirmed all the feelings I had ever had throughout my life that he didn't give a shit about me. I always felt like I had to beg him to notice things I had done, like accomplishments in school or online.

      I wasn't even planning on telling him about the internship. I knew he would just nod and say something like good job, sweetie, without even looking up from his newspaper. But now that didn't even matter. I couldn't get out of this prison and I had no idea how long these men were going to keep me. Or what they were going to do to me.

      I couldn't even text Sophie and tell her where I was. No one knew where I was. Not even my loving father.
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            Adrian

          

        

      

    

    
      "I see you already checked out the new girl," I heard from behind me as I watched a series of surveillance camera monitors that covered the grounds of the villa and the training rooms in the caverns below. "You know who that is, don't you?"

      "Of course, I know who that is," I said with an edge to my voice. I had hoped my brother would stay away for a while, that maybe he had gone out of the country on another business trip. I really didn't feel like talking to him about Brooklyn, or anything for that matter.

      "We're really gonna have some fun with her, aren't we," he said as he squeezed my shoulders from behind.

      I whipped around and knocked his hands off of my shoulders as I stood up, looking him right in the eye. At 6'2" he was an inch shorter than me and I made sure he felt that inch.

      "Keep your fucking hands off of her, Lucas. I'm not gonna say it again."

      He took a step back and put his hands up like he didn't want any trouble, which I knew was total bullshit. He was always looking for trouble these days.

      "Okay, okay, whatever you say, bro. Whatever you say," he said with a patronizing smile.

      It made me sad to see how things had changed between us over recent years. We used to be really close when we were younger and when we started getting actively involved in the family business, we both took to it quickly. I could tell back then that he approached the job differently than I did but it felt like we were two parts of a team.

      Where I found the honor of the family business a driving force, he seemed to get really excited about the killing and the retribution. He started out doing smaller jobs for my father. Whenever there was someone who couldn't pay back a loan, he would send Lucas out to complete the transaction, as my father always referred to them.

      Lucas had no problem whatsoever removing a limb or breaking bones and it didn't take very long at all before he graduated to killing. And not long after that, he made an art form out of debt repayment and account settling. When our father finally put us in charge of the training aspect of transactions and account settlement Lucas really seemed to come into his own.

      "I really don't see what the problem is, Adrian. She's here as a transaction, right? So we train her, right? What's the difference if you do it or I do it?" he asked has he challenged me with his cold stare.

      "The difference is she's mine. You have other girls down there to train, so go mess with them. If you have any questions about this ask Dad, because he's the one that gave me the order."

      "Since when did you start getting preferential treatment, I'm curious? I mean, she's really just another girl, right, Adrian? Or do you think Dad knows about your fixation on her?"

      I glared at him but didn't say a word. It pissed me off that he knew. I had never said a word to him about Brooklyn, even when we were all together that summer.

      "Don't you think I remember the two of you, all lovey dovey and staring into each other's eyes on the beach? It was really touching. And then once we got back how you would act around anything with long blonde hair and blue eyes?

      As soon as we'd get a girl that looked anything like her you'd pull your gentle dom act and squirrel her away in your private dungeon, keeping her all to yourself.

      You've always been so pathetically transparent, Adrian. I don't know about Dad but you've never fooled me, not for one second. You've been in love with her for, what has it been, seven, eight years now? And honestly, bro, I can't fucking wait to see how this all plays out. My bet is on you losing everything," he said with that creepy goddamned smile plastered on his face.

      I fucking hated the way he was looking at me and I was so close to grabbing his head and slamming it against the wall but the phone in my pocket went off.

      "Hey, Dad," I said as I glared at Lucas.

      "Yeah, he's right here. I was just talking to him about the latest transaction. Sure, hold on."

      I held the phone out to Lucas and smiled.

      "He wants to talk to you."

      Lucas grabbed the phone out of my hand and turned away from me.

      "Yeah? Yeah, he told me. I won't ... Yeah, yeah, I told him I wouldn't touch her," he said as he turned back around looking like he wanted to kill me. "I told you, I won't. Okay, where? When do I need to be there? All right. All right."

      He threw the phone back to me and laughed.

      "Wow, you really got that guy wrapped around your finger, don't you? So, what are you gonna do with her then? Got any big plans for the dreamy dungeon?" he said as he rubbed his hands together.

      I just had to ignore him. Letting him get to me wasn't going to stop his bullshit. If anything he got off on my reaction to him.

      "Well, that's up to me now, isn't it? It doesn't have anything to do with you. She doesn't have anything to do with you, Lucas," I said as I turned away from him and back to the monitors.

      "All right! Geez! I'm getting out of your hair! I'm headed to London. I've got one to pick up over there. I'll probably be there for a while so knock yourself out with your girlfriend while I'm gone."

      "Well, have fun," I said as I gestured for him to get the hell out of the room. As I watched him leave, I couldn't believe how much things had changed between us. We used to be best friends, but now I could barely stand the sight of him.

      "Hey, wait!" I yelled after Lucas. He popped his head back around the doorway.

      "What do you want me to do about the transaction in the training room?"

      "You can do whatever you want with her. I'm just going to leave her in her cage.  Mario takes water and dog food down there every day and she knows where to shit. If you want to take her out and fuck her face now and again, I'm sure she'd appreciate it," he said with a chuckle. "And, hey, don't give me any more of this bullshit about not knowing what to do with the trainees. You know exactly what to do with both of those girls down there," he said with that fucking smile and a goddamned wink, then turned and left.

      I turned around and sat back down in the chair in front of the monitors.  I had a night vision camera on in the cell that Brooklyn was in so I could see what she was doing even in the dark. That was where we always put the new transactions, sort of a place for them to get adjusted to life in the caves.

      The training grounds used to be the family wine cellar for the production of wine on our family vineyard. But instead of making and storing wine down in the caverns, the way it had been done for the last century, the grapes were now shipped off to a centralized location and were blended with grapes from most of the vineyards in this region.

      The wine cellar caves have functioned as the transaction training area for decades because they were secure and soundproof and pretty much undetectable. The girls down there could scream their heads off and no one would hear them even if they were standing directly above the training rooms.

      The caverns stretched on for quite a while and connected three of the buildings in the villa, my house, Lucas's house and the building where we had the business offices. It had been very convenient when one of us needed to access the trainees, but I was starting to wish I had a private place to put Brooklyn that Lucas had no access to whatsoever.

      Brooklyn was still lying in bed. She had gotten up a couple times to drink some of the water that had been brought in on the tray but she hadn't used the Turkish toilet yet. I didn't blame her, those things were horrible. But it's all we offered the trainees. No modern conveniences or anything comfortable allowed.

      This was usually as far as I went with the trainees, except to use them when I felt the urge. But I never went down into the training rooms when I knew Lucas was around anymore. I had no interest in seeing him with one of the trainees and I didn't think what I did with them was any of his business, anyway.

      We would usually leave the new girl isolated in the cell until she was completely disoriented and desensitized to the outside world. She would spend the majority of her time in the dark with water that kept her sedated and no contact with anyone other than the guard, Mario, who would bring the trays of food and water in and make sure everything was secure.

      Every time Brooklyn drank a little bit of the water she would get back in bed and sleep for another three or four hours. I don't know if she knew that the water was drugged or not or if she was just so thirsty that she didn't care. I still didn't know what to do with her, though, so keeping her drugged seemed like the best option at the moment.

      Every once in a while Mario would take advantage of his position and fuck one of the girls in the induction cell and that was another reason I wanted to figure out how to get Brooklyn out of there as soon as possible. I figured I would just tell Mario to take care of the other trainee, use her however he wanted to, and I would make sure he didn't have a key to the induction cell.

      [image: ]

      The sound of my shoes clicking on the stone floor and echoing down the cavern walls filled the dark, empty space as I approached Brooklyn's cell in the dark. I could hear her breathing as well as an adorable little snore as I got closer to the bars. I stood there for a few moments just listening and imagining what was going to happen when she saw who was holding her captive. I wondered if she remembered me, if she remembered that summer we spent together at all.

      I turned to leave but dropped the metal ring of keys out of my hand, and when they hit the stone floor the clatter magnified as it bounced off the walls. I heard Brooklyn gasp and sit up in the bed, then I heard her make some sad little noises like a wounded animal.

      "Who's there?" she asked in a shaky voice. "Please, tell me where I am."

      My heart sank as I thought about her in there in the dark, all alone and terrified. I had never thought about any of the other girls like that. Like Lucas said, there were girls that I had treated differently, given preferential treatment to. But I still only saw them as objects and their begging and pleading and crying usually just amused me or made me hard more than anything.

      I was having a hard time seeing Brooklyn that way. In fact, it felt impossible to see her like the other girls. I wanted to take her out of that cell and walk right out the front door of my house with her and never look back. But that really was impossible.

      As I picked up the keys and turned and walked back down the dark corridor, I wondered if my father would kill me if I tried to leave the business. And with every step I took I became more sure that I was never going to be free of this horrible place.

      I walked up to the cage that held Lucas's trainee. There was always a dim light burning in the main training room where the girls were kept and I could see her curled up in a corner on a blanket. It didn't look like she had bathed in over a week so I wasn't too anxious to stick my dick in either of the holes between her legs. But suddenly I really just needed to get off and she was more than available.

      I didn't even want to take the time to open up the cage and let her out. I just wanted to release the intensity that was building up inside me. So, I told her to get down on her knees and I stuck my cock in between the bars. She immediately started sucking and before I knew it the head of my cock was sliding down her throat. Lucas had really trained her well.

      I grabbed the back of her head and thrust myself into her mouth and down her throat faster and faster until I finally exploded and pulled out. I couldn't even look at her after I was done I just zipped up and walked out. The intensity that had been building up inside me had lessened but it was immediately replaced by a feeling of disgust.

      I was no better than Lucas. I didn't give a damn about that girl. When I thought about her in that cage I felt nothing. I was a monster and this cavern of prison cells was where I belonged.
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            Brooklyn

          

        

      

    

    
      I heard the lock on the cell door click and footsteps cross the stone floor. I didn't know how long I'd been in that prison because there was no way to tell when it was day or night, but it felt like it had been a month. I could barely open my eyes to see who was in the room but I just didn't care. All I knew anymore was darkness and sleep. I didn't want to open my eyes or be aware of anything. I just wanted to go back to sleep.

      I knew the water that they had been bringing me was drugged. Every time I took even a sip of it I just wanted to go back to sleep. I considered stopping drinking it but the thing is, I felt so much better when I was asleep. At least there I could dream that I was somewhere else. But even when I didn't dream, when I slept I wasn't aware of the fact that I was being held prisoner in this horribly cold stone room. So, I continued to drink the water so that I didn't have to be there anymore.

      I felt hands underneath my body. That was the first time anyone had touched me since I had been put in the cell. I tried to open my eyes but the room was pitch black and I couldn't see a thing so I just closed them again. I was scooped up and wrapped in the blanket that was covering me, then lifted off the bed. I was so weak and tired that I couldn't hold my head up and it just fell backward and dangled as it left the pillow.

      I heard the steady click of footsteps as I felt myself move through space. After quite a few steps I heard the familiar moan of the female voice that would appear just before and just after the tray of food and water had been brought into my cell. She was right near me somewhere. I opened my eyes but everything was a blur and upside down from my perspective, so I just shut my eyes again and prayed that I wasn't going somewhere worse than I had already been.

      After being carried up a few different flights of stairs and down a carpeted hallway, I felt my body being set down onto a soft bed and a thick fluffy down comforter pulled over me. It was so soft and warm and cozy that I almost started to cry, but instead I just drifted off to sleep again.

      [image: ]

      When I finally opened my eyes, I just lay there for a few minutes trying to adjust to the light that was streaming in the window. I was confused because I didn't feel the heavy weight of my drugged eyelids or the thick fog in my brain like I had when I woke up in the dark cell. The room wasn't bright, but there was natural light streaming in through the curtains and I could see that I was in a furnished room.

      I had been drugged and in the dark for so long that at first I had a hard time recalling what my bedroom in my apartment looked like. But then I realized that I wasn't back home, or in my old bedroom in my father's house. My brain was still moving a bit slowly and being in an unfamiliar room didn't help. I was still very disoriented, even though I didn't feel drugged anymore.

      I used to know immediately where I was when I woke up in the morning. I used to know what day it was and I could tell by the angle that the sun came in through the window if I had slept through a class or the whole day and was actually waking up at five o'clock at night. But that was all gone now like someone had taken an eraser and wiped that part of my brain away.

      I pushed myself up so that I was leaning on my hands and I looked around. The room was enormous with a dressing table and a desk and round table that was surrounded by chairs. There were also a variety of stuffed chairs scattered around the room that were all dark in color so I didn't realize right away that there was someone sitting in one of them. When I did it startled me but because all of my reactions seem to be dulled I just sat there leaning on my hands and staring at the shadow in the shape of a man.

      "Good morning, Brooklyn," a deep voice said from across the room. "How are you feeling?"

      "How am I feeling?" I didn't even know how to answer that question. Confused ... angry ... scared. Those were a few words that I could use to describe the way that I was feeling, I suppose. But I didn't choose any of them.

      "Dead."

      "Dead? You look very much alive to me," the voice said as its owner remained in the shadows.

      "Well, I might as well be from what I understand. Where am I?" I asked as I started to feel steadier.

      "You're at my villa ... my family's villa."

      "Villa? Like as in France?"

      "Italy."

      "How long have I been here?" My words were coming out so slowly it felt like my thoughts were being poured out like molasses.

      "Six days," said the voice. "You haven't eaten much. I imagine that's why you're feeling so weak."

      "Yeah, that or the drugs you've been feeding me."

      "Yes, I imagine that you feel disoriented from the sedatives as well."

      "How do you know how I feel? You don't know me."

      "Well, I do know who you are, and I know a little bit about you."

      "What do you know about me?"

      "I know that you lived in Manhattan and that you were studying fashion design at Parsons. And that you had a dream once where you wore a long pink dress that was made out of feathers and when you woke up you realized that you wanted to design beautiful dresses."

      I looked into the dark shadows at the shape that was sitting on the chair and I immediately knew who it was. There is only one person in the world I had ever said that to, that I had ever told about my dream.

      When I was sixteen years old, my mother and father took me to a remote island resort for the summer that only certain families even knew about. Certain wealthy families, but also families with certain connections, but I didn't find out about that part until much later.

      My father always impressed upon me how lucky I was whenever we were at exclusive restaurants or resorts, like the private island we were vacationing on. I always felt like he thought that I wasn't grateful enough unless I knew how much money he was spending.

      I blushed as I remembered that dream. It was so long ago I had almost forgotten it. Almost but not quite. But the part I remembered most wasn't the dream. It was the look on Adrian's face as I was telling it to him. I kept expecting him to laugh but he never did. He just smiled as he listened and then told me he thought I would look gorgeous in a dress like that. That was when I started to fall in love with him.

      I didn't even know what love meant back then. I don't think anyone really understands at sixteen. But what else is it when you can't stop thinking about someone, year after year. When you meet other boys and they never quite measure up to that one, the one boy you dream about almost every night. What exactly is that if it isn't love?

      The memories of that summer had kept me happy for years. Whenever I was feeling down, I would think about those days and weeks and the memories always made me feel better. My father was there on business and my mother found ways to stay busy with the wives of all the businessmen who were there for the summer as well. So I went off and entertained myself by finding caves and tide pools along the beaches and that was how I met Adrian Bellini.

      My father had mentioned the Bellini family before but I had only heard the name during vague business discussions between my mother and father. Usually, the conversations that involved that name wound up in a fight so I tended to go to my room and turn on some music whenever the name was brought up.

      It wasn't until I watched this tall, handsome boy walk across the beach over to where I was sitting that I laid eyes on him. His skin was already very tan and as he crossed the beach in just a pair of white shorts I couldn't take my eyes off of him.

      As he drew closer to where I was sitting I realized that he wasn't a boy at all, really he was a man of twenty. Four years older than I was. But boy was all I knew to call someone I liked back then. As he approached, I saw the darkness of a late afternoon shadow on his jawline and when he put his sunglasses on his head to show me a shell with a creature tucked inside, I couldn't stop staring at his gorgeous, dark brown eyes.

      I could never understand the way his eyes made me feel. Like I was at the end of a telescope that he was looking through and I was being examined very closely. Like every ounce of attention he had was trained right on me. It made me feel uncomfortable but it also made every inch of my body tingle.

      I almost couldn't breathe when I would look up and see his eyes focused on mine. Whenever he looked over at me the whole world around us seemed to disappear. It was like the ground fell away underneath me and his eyes were the only thing holding me in place and if I looked away I would fall too.

      We spent a lot of time that summer walking on the beach. He was there working with his father so there were a lot of days I didn't see him, but one of the days we spent together was when I told him about that dream.

      Not long after that day something happened. His family was called away from the island and after that, my dad told me to stay away from Adrian and his brother Lucas, that they were not good people.

      I didn't understand why my father would say that without explaining anything to me and I was angry with him for a long time. But eventually, I started hearing things about girls disappearing in horrible ways and the Bellini family having something to do with it. I didn't understand any of it until now and as I sat there staring at the shadowy figure on the chair I came to the realization that I was now one of those girls.

      It's funny how you don't want to believe things you hear about people you think you know. I couldn't even fathom any reason to be afraid of Adrian even when I heard the stories of kidnapping and torture. I thought they must be lies or gross exaggerations. Now I knew the truth.
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