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            "Some chains are made of steel.Some are made of blood.But the cruelest chains of all…Are the ones we mistake for love."

      

    


Dear Readers,

I want to take a moment to express my deepest gratitude to each of you for picking up this book and stepping into the world I’ve created. Your support, encouragement, and love for my stories mean more to me than words can truly express. Whether you’ve been with me since the beginning or are discovering my work for the first time, I am deeply honored to share this journey with you.

If you enjoyed this book, I would greatly appreciate it if you could leave an honest review on the platform where you purchased it. Your feedback not only helps other readers discover my work but also inspires me to continue growing as an author and creating stories that resonate with you.

For those looking to dive deeper into my worlds, I invite you to explore my other works — each filled with love, betrayal, redemption, and unforgettable characters.

📚 Standalone Novels:

Marry Me, Please

A Week With His Mate

Eternal Love

His True Mate

Sweetest Surrounded

Long Live the Queen

Alpha Aidan

🐺 The Lost Series:

Lost

Bounded by Fate

Forged

🔮 The Fated Chronicles:

Fated Chaos

Chained Destiny

Broken Bonds

😈 The Devil’s Deal Series:

A Deal With the Devil

(The first in an exciting new series exploring forbidden bonds, dark secrets, and the war between love and power.)

The Devil’s Price

(A tense, emotional continuation where betrayal, obsession, and redemption collide in a marriage where nothing comes without a cost.)

Each book is crafted with care — whether as part of a series or a standalone — and I hope they bring you as much joy, heartache, and excitement as I felt while writing them.

Thank you again for your unwavering support. It’s because of readers like you that I’m able to keep telling these stories from my heart. I look forward to sharing even more thrilling adventures, emotional journeys, and unforgettable characters with you in the future.

Warmly,

Bernice Martey
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Chapter One: Dent and Destiny
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Morgan

Life has a cruel sense of humor. Just when you think you're catching your breath, it finds new ways to knock the air from your lungs.

I was parked on the crumbling edge of my existence—literally—in the farthest corner of Westbridge Mall’s chaotic parking lot. The late-afternoon sun beat down like a punishment, bouncing off the faded paint of my Volkswagen Jetta—affectionately and appropriately named Rusty. Every inch of the car groaned with age and misery, but it was mine. The only thing left that hadn’t been taken from me—yet.

I clutched the steering wheel and exhaled slowly, trying to summon some kind of courage. Rusty wheezed and coughed before finally settling into a trembling idle. Tonight was supposed to be different. The reunion. The one night I could pretend that my life hadn’t gone entirely to hell. That I was okay. That I wasn’t the girl who’d been abandoned, the woman barely scraping by. Just for one night, I wanted to believe I was something more.

But fate doesn’t care about plans.

I found an open spot and began to reverse when a blur darted behind me. I slammed on the brakes, heart in my throat, narrowly missing a teenager who tossed a smug grin my way before vanishing into the mall.

“Of course,” I muttered, reversing again with a sigh.

That’s when it happened.

A sound like bones snapping. Metal kissing metal in all the worst ways.

A sharp crunch.

I froze. My mind went blank. Then heat surged up my neck as I slammed the gearshift into park and jumped out of the car.

The moment I saw the damage, the air left my lungs.

The car I’d hit wasn’t just expensive—it was obscene. A black Maserati MC20. Sleek, low, beautiful. A machine that belonged on a racetrack, not in a suburban parking lot. Its curves were all elegance and aggression, and now the rear fender had a fresh dent from my clumsy, desperate attempt to squeeze into a tight space.

My stomach dropped.

I stared at it in horror, backing up slowly as the sunlight reflected off the ruined metal like an accusation. I couldn’t breathe.

God, what have I done?

Fingers trembling, I yanked open my purse and pulled out the backup phone I kept buried in the bottom. The screen flickered to life, cracked and sluggish. I opened Google, typed in what little I knew: black luxury sports car, MC20.

There it was.

Maserati MC20.

Starting price: $212,000.

“Shit,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the dull roar in my ears. “Oh my God. No. No no no.”

I dropped to my knees next to Rusty, the hot pavement burning through my jeans, but I didn’t care. My world was already on fire. How the hell was I supposed to fix this?

I ran my hands through my hair, clutching at the roots like I could keep my skull from splitting open. My thoughts spiraled. My chest tightened. The bills waiting at home. The last $40 in my bank account. The rent due next week. I couldn’t even afford a traffic ticket, let alone this.

Tears threatened, but I blinked them back. Crying wouldn’t fix a dented Maserati.

I forced myself to stand, legs wobbly. I had to be responsible. I had to do the right thing, even if it ruined me.

I dug into my purse and pulled out a crumpled receipt. On the back, with a pen that barely worked, I scribbled my name—Morgan Hale—and my number. The ink smudged, but it was legible. That was all that mattered.

I stepped up to the Maserati and gently tucked the note under the windshield wiper. My hand hovered there for a moment longer than it should’ve, like I could somehow undo what I’d done just by willing it.

And then I felt it.

That shift in the air. The kind that makes your skin prickle before you even understand why.

I looked up.

He didn’t walk—he moved with purpose, precise and fluid. Black suit, tailored so perfectly it almost didn’t seem real. Silver cufflinks, understated but gleaming. His eyes locked on me with unnerving intensity.

He was maybe six feet away when he stopped. His gaze dropped to the dent, then to my hand still clutching my purse like a lifeline. He didn’t speak at first. Just looked.

I swallowed, trying to find my voice. “It was an accident. I— I left a note.”

He didn’t look at it. His gaze stayed on me, sharp and unreadable.

“You think that makes it better?”

“No,” I said quietly, though my voice held. “But it’s the right thing.”

A pause.

Then the faintest twitch of his lips—not a smile. More like the ghost of something far darker.

“You just signed your name on a debt you can’t afford to owe.”

I stared at him, blood thundering in my ears. “Who are you?”

He stepped closer. I didn’t back away, but every nerve in my body screamed alert.

“Alaric D’Angelis,” he said, his voice smooth and deliberate. “And from now on, sweetheart... every mistake you make? Every breath you take? That’s mine to collect.”
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Chapter Two: The Devil in a Suit
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Morgan

––––––––
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I SHOULD’VE WALKED away the second I saw him.

Should’ve turned around, climbed into Rusty, and peeled out of that parking lot like the devil himself was chasing me—because in a way, he was. Just... dressed better.

Instead, I stood there. Tethered. Like some invisible thread had caught around my ribs and yanked me still. The world had narrowed to the man walking toward me, and every breath I took felt heavier than the last. My chest was tight. My pulse thundered in my ears, hot and panicked. Every instinct I had screamed run.

But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

Not when his eyes met mine.

He didn’t speak. Not right away. But the silence between us felt weaponized—like a warning wrapped in velvet. I’d lived through enough crap to know when a man wasn’t just powerful, but dangerous. And this one? He radiated danger like it was stitched into the fabric of his suit.

Tall, broad-shouldered, with sharp lines that looked like they’d been carved in stone and polished in hell. His suit was immaculate—dark as ink, tailored to frame a body made for command. But it was his stare that held me in place. Eyes like frostbite—silver-blue, penetrating, impossible to ignore. I felt exposed beneath them, like he could see every flaw I’d ever tried to bury.

And the worst part?

I didn’t want to look away.

“I-It was an accident,” I stammered, forcing the words past lips that felt two sizes too small. I hated how my voice cracked. How unsure it sounded. But it was the truth.

His gaze didn’t flicker. “That’s not how I see it.”

No compassion. No understanding. Just a cold verdict passed without trial.

My name is Morgan Hale.

I’m twenty-four. Broke. Exhausted.

I live in an apartment with mold in the ceiling and dreams that stopped fitting a long time ago. I work a job that barely keeps the lights on, eat ramen more nights than not, and wake up every morning already in debt to the next.

And yet somehow, this man—this perfectly sculpted hurricane—had become the center of my orbit with a single crash.

Alaric D’Angelis.

A name like a blood oath.

I should’ve known from the way his shoes clicked against the pavement that he was used to people getting out of his way. He didn’t have to bark orders—he was the order. The type of man you read about in headlines but never expect to collide with in a mall parking lot.

But life had a sick sense of humor.

“I left a note,” I said quietly, motioning toward the windshield wiper. My hands were shaking. I hoped he didn’t notice.

He didn’t even glance at it. Didn’t acknowledge the effort, the honesty, the sheer panic it had taken to write it. His eyes stayed locked on mine, and something about that stare made my stomach twist. This wasn’t about the note. Or the car. Or the dent.

This was about me.

“Do you even know what kind of car you hit?” he asked. Not with anger—just the faintest flicker of amusement, like he was testing how much I understood about the world I’d just stumbled into.

“A Maserati MC20,” I replied automatically. I’d Googled it five times in the ten minutes I stood frozen in place.

He tilted his head. “That’s a half-million-dollar mistake.”

And just like that, my insides collapsed.

Half a million. I couldn’t even wrap my brain around it.

I’d never seen half a million dollars. Never touched anything worth even a fraction of that. The most expensive thing I owned was my laptop, and even that was refurbished.

“I’ll pay for the damage,” I said—like an idiot. Like I had any earthly way of making that kind of money. Maybe in thirty years. If I skipped rent and stopped eating.

His smile was cruel. Beautiful, but cruel. “No, you won’t,” he said, voice dipped in something dark. “But you’ll pay, Morgan. One way or another.”

My name sounded different from his lips. Like he was branding it.

And something about the way he said it made my skin hum. I wanted to flinch—but I also wanted to listen. And that terrified me more than anything else.

The air between us thickened. I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff, and he was the storm ready to shove me off.

“You’ll hear from my office,” he said, casually adjusting his cufflinks. “Tomorrow.”

Just like that. No screaming. No police. No insurance report. He didn’t need any of that. Because Alaric D’Angelis didn’t threaten. He declared. And the world just... obeyed.

Then he turned on his heel and walked away.

The wind caught his coat as he disappeared into the night, and I was left standing there, breathless and cracked open. I didn’t know how long I stayed frozen, staring after him. Long enough for the streetlights to blur. Long enough for the weight of what had just happened to settle on my chest like a second skin.

I should’ve felt terror. Regret. Dread.

And I did—God, I did.

But underneath all of that, there was something worse.

Something hotter. Hungrier.

Curiosity.

And that was the most dangerous part of all.
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Chapter Three: The Collector
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Alaric

––––––––
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POWER DOESN’T COME to those who chase it—it comes to those who build cages for it and dare it to try escaping.

I never chased anything.

Not money. Not respect. Not even fear. I constructed those things—welded them into the bones of my empire until they answered to my name. Every deal I made, every step I took—it was by design.

Control wasn’t just my preference.

It was my addiction.

And in my world, mistakes were leverage. Weaknesses were opportunities. And debt... well, that was currency.

Which is why I noticed her.

Not because of the car. Or the sound. Or even the obvious panic on her face as she scrambled out of her dying Jetta like it was breathing its last rites. No. I noticed her because she moved like someone holding herself together with threads. Barely stitched. Barely breathing. But still standing.

Morgan Hale.

Even her name had a sharpness to it. Hale. Whole. The irony didn’t escape me.

I watched her from across the lot, unseen behind the tinted glass of my other vehicle, parked just out of sight. I’d come to Westbridge for a meeting—small-time investment, tied to a local tech startup we were about to buy and gut. Nothing important. But the moment she dented that Maserati, my Maserati, the meeting ceased to matter.

She stared at the car like she’d just shattered her last chance at freedom. And maybe, in a way, she had.

I stepped out once she placed the note. Cowardly and honest at once. Most would’ve driven off. She didn’t.

Interesting.

The sun was at my back, casting her in silhouette—messy hair, thrift-store jacket, and eyes that hadn’t slept in days. She looked up at me, and I saw it—the moment her world tilted. Not because of the car.

Because of me.

“Did you do this?” I asked, though I already knew.

She owned it, as I expected. Voice trembling but defiant. Hands shaking, but she didn’t crumble. Her pride was still intact—fraying, bruised—but alive.

Good.

The best contracts are made with those who still have something left to lose.

“You just signed your name on a debt you can’t afford to owe,” I told her.

That wasn’t a warning.

It was a mark.

A line drawn in the sand.

A claim.

Her eyes, wide and wary, locked onto mine. And instead of breaking—she stared back.

Defiant.

Stubborn.

Mine.

She just didn’t know it yet.

“Who are you?” she asked.

I stepped closer, amused by the way her breath caught. Curious. Scared. And yet, she didn’t retreat.

Bold little thing.

“Alaric D’Angelis,” I said. I watched the name settle in her bones like gravity. “And from now on, sweetheart... every mistake you make? Every breath you take? That’s mine to collect.”
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Chapter Four: Obsession in the Morning
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Alaric

––––––––
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THREE DAYS.

Three fucking days since she dented the Maserati and walked straight into my crosshairs like she was meant to be there.

And I hadn’t stopped thinking about her for a single goddamn second.

Morgan Hale.

That name tasted like smoke and temptation every time it passed through my mind—sharp, wild, addictive. She was five-foot-five of chaos in cheap denim and combat boots, a walking contradiction of fragility and fire. And those legs—Christ.

They weren’t just legs. They were the kind of limbs that wrapped tight around a man’s waist when he’s buried deep inside her, the kind that made you forget your own name while she’s gasping yours. Long for her height. Toned from struggle, not vanity. Made for power, for control—and I wanted them shaking beneath mine.

And yet, she didn’t even know what she was walking around with. That subtle hesitance in her steps, like she didn’t know if she was allowed to take up space. I know that look. I’ve seen it in women who’ve been told over and over again that they’re too much or not enough. Women who learn to armor themselves in silence and still manage to stand tall, even when they’re breaking.

But she?

She wasn’t like the others.

I haven’t slept since that night in the parking lot—not because of the car. That’s replaceable. Hell, I’ve had things twice as expensive destroyed and barely blinked. Not because of the meeting I was late to. Not even because of the absurdity of it all.

It was her.

Morgan fucking Hale.

She’s not a woman. She’s a disruption. A living, breathing trigger that pulled something loose inside me. Her voice—God, her voice—shaky, but laced with something unbending underneath. I’ve heard it in every boardroom since. I’ve carried it into every conversation like a brand I couldn’t wash off. That woman got under my skin in seconds—and now? I couldn’t tear her out.

It should piss me off.

It does piss me off.

Because I don’t get distracted. I don’t lose control. I built my life off ruthlessness, off cold, surgical precision. Empires don’t rise from impulse—they rise from strategy. From dominance.

And until now, I’ve kept my appetites in check.

Except when it comes to women. Or more specifically—women who know how to bleed beauty while standing in the wreckage of their lives.

I’ve had lovers. Too many to count. Models. Daughters of oil tycoons. Royalty, even. Women who understood the arrangement and never asked for more. I offered nights. Sometimes weekends. Luxury laced with truth—I never lied about the expiration date.

But Morgan? She was different.

She dented my car, and I should’ve let her go. Filed a claim. Sent the bill. Buried her name in a legal document and forgotten her.

But she looked me in the eyes.

Her voice trembled, but she didn’t flinch. She didn’t run. She didn’t try to charm her way out of it.

She stood there, with cracked pride and trembling hands, and told me it was the right thing to do.

That—that—did something to me.

I’ve watched the footage again and again. Her mouth falling open when she saw the cost. Her fingers shaking when she scribbled her number. The way she dropped to her knees—not for pity, but because the weight of it hit her—and still, she got up.

Resilience. In its purest, messiest form.

No polish. No rehearsed grace.

Just a woman who refused to disappear.

And now, I can’t stop thinking about her.

Her legs. Her voice. Her silence.

Her absence.

That absence is a scream inside my chest.

Because she left more than a number.

She left a mark.

And I don’t do marks. I leave them.

So why the fuck is she the one haunting me?

Why do I find myself wondering if she knows she’s beautiful? If she’s ever been worshipped? If any man’s ever fallen apart between her thighs and meant it when he said she ruined him?

The thought of someone else touching her—someone unworthy, someone who doesn’t know—makes something primal crack open in my chest.

I want her. That much is clear.

But it’s more than that.

I want to own the part of her that still fights. The part that hides behind those tired eyes and still dares to hope.

And if that makes me a bastard? Good.

Because I’ve never wanted clean. I’ve never needed perfect.

I want real. Raw. Wounded. Her.

The morning sun dragged itself across the terrace, painting my estate in gold. The staff moved with quiet precision—guards rotating, breakfast carts rolling, my assistant murmuring the day’s schedule at a distance.

I didn’t hear a word of it.

Because the only name that mattered today wasn’t in my calendar.

It was Morgan Hale.

I picked up the phone and pressed the line that never needed explaining.

“Boss,” came Leon’s voice, steady as ever.

“What’s her schedule?” I asked, voice like cut steel.

He didn’t ask who. He knew.

“She leaves in thirty minutes. Same routine. Brew Ritual for black coffee with hazelnut syrup. Then a short drive to Fairgrove Media.”

I smiled, slow and razor-sharp.

“Send the car.”

Leon hesitated. “Should she be told where she’s going?”

I stared out over my kingdom, watching the light stretch long across the marble floor.

“No,” I said coldly. “Just tell the driver to bring her to me.”

Then I ended the call.

Three days. That’s how long I gave her.

Three days to think I forgot her. That it was over. That her mistake would fade.

Let her find out now—

Alaric D’Angelis doesn’t forget what’s his.

And she’s mine.
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Chapter Five: Coffee, Chaos, and the Devil’s Call
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Morgan

––––––––
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IT HAD BEEN THREE DAYS since the incident. Three whole days of silence.

No calls.

No threats.

No police reports or outrageous repair estimates showing up in my mailbox.

Not even a cryptic text from the man with glacier eyes and a voice like judgment.

For a while, I’d started to believe I’d hallucinated the whole thing. Maybe it had been a stress dream—an expensive one, sure, but still just a figment of my overworked, underfed brain. I hadn’t even gotten a scratch in the crash. Not a bruise. Not a bump.

My car, Rusty, the stubborn old Jetta with more duct tape than paint on the bumper, was still running. I hadn’t won the lottery—but it sure felt like I’d slipped fate’s leash and gotten away with something.

So when my alarm blared at 6:30 a.m. sharp, reminding me that I still had to report for duty at the underpaid desk job at Fairgrove Media that was slowly bleeding me dry, I didn’t panic. I just groaned, kicked off the sheets, and threw on the first outfit I could find that wasn’t wrinkled beyond repair.

By the time I bolted out the door, I was already late—but not too late.

At least, that’s what I told myself as I cursed and sprinted toward Rusty, coffee withdrawal pounding behind my eyes like a migraine on steroids.

“Come on, girl,” I muttered, patting the dashboard after she coughed to life. “You’re a survivor. Just like me.”

Traffic was a nightmare. The usual breakfast-hour chaos, made worse by every working stiff in the city swarming toward the same sacred destination.

The coffee shop.

I parked in my usual spot—three blocks down, thanks to the early birds with corporate salaries and yoga energy—and made a beeline for . It was a tiny place wedged between a dry cleaner and a vape shop, but it had decent prices and, more importantly, knew how to get my decaf order right. I needed the taste, not the jitters. Life gave me enough of those.
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