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    For my readers—both the wild ones just joining the chaos and the fierce souls who've been with me from the start.

Thank you for every page you've devoured, every late-night gasp, every message screaming "WHAT DID I JUST READ?" This story is yours as much as it is mine. Here's to obsession, power, and love that burns through the rules. I write for you. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A sister for a sister—that's the price I pay. But what they never told me is that I would lose my heart to the one I was meant to hate. Now, I'm tangled in a game I never agreed to play—possessive, furious, and in love with the very woman who's bound by his blood. It's not just my vengeance at stake anymore, it's my soul." 

      

    


Dear Readers,

––––––––
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I WANT TO TAKE A MOMENT to express my deepest gratitude to each of you for picking up this book and immersing yourself in its world. Your support, encouragement, and love for my stories mean more to me than words can convey. Whether you've been a loyal reader since the beginning or are discovering my work for the first time, I’m truly 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 grow as an author and continue creating stories that resonate with you.

For those looking to dive deeper into my worlds, I have a wide range of novels waiting for you to explore:

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 that explores forbidden bonds, dark secrets, and the fight between love and power.)

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

Thank you once again for your unwavering support. It’s because of readers like you that I’m able to continue doing what I love. I look forward to sharing even more thrilling adventures, heartfelt moments, and unforgettable characters with you in the future.

Warmly,

Bernice Martey
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Chapter 1
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The thrum of bass pulsed through the air, each beat a vibration that seemed to settle in my chest as we stepped into the club. It was packed, bodies moving together under flashing lights that painted the crowd in neon hues. The scent of sweat and spilled cocktails mingled with the faint tang of perfume and cologne. Typical Friday night chaos, orchestrated perfectly by my best friend, Rina, who lived for nights like these.

“Liv, hurry up!” She called over her shoulder, her sequined dress catching the light like a thousand tiny mirrors. “You’re ruining my grand entrance.”

I rolled my eyes and quickened my pace, dodging a couple having an aggressive makeout session by the club's door. Watching them, a familiar pang settled in my chest—not jealousy, not longing, but something closer to frustration. It wasn’t that I was against romance or even a passionate moment like theirs. It was the casualness of it all—the way people tossed themselves into fleeting connections like confetti, knowing they’d sweep it all away by morning. That wasn’t what I wanted.

To me, love was not a game or a transient spark. It wasn't about accumulating points, chasing thrills, or seeing how quickly you could knock someone down before going on to the next. I wanted something authentic. Something that did not feel like a sale or a conquest. I wanted a love that felt stable, not something that would vanish when things became difficult.

And perhaps that is why dating seemed hard for me. Every guy I'd met appeared to view relationships as either a playground or a battleground. They either wanted flings with no strings attached or demanded complete control over your life. Respect, loyalty, and trust sounded like strange ideals to many guys, especially in this situation.

I have tried before. My first boyfriend, Ethan, looked wonderful at first. Sweet, pleasant, and always ready with a joke to brighten the situation. However, a few months in, fractures began to appear. He would leave for days without saying anything, only to return with some bogus explanation about being "too busy."" Relax, Liv." You're overly tense. You don't own me, you understand." That's when I knew he wasn't searching for a partner, but for someone who would endure his actions without question. I walked away the next day.

Then there was Daniel, who, for a while, gave me hope that I'd finally discovered someone different. He'd pick me up from work with my favorite coffee, schedule meaningful dates, and tell me how much he admired my independence. But as time went on, his compliments turned into backhanded remarks. "Why do you always have to be so opinionated?" he'd inquire. "Do you really think your career matters more than starting a family someday?" By the end, he wasn't asking questions but making demands. The final straw was when he showed up unannounced to a girls' night, enraged that I hadn't informed him ahead. "If you cared about me, you wouldn't hide things," he said angrily. That night, I determined my peace was more important than his insecurities.

Each experience left a bitter taste in my mouth, not just because of the heartbreak but because they’d made me question myself. Was I asking for too much? Was wanting a partner who saw me as an equal and valued my boundaries unrealistic?

No, I reminded myself. It wasn’t. I’d rather be single than settle for someone who couldn’t respect me. I deserved more than a boy who saw relationships as games or power struggles. I wanted love—the kind that was steady and real, where both people lifted each other up. The kind my brother mocked endlessly, calling me a hopeless romantic.

Of course, his skepticism made sense, considering his revolving door of casual flings. Liam treated women like interchangeable accessories, never sticking around long enough to even remember their last names. It drove me insane sometimes. How do you even look at yourself in the mirror? I’d asked him once. “It’s not my fault they get attached. I’m honest from the start.”

But honesty didn’t make it better. It didn’t erase the hurt he left behind. If anything, it only deepened my resolve. If I was going to give my heart to someone, they’d have to earn it. And if that meant waiting longer or walking through life alone, so be it. Some things were worth the wait.

I’d seen too much of the aftermath, too—women left in tears, questioning their worth, because someone couldn’t be bothered to treat them with decency. Hell, I’d seen it firsthand, watching my brother juggle women like they were disposable toys.

My twin brother, Liam, has an effortless charisma that drew women to him. He was attractive, confident, and knew just what to say to make someone feel special. But the appeal was a double-edged sword. He dumped them as swiftly as he had acquired them, leaving a path of shattered hearts in his wake. It enraged me. How could someone be so careless with something as delicate as someone else's emotions?

"People know what they're signing up for," Liam would remark whenever I challenged him about it, as if it excused his actions. But it did not. Not for me. Women were not items that he could acquire and discard when he became bored. People deserved better than his half-hearted promises and selfishness. games.

I didn’t want someone like Liam in my life—not as a partner, at least. I wanted a man who saw me not as a challenge to conquer or an accessory to boost his ego, but as a partner. Someone who’d walk through life with me, side by side. Someone kind, steady, and honest.

My future husband, if he was out there, had to be the type of man who valued respect as much as I did. He wouldn’t shy away from hard conversations or disappear when things got messy. He’d treat me like an equal, listen when I spoke, and never make me question my worth. And most importantly, he’d love me for who I was—flaws and all.

Was it too much to ask? Some days it felt like it. Love like that seemed rare these days, buried under the noise of hookups, betrayals, and fleeting attractions. But I refused to settle. I’d rather be alone than compromise on something as important as my heart.

So, no, I did not need a man's attention tonight.I didn't want to dance, drink, or hear some ridiculous pickup line whispered in my ear. I wasn't present for any of that. I was there for my friends, for the laughing, the music, and the sheer delight of the occasion. Love, true love, can wait. I'd recognize it when I found it—or when it found me.

Behind me, Keisha, Rina’s younger cousin, adjusted her halter top, already drawing attention from every guy in the vicinity. Zara, our self-appointed bodyguard for the night, looked as composed as ever, her expression screaming, I don’t want to be here, but her stance ready to step in if things got out of hand.

“I can’t believe you dragged me out here,” I muttered to Rina as we made our way to the VIP booth she had somehow managed to reserve.

“You’re welcome,” she replied smugly, leading us through the crowd. “This is exactly what you need, Liv. A little fun, some drinks, and maybe a dance or two. You’ve been way too uptight lately.”

“I’m perfectly fine being uptight,” I shot back, sliding into the plush leather seat. “It’s called having standards.”

Rina just smirked, already signaling for a round of drinks. “Standards are overrated.”

A cheerful waiter who had clearly decided that Rina was his favorite customer for the evening accompanied the quick arrival of the first round of shots. She passed them around with a flourish, raising her glass high.

“To us!” she declared.

“To what?” Keisha asked, giggling.

“To absolutely nothing,” Rina replied, laughing. “But also to everything. To us being fabulous, single, and unstoppable.”

I raised my glass reluctantly, clinking it against theirs. The tequila burned its way down my throat, but the warmth that followed was oddly comforting.

The music shifted to a faster beat, and Rina practically dragged Keisha to the dance floor. Zara followed at a more sedate pace, leaving me alone at the booth. Not that I minded. The view from here was better—chaos at a safe distance. I leaned back, watching my friends throw themselves into the music, their energy contagious even from where I sat.

“You’re missing out,” Zara called when she passed by, her eyes narrowing in mock judgment.

“I’m fine right here,” I replied, lifting my empty shot glass as if to toast her.

It didn’t take long for the guys to start hovering. Rina's unapologetic, confident demeanor and Keisha's humorous charm drew them in. Even Zara, who exuded "don't talk to me" vibes, had a couple of courageous folks trying their luck.

I remained glued to my seat, sipping another drink and attempting not to roll my eyes as Rina winked at me over some guy's shoulder. She was clearly having the time of her life, and I was happy for her. For all of them. Just... not for me.

“Liv! Come dance with us!” Keisha called, waving me over.

I shook my head, smiling. “I’m good!”

“Boring!” Rina yelled back, but she didn’t press. Instead, she turned her attention to the guy she’d been dancing with, laughing at something he said.

When the girls finally returned to the booth, cheeks flushed and breathless from the dance floor, I raised an eyebrow. “Done already? You looked like you were starting a whole music video out there.”

Keisha plopped down next to me, fanning herself dramatically. “Girl, you won’t believe it. Some idiot thought he had VIP access to all this,” she gestured vaguely to herself, “and tried to cop a feel.”

Zara gasped, sliding into the booth. “Keisha, don’t tell me—”

“Oh, I absolutely did,” Keisha interrupted with a mischievous grin. "Oops! My drink just slipped out of my fingers and landed all over his shirt. Total accident, of course.” She gave an exaggerated innocent look, fluttering her eyelashes.

I snorted. “And I’m sure you apologized profusely, right?”

“Profusely,” Keisha said with a mock-serious nod. “I was the picture of regret.” Then she cracked a grin. “Okay, maybe I just gave him a smile and walked away. Whatever, he deserved it.”

Zara shook her head, laughing. “I swear, you’re going to get us banned from every club in the city.”

“Oh, please. This place should be thanking me. I’m basically cleaning up their trash for them,” Keisha retorted, grabbing a handful of the fries we’d ordered earlier.

“And what about you?” I asked, turning to Zara. “I saw some guy trailing you for half the night. Did he finally give up, or did Keisha have to spill something on him too?”

Zara groaned, slumping back into the booth. “Ugh, no, I dodged him. Barely. He kept following me around like a lost puppy, trying to talk about how he’s a ‘crypto investor.’ Like, sir, I don’t care about your blockchain portfolio!”

Keisha nearly choked on her fry. “Not the crypto bros again. They’re multiplying!”

I laughed, raising my glass. “Well, here’s to both of you surviving the night. Zara dodging a future pyramid scheme and Keisha delivering instant karma. Cheers.”

“Cheers!” they chorused, clinking their glasses with mine.

Just as I was about to take a sip, Zara leaned in with a sly smile. “You know, Liv, you could’ve joined us out there. There were plenty of guys who wouldn’t have minded a dance.”

“Yeah,” Keisha chimed in. “Like that tall one at the bar who kept sneaking glances at you. He looked like he’d risk it all for a chance to talk to you.”

I rolled my eyes, leaning back in my seat. “Thanks, but I’m good right here. Watching you two is entertainment enough.”

Zara smirked. “Or is it because you’re secretly holding out for Mr. Perfect? You know, the one with the six-pack, the golden retriever energy, and a stable job?”

“Don’t forget the emotional intelligence,” Keisha added. “Liv has standards.”

I shrugged, playing along. “Hey, if you’re going to dream, dream big. Until then, I’m perfectly fine avoiding random guys with questionable crypto ventures and wandering hands.”

They burst into laughter, and for a moment, even with all the teasing, I felt a warm glow of contentment. It wasn’t about the guys or the party. It was about this—being with my girls, sharing ridiculous moments, and laughing at the absurdity of it all.

I even took another shot, the alcohol loosening me up just enough to laugh louder, to let myself enjoy the moment without the nagging voice in my head telling me I didn’t belong here.

But when Rina suggested a round of truth or dare, I drew the line. “Absolutely not,” I said firmly, toasting them with my soda.

“Liv, come on!” Keisha whined, tugging on my arm.

“Nope,” I replied, grinning. “I’m having plenty of fun without embarrassing myself; thank you very much.”

The night carried on like that, a blur of laughter, dancing, and too-loud music. I stayed firmly planted at our booth, content to watch my friends let loose. Despite the occasional guy trying to pull me onto the dance floor, I politely declined every time. Rina rolled her eyes at me more than once, but I didn’t care. This was enough for me—being here, sharing the night with the people who mattered.

By the time we finally decided to call it a night, my head was buzzing—not from alcohol but from the sheer energy of the evening. Rina looped her arm through mine as we walked to the car, her heels clicking loudly against the pavement.

“See? You had fun,” she said, smirking.

“Yeah, yeah,” I replied, unlocking the doors of my trusty Toyota Yaris. “Let’s just get home before you start planning the next party.”

She laughed, sliding into the passenger seat while Zara and Keisha piled into the back. As we drove away, the city lights blurring past us, I couldn’t help but smile. For all their chaos, these girls were my people. My chosen family.

And I had no idea that this night, the one I thought would end quietly, would change everything.
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Chapter 2
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Thirsty’s still vibrated faintly in my ears as I made my way across town, the neon lights of Redbridge City fading in my rearview mirror. The buzz of the night lingered, like an echo in my head—a mixture of music, laughter, and the clinking of glasses that still felt alive even though the club was now behind me. I was glad one of us had been responsible enough to drive tonight.

The girls were way too wasted to get home safely on their own. Zara had been practically falling into my arms by the end of the night, giggling at something Keisha had said—probably something about one of the guys at the bar who she’d labeled "objectively cute but absolutely clueless." Keisha, on the other hand, had reached the stage of drunken confidence where she thought she could start a karaoke session in the middle of the club, despite the fact that there was no mic or stage to be found.

Getting them into the car was a feat in itself, like herding cats with glitter in their fur. Zara had insisted on keeping her heels on, even though she could barely walk in them anymore, while Keisha kept talking about how she wasn’t drunk, just “pleasantly tipsy.” Right. “Pleasantly tipsy” doesn’t usually involve slurring through half a sentence or trying to call your ex at two in the morning.

And sure, we could’ve just ordered a ride for them, but in the state they were in, that didn’t seem like the safest option. The thought of putting them in a stranger’s car, hoping they’d make it home okay, just didn’t sit right with me. At least this way, I could personally make sure they were safe, tucked into Zara’s apartment, and left with enough water and aspirin on the bedside table to survive the morning.

By now, they were probably sprawled out on her couch, dead to the world, dreaming of anything but the pounding headaches they’d wake up to. Tomorrow, they’d thank me—or maybe they wouldn’t. But at least I’d know they were okay, and that was all that mattered.

Driving through the quiet streets of Redbridge, I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of pride and exhaustion. The night had been fun—loud, chaotic, and a little ridiculous—but it was also a reminder of how different I felt compared to my friends. They lived for nights like this, for the thrill of letting loose and losing themselves in the music, the drinks, and the fleeting attention of strangers.

Me? I lived for moments like this one. The quiet hum of my car, the soft glow of streetlights, and the satisfaction of knowing I’d done my part to take care of the people I cared about. It wasn’t glamorous, but it felt right. As I continued toward Willow Creek, about twenty minutes away, my little sanctuary away from the noise, I let myself relax for the first time all evening.

Willow Creek was the kind of place where you knew most of your neighbors, and the biggest excitement was the occasional block party or community yard sale. It was a world apart from the dazzling lights and relentless noise of downtown Redbridge. And honestly? I preferred it that way.

The road stretched ahead of me, illuminated by the occasional streetlamp. I wasn’t exactly drunk, just pleasantly buzzed—enough to remind me why I rarely drank. Zara had made a game of ordering rounds of shots, and even though I’d only had a couple, the alcohol left a warm, lazy feeling in my limbs. It didn’t help that I was hungry. My stomach growled as I thought about the leftover pasta I’d shoved in the fridge earlier this week. Would it still be good? Maybe.

I ran through the mental inventory of my fridge. There was definitely some pasta. A small slice of lasagna, too, unless my twin brother, Liam, had come over and raided my kitchen again. The thought made me roll my eyes. Liam had a bad habit of dropping by unannounced and treating my pantry like his personal store. He didn’t even live in Willow Creek, preferring the hustle and bustle of downtown Redbridge, about an hour’s drive from my quiet little suburb. Yet, somehow, he still managed to show up whenever he pleased.

“Bonding time,” he’d call it, throwing his arm around my shoulder like he was doing me some huge favor. What he really meant was he wanted free food, a couch to crash on, and someone to pamper him while he ranted about his latest escapades. And by escapades, I meant the trail of broken hearts and questionable decisions that seemed to follow him everywhere.

Don’t get me wrong; I love my brother. He’s charming, funny, and when he’s not being a total pain, he can even be sweet. But he has this uncanny ability to turn my orderly life into chaos with just one visit. I’d wake up to find empty containers in the fridge, my favorite snacks mysteriously gone, and sometimes even my laundry mixed with his because he thought it’d be “efficient” to toss his clothes in with mine. Efficient for him, maybe.

If that lasagna wasn’t in the fridge tonight, I’d bet good money Liam had something to do with it. He probably swung by after one of his dates or a night out, ate half my leftovers, and left without so much as a text. Typical Liam. And the worst part? I’d let him get away with it because, despite his flaws, he’s my brother.

Still, as much as I grumbled about him, I couldn’t deny there was something comforting about knowing he was just a call away. Sure, he drove me crazy, but he also had this knack for showing up when I really needed him—like the time my car broke down or when I’d had a terrible day at work and he appeared with my favorite takeout. Moments like those reminded me why I always forgave his antics.

I sighed, thinking about him as I continued down the quiet streets. Maybe Liam wasn’t so bad, but if he’d eaten my lasagna again, I was going to make him pay for it the next time he came by.

The streets grew quieter as I left downtown behind and entered the winding roads leading to Willow Creek. I glanced at the surrounding neighborhoods as I drove, comparing them to my own. There were the fancy districts like Crystal Glen, with sprawling mansions hidden behind tall gates and immaculate lawns. I’d never been to Crystal Glen, but I’d seen enough pictures to know it was a different world. The kind of place where every house looked like it belonged in a magazine, and every car in the driveway cost more than I made in a year.

Willow Creek wasn’t like that. It was comfortable. Practical. The kind of place where people worked hard for what they had and didn’t need to show it off. My parents, Margaret and Henry Cross, had raised Liam and me here, in a modest three-bedroom house with a big backyard and a garden Mom still loved to tend. We weren’t rich, but we had everything we needed—and I’d learned to appreciate that more and more as I got older.

The roads narrowed as I approached my street, bordered by tall oaks and rows of quiet, modest houses. Willow Creek had a charm all its own—simple, suburban, and unassuming. The streetlights flickered here and there, casting long, shifting shadows that danced in the cool night breeze. The faint rustle of leaves against the pavement added to the stillness of the night.

By the time I pulled into the familiar curve of my street, I felt that usual sense of peace that came with being home—or at least I thought I did. My eyes caught on something that didn’t quite fit the usual picture of tranquility: two black Ford Explorers parked at seemingly strategic vantage points on the road.

It struck me as odd. Everyone on this street had parking garages or driveways, and strangers rarely lingered here for long. The vehicles were identical—sleek and inconspicuous, but their presence felt deliberate. My heart gave an uneasy flutter as I slowed down, glancing at the darkened windows. No movement. No sign of anyone inside.

I tried to shake off the creeping discomfort. Maybe they belonged to someone visiting a neighbor, or maybe I was just being paranoid. It was late, and my imagination had been known to run away with me, especially after a long night. Still, a little voice in the back of my head told me to be cautious.

"Probably nothing," I muttered to myself, forcing my grip to relax on the steering wheel. With a quick glance in the rearview mirror, I pulled into my driveway. The warm glow of my porch light welcomed me, and I let out a slow breath, determined to push the odd vehicles from my mind.

As I stepped out of my car, the cool air nipped at my skin, sharpening my senses. The night was unusually quiet. No late-night dog walkers, no distant hum of a TV filtering through open windows. Just silence. I grabbed my purse and locked the car with a chirp, the sound almost too loud in the stillness.

I had taken only a few steps toward my front door when something else caught my attention. A faint click—a car door? No, it was too far off, probably just the house settling. Shaking my head, I quickened my pace, my keys already in hand.

Still, I couldn’t ignore the prickle of unease creeping up my spine. I glanced back over my shoulder, squinting at the shadowed street. The Explorers were still there, unmoving, their dark windows like empty eyes watching my every move.

I fumbled with the keys at the door, forcing myself to focus. Once inside, the door closed with a reassuring click, and I pressed my back against it, taking a deep breath. Safe. Home. Maybe I really was overthinking things. The thought of food propelled me. I kicked off my shoes with a groan. The silence was almost overwhelming after the club’s chaos, but it was exactly what I needed. Tossing my keys on the counter, I headed for the fridge, already running through my mental list of dinner options again.

It wasn’t glamorous, but it was home. And for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 3
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His gaze bore into me, cold and unrelenting. “My name is Alexander Dorian,” he said, his voice smooth but laced with menace. “And I think you already know why I’m here.”
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