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      Dear Readers,

      

      I appreciate you guys sticking with me through this story. When I started, Blade’s book, I had no idea where it would go. This was a different kind of romance for me, but I hope you like it. I’m sorry that the health issues my husband and I have been dealing with caused it to turn into two books.  I’m pretty satisfied with the turn of the book though and it is my sincere hope that you like it too.

      

      Xoxo

      J

    

  


  
    
      He lost four years of his life.

      Now he’s back with vengeance on his mind.

      

      Olivia

      Blade Aetos is the type of man that women dream of.

      He’s the answer to every prayer I’ve whispered.

      Then, I discovered the lies and half-truths I’d been fed.

      In the end, I was left alone with nothing but memories of deception and pain.

      Now he’s back.

      But Blade’s eyes aren’t filled with love—just hate.

      If he thinks he can destroy me, he’s too late.

      Blade can do his worst. I don’t really care.

      I’m already broken in ways he’ll never understand.

      

      Blade

      Four years ago, my world imploded.

      I lost everything in the blink of an eye and found myself falling into the pits of hell.

      Now I’m back with a thirst for vengeance that only blood can quench.

      My plans begin and end with the woman that I used to love more than life.

      Olivia Davis.

      She claims to be innocent. The blood running through her veins makes her guilty.

      Lies put us where we are. There’s no escaping the past.

      Lopsided if the promise of more keeps whispering in my ear …
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      “It’s over, brother. The Feral Kings have been disbanded. With the help of the Savage Brothers, the Devil’s Blaze, and their allies, it’s done. We’ve personally taken over the Feral Kings’ old clubhouse, and most of them are dead. You can finally get out of this hellhole and get your life back.”

      “If you believe that, Hangman, I put the wrong man in charge all these years.”

      “It’s not like that, Blade. I just meant you don’t have to go after Olivia. She didn’t help her brother kill Bear. She was his victim, too. We got evidence of that. We’ll kill them all, I promise you. I’m already working on it. My point is only that you can get out of here, breathe fresh air, and end this with their deaths. There’s no need of going further.”

      “It’s not finished. It will never be completely finished until they are all dead, and I’ve made them feel the pain I’ve felt inside of me for over four years. I want them all to suffer, and that includes that fucker’s sister. She has the same blood inside her that is flowing in his veins. I want them all wiped off the face of this earth, just like my brother was. I want to watch their world crash around them. I want my hands wrapped around their throats when they take their last breath. I made a vow to Bear that I would make them pay, and by God, they will.”

      “Do you really think Bear would want you to take this revenge out on an innocent girl? If you think that, you don’t remember your brother the way he was, Blade.”

      “I remember Bear perfectly,” I growl. My hand trembles with the need to strike Hangman down. We might be as close as brothers, but he doesn’t know the rage inside me. He’s right, Bear wouldn’t want me hurting Olivia. He always had a soft spot for women, and that helped lead to his demise. Still, he didn’t see her that night I was captured. He didn’t hear her confession. I won’t kill Olivia, but she will suffer. I’ll destroy her in a much more painful way than death. She might not have helped her brother, but she distracted me that day. She was the reason I wasn’t there protecting Bear’s back. “If you and the club won’t support me, I’ll do this on my own,” I finally answer with a shrug. It’s not like I haven’t been on my own while in jail. I’ll get my revenge without help. I don’t really give a fuck.

      “Don’t be stupid. You know this is your club. We’ll support you. We know what’s driving you, and we want the same. I just don’t think Olivia should be part of it.”

      “That’s not your decision,” I respond, slightly relieved that my club still has my back. “I won’t be reporting back to the club for another month. I have other things to set up first. I get out Friday and I’ll be living at the resort. Have Layna get the crew to clean it and make sure it’s ready for me.”

      I see the look on his face at the mention of Layna. She’s a mercenary bitch, but she does what I tell her to do. She also knows to stay in my graces because she likes money and power. Of course, the woman mistakenly thinks that means it will all be hers one day, but that will never happen. The last woman I let my guard down around cost me everything. Truthfully, I picked Layna because I knew it would be a slap in the face to Olivia. It will just be a minor hurt compared to what I will dish out to her, however.

      “I’ll make sure it gets done,” he finally responds, clearly upset.

      “Good. I’ll contact you once I get out Friday.”

      “You don’t want one of us to pick you up?”

      “I’ve had Eagle arrange for a car to pick me up and bring me to the resort. I’ll set up a meeting with you after I get some things set up.”

      “You know, in case you need reminding, we’re not your employees, we’re your brothers, Blade. We’re family.”

      Guilt hits me at once, but I push it away. “I have to do this. I can’t step back into my life until I do. Bear deserves to rest easy, and I’m going to make sure he gets to.”

      “Okay, fine, but I’m going on record now telling you that this isn’t the way. What you’re planning on doing to Olivia makes you no better than the rest of the Ferals who just blindly followed Eyeball and those ass clowns. It’s not who you are, Blade.”

      “It might not have been who I was before I lost my brother, but it definitely is who I am now,” I counter.

      I stand up, and the guard comes toward us immediately. Fucking prick. I’m going to arrange that he gets a nice going-away present before I walk through the gates to my freedom.

      A very nice gift indeed.

      “What do I tell the others?” Hangman calls out once I turn to go back toward my cell.

      “Tell them to be ready,” I respond, not bothering to turn around. He doesn’t agree with what I’m about to do, but I’m not going to let that stop me. I can’t. I owe Bear, and the only thing I can give him is justice. That is the only reason I’m still breathing. It’s my mission, and no one will keep me from it—absolutely no one.

      Especially Olivia Davis.
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      Two Days Later

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Aetos.”

      “Layna. Is everything ready for me?” I ask her as I walk into my office above the casino.

      Before my brother’s death, we finally had a future that we had always dreamed of—a future for us, our club, and our people here in Cherokee. My brother was building the club, and together we both worked for the support of people who lived here and pushed for the construction of the Golden Hawk Casino. Prior to that, we were becoming a dying town filled with tourist traps that were usually passed over for the bigger, flashier Gatlinburg.

      My brother and I were proud of our Cherokee heritage. Our mother was a direct descendant of one of the most famous Chiefs in the history of our people. That’s one reason we’ve worked so hard. Our mother took such pride in her history. She’s not with us any longer. Bear’s happiest moment was knowing we were getting the casino here. He went on for days about how proud our mother would have been.

      Thoughts of my brother bring a now very familiar ache to my heart. It feels like a damn knife cutting into my chest over and over. I embrace the pain, however. I want to feel it. My brother died, and I wasn’t there to save him. I deserve to suffer. That might be why I didn’t let my brothers do anything to get me out of jail. Hell, I didn’t even fight it when I was framed for killing Bear.

      The proof against me was laughable. An anonymous tip to the police led them to my door. I wasn’t there. I’d checked my voicemail and had a panicked call from Olivia asking me to call the members of the club. It had cut off before she finished. It was hours after she called that I got the message because I had a flat and the damn spare was missing. At the time, I thought the service department had left it out when I took my car in last time. Now, I’m sure that it was just part of my setup. Before I could call Olivia back or even check for a second message, Detective Sutton showed up at my door with some uniformed police officers. It was extremely late. I don’t even know how they got a search warrant—without my club being notified one was being issued. I stood back and asked what all this was about and can still remember that detective looking at me with disgust—as if I wasn’t fit to breathe his air. I repeated my question, demanding to know what they wanted. He scoffed and looked at the search warrant that had been stuffed into my hands. I hadn’t taken the time to read it. When I told him I needed to call my girlfriend because I was worried about Olivia, he ignored me as the officers began to go through my shit. I tried again to tell him Olivia was worried about Bear, and I needed to see what the fuck was going on. Then he told me he had spoken to Olivia, and that’s why he was there. That’s when my blood ran cold …

      That was only the beginning of the shocks I had that night. A gun was found in my nightstand. It was my gun, and it always stays exactly where it was. Yet the gun had recently been fired, and the butt of it was covered in blood, hair, and what appeared to be skin and tissue. I knew then I was in the center of a fucking mess. When they found my cut in my closet with more blood on it, I knew I was well and truly fucked. I didn’t give up, not until I was interrogated and discovered the truth about Olivia. She was the sister of Eyeball, the Feral Kings president. The judge wouldn’t release me, claiming I was a fucking flight risk. So, I demanded Hangman to find Olivia and bring her to me. When she mysteriously disappeared, I knew I was fucked, and she had a hand in it. Bear’s body was never recovered, but the pools of blood at the old garage, along with a large piece of skin that had been cut from his body, determined that there’s no way Bear would’ve survived. I held out hope—even though deep inside I knew better—until the DNA matched the skin and blood to Bear. In that moment, I gave up completely. My men told me I was stupid, but I ignored them and ordered them to find his body. They’ve tried, but no sign of Bear was ever found. I lost my brother. Part of me felt going to jail was what I deserved for letting Bear down. I hated myself. I hated Eyeball and his asshole followers and most of all I hated Olivia, who didn’t tell me who she was and disappeared when I needed her the most. I will admit it surprised me that she completely disappeared, but then I figured she called me to get me out of the house so her brother could frame me. It’s just my fucking luck that the flat tires gave them the same opportunity. Then again, I figure Olivia is the reason I had the flats. If not her, then definitely one of the Feral Kings at her direction.

      “It’s all done and waiting on you, sir. We’ve missed you.” I lift an eyebrow and smirk at her. Her smile deepens. “I’ve missed you,” Layna confesses softly.

      “I have some personal meetings today. Be at my place at eight tonight,” I order. Her eyes light up. I’m not stupid. I see the dollar signs in her eyes. I just don’t give a fuck. I’ve been locked up for four years. Layna will help work that out for a bit. It’s just one of the reasons I had Hangman move her from the club to my office. If she wants to fool herself into thinking she can use her body to attach herself to me, let her think it. She’s nothing but free pussy to me. That’s all any woman will ever be. I’ll never let another one get close to me again. Olivia taught me an important lesson that I’ll never forget.

      “You got it, Blade. Would you like me to bring dinner?” Her question is flirty and filled with an unspoken invitation as she uses my first name.

      “We’ll order room service,” I respond. “I have some men arriving in the next hour. Show them to my office and bring us some coffee.”

      She nods, still grinning at me. I shake my head and walk into my office. “Can I help you with anything else before they arrive, Blade?” she asks from right behind me.

      I turn to face Layna. My hand wraps around her neck, applying just enough pressure to make my dick twitch in my pants. Her eyes dilate, and the hunger on her face is more than evident. “It has been four years, so I’m willing to let it pass this once, but what’s the rule we have here at the office?” She moistens her lips, her eyes hungrily eating me up. When she doesn’t answer right away, I apply more pressure, cutting off her airflow. She can’t talk now—even if she wanted to. I don’t miss the way her nipples pebble under the blue silk shirt she’s wearing. It doesn’t surprise me that she’s not wearing a bra. For Layna, easy access is something she’s always strived for. I happen to like that about her. Her eyes start to water. The tears leaking down and gliding across her cheeks give me a twisted sense of pleasure. Reluctantly, I slowly let off the pressure in my grip. “Answer me.”

      “I’m to call you sir or Mr. Aetos.”

      “Now, ask me your question correctly.”

      “Is there …” She has to stop talking, taking a visible breath and letting it move through her trembling body. She’s not afraid, at least not like she should be. She thinks I still have a trace of the old me lurking around inside my brain. She couldn’t be more wrong. I’m broken, and the only thing inside of me is a beast that constantly needs to make others suffer.

      “I don’t have all day, Layna.”

      “Is there anything I can help you with before your appointments get here, s-sir?”

      I grin. “Since you asked nicely, go in front of my chair and get down on your knees.”

      She rubs her lips together and swallows. To anyone else, she might look afraid. I know better. I see victory shining in her eyes. It makes me want to laugh. I’m going to show her how hollow victory can make you feel.

      She nods. “Right away, Mr. Aetos.”

      I watch her walk in front of me and glance up at the clock on the wall. I don’t have a lot of time, but there’s enough to use her so I can contain the anger inside me. I know that I have to reach out to Olivia today. Just the thought of seeing her again makes me want to destroy everything around me. I take a breath, knowing punishing Layna will calm me—at least for a while. Control is the key here. I can’t fall apart until I have avenged my brother and made everyone involved in his death pay. That’s the only solace I will ever find in this life.

      When I get to my office, Layna is on her knees, sitting back on the heels of her feet. Her hands are together in her lap as she looks at me. Her cheeks are flushed. There’s no way she can hide her hunger for what’s going to happen next—or at least what she thinks is going to happen. I have a feeling even Layna is going to be shocked at the new me. I go to my desk and sit down in my chair.

      She licks her lips as she looks at me. “May I, sir?” I nod and her hands go to my pants. She quickly works the zipper, taking my cock out. Her hand wraps around my shaft. She holds me in her tight grip. Her eyes lock on mine as she lowers her head slowly, letting her mouth slide down on me. She starts gagging—but like the champ she is—breathes through it before she goes all the way down. If Layna has one issue, it’s that she isn’t a fan of deep throating. She can do it, but she tries to keep her mouth covering just my head way too much. I’m a sport and allow her to pull up twice, stroking me in tandem with her hand. It feels okay, but it sure as fuck isn’t what I want. I wrap my hand in her hair, and as she slides her lips back down, I tighten my hold. When her hand meets her lips, she tries to pull away. I stop her. Her eyes look back up at mine.

      “Be a good little bitch and put your hands behind your back.” She jerks slightly but does what I say with a grunt escaping her slick, wet lips. “This isn’t going to go easy. If you’re good, I’ll give you a reward tonight.” She hums around my rock-hard cock as I push her down, forcing her to take every fucking inch. She tries to pull back, but I don’t let her. I force her to take every inch, ignoring the way she whimpers or gags. “Relax that throat and let me feel you swallow my load,” I growl.

      I’ve been four years without a woman—four years without coming. Layna has no idea what she’s got in store for her tonight. She thinks she’s been worn out before by the boys in our club, but nothing will have prepared her for the shit I’m going to do to her tonight. Maybe I can fuck her long enough that I pass out without remembering the hell I’ve survived behind bars. I let my head fall back as I continue fucking her face. I let the sensations take over, even as my brain goes numb, and I detach myself from what’s happening.

      I just need a few minutes where the pain doesn’t try to drown me.

      Just a few minutes.
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