
  
    [image: Ignoring the Rules]
  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IGNORING THE RULES

          

        

      

    

    
      Copyright © 2020 by Loni Ree

      All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Please respect the author and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials that would violate the author’s rights.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      Edited By: Kendra's Editing and Book Services

      Cover Design By: Cormar Covers

      Cover Photo by: Wander Aguiar

      Cover Model: Ben Smith

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE
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      The door swings open, and I’m unable to control my growl when I see the big asshole’s naked chest. His eyes narrow as he barks, “What the fuck? It’s six-thirty in the morning. Couldn’t you wait until a more reasonable fucking hour?”

      I push Stevenson aside and snap in the huge asshole’s face, “Where the hell is my sister?”

      He looks me over for a few seconds before sighing. “Come in and I’ll get her.” When he steps back, I see my sister standing behind him. Liberty’s hair is pulled up in a messy ponytail, and she blinks sleepily at him. Luckily, she’s fully clothed in a t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. I see red when the big fucker pulls my sister into his arms and sticks his tongue straight down her throat before laying his forehead against hers to whisper, “Your brother is here, Peach.” She leans around him and gives a weak smile.

      Stevenson groans when I snarl, “We have a few things to straighten out.”

      I stomp over to my sister, but the big asshole steps between us. “Watch yourself.”

      “Don’t tell me what to do. That’s my sister.” He isn’t going to scare me off. I get right in his face. I’m almost as tall as him, but he outweighs me by at least fifty pounds.

      “She’s my woman, and you don’t want to take me on.”

      And that’s the reason I’m here, asshole! He was supposed to protect my sister, not fuck her. Now, he’s got her brainwashed. No one in their right mind believes you can actually fall in love within a week.

      Last week, my sister was working early at First Summit National Bank to catch up on some work. When she left her office to grab a file, she heard a commotion and peeked into a room. It was a huge mistake since Liberty ended up witnessing a high-ranking mafia member shoot and kill his brother-in-law. This man would kill her in a second if he knew she’d watched him commit murder. Liberty immediately called me for help, and I decided to ask my good friend, Derek Stevenson. We’ve been friends since college, and I trust the longtime FBI agent with my and my sister’s lives.

      Derek knew the only way to keep Liberty safe was to get her out of Atlanta. Since his boss was leaving for vacation in Florida, Derek decided it was the perfect solution. Derek asked Wade Houston to take my sister along on his trip and protect her, not fucking entice her to hop into his bed. My blood pressure rises as I think about the situation. It’s obvious where my sister has been sleeping, and it hasn’t been the guest room. The asshole even asked her to marry him. Over my dead fucking body.

      As my growl fills the room, Stevenson tries to defuse the situation. “Let’s just sit down and talk about this.” We all turn to look at him. “Jake is worried about Liberty, so I brought him here,” he explains. The fucker has the nerve to glare at my friend, but Derek shrugs. “I tried to call you from the road, but you never answered.”

      I watch as Liberty walks into the kitchen, and I’m ready to pound my fist into the smug asshole’s face. Liberty clings to him and I swallow hard, pain searing through me when I think that my little sister is turning to another man for safety. Wade looks me in the eye. “I understand you’re concerned, but I won’t let you upset Liberty.”

      “I want to know what’s going on. Less than a week ago, I asked Derek to help me keep my sister alive, not marry her off to some guy she just met. Hell, you just met.” Now, his anger makes more sense. He’s heard about our “engagement.” No time like the present to lay all the cards on the table.

      “Look, the engagement talk started out as a ploy to protect your sister, and up until a few days ago, I wasn’t sure she was ready for it.” Liberty looks a little shocked, and I wonder if she’s really on board with Wade’s plans. Then he continues speaking, and before my eyes, she melts like ice cream on a hot day. “Now, there’s no way I’m giving her up. We’ve fallen in love, and I don’t care if you think it’s rushed.” Even Derek is caught off guard by his boss’ little speech. My friend whistles under his breath and sits heavily on one of the bar stools.

      “You’ve got to be fucking joking. After a week?” I look at Liberty and raise my eyebrows. All three of us men in the room turn to Liberty as I demand, “You’re marrying a man you met less than a week ago?”

      When my sister lays her head on his shoulder and looks up at him adoringly, a red haze covers my vision. “I don’t need any more time to know I love Wade. I want you to be happy for me. Please.”

      Looking up at the ceiling, I swallow. “I love you, Liberty, but I need time. I can’t approve of something happening this fast.” I’m ready to pound something when the ugliest animal I’ve ever seen waddles into the room. After blinking a few times to make sure I haven’t had a stroke from my blood pressure skyrocketing at today’s revelations, I look down and see the animal is still sitting in the doorway. I think it’s an English Bulldog, but I’m not sure. It’s hard to tell with the bright pink tutu that obstructs most of the animal’s body. “What is that?” I’m forced to ask.

      Derek leans over and stares at the animal for a second before looking at Wade and raising an eyebrow. Wade just shrugs and rolls his eyes a little. While Liberty introduces the dog to us, I take the time to bring my emotions under control. This asshole obviously has my sister under his spell, so I need to take the time to figure out how I’m going to move forward logically without ruining my relationship with her.

      “She’s our dog.” Wade shakes his head. The fucker is already on my last nerve.

      Liberty pets the dog then smiles at me. “Why don’t you guys stay for breakfast, and we can talk some more?” I’m tempted to take her up on the offer, but I need time to come to grips with this situation. I can’t picture my little sister with this asshole, and the situation is killing me.

      As Liberty smiles at me, the knowledge that I’m about to disappoint her makes my chest hurt but I need to get out of here. “No. We’ve driven all night.”

      Derek knows I’m running on no sleep. He makes up an excuse to buy me some time to process this situation. “We could get a hotel room and sleep for a while, then maybe come back for dinner?” His suggestion seems to brighten my sister’s mood.

      Liberty walks over and hugs me before we leave. “That sounds great. I’ll make your favorite.” When she smiles, I attempt to return the gesture.

      As I hold her close, I glare at the asshole over her head. “How can I turn down Mom’s famous fried chicken?”
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      My shitty luck holds, and the hotel doesn’t have our rooms ready. I’m so exhausted, I pass out in the truck after Derek finds a dark, shady spot in the underground parking garage. After a few hours’ sleep, I feel slightly more human, but I still have no idea how to handle the situation with my sister and Wade.

      As we head back over to the asshole’s vacation rental, Derek warns me, “I know this is hard for you, but I think you need to let Liberty make her own decisions.”

      Although he’s only trying to help, I’m not in the mood for any interference. “She seems to suck at decision making.”

      Derek sighs and silently drives the rest of the way. I feel guilty for snapping at my friend, but this whole situation is fucked up. It gets even more fucked up. A little while later, we’re sitting at the table when Wade calmly informs me he’s marrying my sister next week. I’m unable to control my reaction. “No. You need to take more time and think about something that affects the rest of your life.”

      Wade suddenly pushes back his chair and glares at me as he growls. “Next Friday, we’ll be at the Bellagio in Las Vegas. I’ll have a room reserved for you.” He looks down at Liberty and smiles softly, causing my blood to boil, before raising his eyes back to mine. “It’s up to you if you want to attend our wedding, but know this, I’m marrying her with or without your blessing.”

      “Fuck.” I slam my hand down on the table, causing all the plates near me to jump.  Then I rush out the door before I do something I’ll regret.

      Derek doesn’t try to engage me in conversation as we make our way back to the hotel. Before we left Wade Houston’s house, we discussed our plans. I wanted to leave for Atlanta tonight, but Derek convinced me we were too tired to make the trip back after only a few hours’ sleep. I know he’s right, and I agree we need to get some sleep.

      After we check into the hotel, I drop my bag onto my bed and turn to Derek. “I’m going to run out and get a drink. I need to unwind.”

      Derek looks like he wants to argue, but he shrugs. “Okay. My ass is going to be right here attached to this sofa.”

      As I walk through the lobby, I look into the hotel bar and shudder. There are a handful of lonely looking middle-aged men staring hopefully at the slim pickings—two over-dressed, over-made-up, over-tucked women who have gold-digger written all over them. No thanks. I’ll find somewhere else to drown my sorrows.

      I wander down the street and come to an interesting looking bar. The big, hot pink neon sign above the door is shaped like a palm tree and flashes the words, Wayward Ways. Something about this place calls to me, and I decide to give it a try.

      The muscle-bound asshole sitting on a stool at the entrance mumbles, “Twenty.” And I assume he means twenty bucks, so I pull out my wallet and hand over the money before making my way past the obnoxious group of drunk assholes sitting at the bar. Once the loud music hits me, I question my sanity for coming here. The place is crammed full, and I stick out like a sore thumb. This is obviously a hookup hot spot for college-aged kids, and I’m in the wrong spot to relax and forget my troubles. On one side of the bar, a large group of frat boys has made themselves at home while a group of debutantes on the prowl attempt to get their attention. An oblong dance floor surrounded by floor-to-ceiling speakers comprises the whole other side of the bar. The blaring music fills the entire room, creating a suffocating din, and the dance floor is so packed everyone moves as a unit.
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