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        * * *

      

      
        
        My return to captivity has cost me everything I fought to protect. Gaspard's control tightens like a noose—he's stripped away all I care about, leaving me more isolated than ever.

      

        

      
        While Antosha searches desperately for a way to reach me, the tension in this house builds toward an inevitable breaking point. As the pressure builds toward an inevitable breaking point, the question isn't who will make the first move.

      

        

      
        It's whether I'll still be me when it's over.
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        Part Two of this dark psychological thriller romance story contains scenes of potentially triggering mature content one may find disturbing. If this book were a movie, it would be Rated R.

      

        

      
        Please do not proceed if uncomfortable consuming this kind of content. The author doesn’t condone any bad actions taken by any character in this fictional novel.
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          MADDIE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Where is the door?

        I blink into the darkness, my brow furrowing as trees surround me instead of walls, and a slight breeze wafts across my skin.

        What the hell?

        Then I'm falling.

        Screaming.

        Flailing as I land in water, sinking to the bottom.

        Only something clings to the bottom of my leg, holding me down and keeping me from getting back up to the surface.

        Antosha's face fills my sights as he grabs my arms, tugging on me and frowning as my body won't move no matter how hard he yanks. I'm afraid he'll tear them off and I struggle, crying out as it's now Gaspard's face blocking my vision.

        Crying. Crying tears at the bottom of the water, until I gag.

        I'm choking, coughing, sputtering.

        Oh, god, I'm going to die, and there's nothing I can do about that.

        My life is over.

      

      

      

      I jolt awake, gasping for air as my hands fly to my throat. My breath is heavy and ragged as I try to make sense of my surroundings in the dim light.

      Light!

      I blink once, twice, unable to believe the sight before my eyes.

      I'm no longer in the cramped box he trapped me in for what felt like eternity. Instead, I'm in a familiar room—my bedroom in Gaspard's house. In the four poster bed with its luxurious silk sheets and equally lush down comforter. The walls are lined with emerald green wallpaper and the curtains match in color, elegantly framing the large windows. The carpet is plush and white, making me want to kick off my shoes and sink into its softness.

      But this is all just a facade of luxury; I’m in a bed I hate in a room I despise, all in the house owned by a man who makes my skin crawl.

      A man I can’t wait to kill if ever given the chance.

      Whoa!

      Where did that thought come from?

      I've never been a violent person. Perhaps that is a bad thing considering all he's put me through, but I can't imagine taking another's life, despite how much I would enjoy watching the life drain from his eyes.

      Oh... wow.

      Fuck.

      I shove a hand through my hair and toss the heavy blankets off me. I must’ve been in that box for way too long if my thoughts are turning murderous and gleeful at the thought of killing Gaspard.

      He is a disgusting human being. One who tortures me more by keeping me in some stupid ass box and only feeding me while keeping me in relative darkness.

      Everything is about control with him, about making sure I understand he's in charge and I never will be. That he owns me down to the bone and always will; nobody is coming to save me and he showed me that no matter where I run… he will find me.

      The baby kicks, knocking me out of my thoughts. I rub my stomach to let her know everything will be okay, although if I'm not sure if that's true. I have to remain calm; she tends to kick more if I'm upset or anxious or start to worry. It's like she's aware I need to stay focused and helps me remain steady despite the current situation.

      Pushing myself off the high bed, I stand on shaky legs and face the looming figure of Gaspard standing at the door. His deep voice breaks through the silence, commenting on my appearance with words that make my blood boil.

      “You are glowing, ma souris.”

      Mouse. The nickname he gave me years ago, when he first took control of my life. He always finds twisted ways to compliment or insult me, reminding me that he owns me and will never let me go.

      But I can't show any fear or weakness in front of him, not when I have to protect my child. So I stand tall and steady as he stalks toward me, trying to hide the shaking in my hands as I scoff at his comment.

      “No thanks to you!”  The words escape before I think better about what flies out of my mouth around him, sucking in a breath as he stalks toward me.

      My false bravado doesn’t stop me from whimpering as he stops in front of me and grabs my face, squeezing my cheeks tight as he lowers his voice. His hold contains a controlled rage I’ve no desire to experience the full pain of ever again. “Your little adventure has made you bold, hm? You dare to speak to me in such a way after the trouble you caused?”

      He doesn’t release his grip because he doesn’t care for a reply as he continues on, his eyes now slits a mix of suppressed rage and desire I’ve come to dread. “You would dare to try and take the child from me, after everything I provided for you and your mother. My child, salope. And to live with those men? You are mine. Do you understand?”

      I wince at the familiar insults he hurls at me, the ones he reserves for when he's truly furious. But this time, his tone has shifted into something dark and twisted that makes my stomach churn.

      He's always been evil, ever since we moved into his house years ago. But now it's clear that he's not just evil, he's sick and perverse too. And if I try to leave him again... I don't want to think about what he'll do, which doesn’t matter because his next words chill me from the inside out.

      “I will not be disobeyed. You will stay. Hm? Unless you wish for your new friends to meet their maker.”

      My stomach roils at the thought of Gaspard torturing and killing the Valiquette men. I'm not sure he’ll actually do it; hell, I'm no longer certain about what he is capable of or how far he's willing to go to keep me with him.

      But one thing is certain: I am trapped here with him, no matter how much I might resist.

      I am his, heart and soul, whether I want to be or not.

      He releases my face and straightens, towering over me once more, his voice dripping with malice. "Understand, ma souris? You will not disobey me or leave again. If you do, your friends will bear the consequences."

      I nod as he moves to grab my face again, stuttering over the hated words I haven't had to say since I left, terrified to say anything else that might set him off. “Y—yes, Sir.”

      “Good.”

      His gaze flicks down to my stomach and his face lights up with a smile that makes my blood run cold. It's the same smile Antosha had upon witnessing the sonogram of the baby, but this is Gaspard. The thought of him touching me, wanting me to bear his child, makes my stomach twist in disgust.

      “I hear we are expecting a girl.” His voice is suddenly sickly sweet. “It isn't the son I desire, but we will try again, hm?"

      Oh, god.

      My mind reels at the thought of having another child with this sick man. This isn’t something I ever wanted or agreed to. I manage to keep my face neutral despite my desire to scream about how he'll never touch me again, so no, we won't be having a fucking son.

      Not that I trick him for a moment.

      His smirk is back, eyes darkening as his mood changes. He lifts his hand to my cheek and strokes with the pad of his thumb, shaking his head and clicking his tongue as his tone darkens once again. His smile is cruel as he sneers, “You never were one for hiding your thoughts, ma souris. Remember your friends. I waited for the perfect moment this time. I won't be so kind if you run again.”

      My heart pounds as he leans in, presses a soft kiss to my dry lips, and then leaves the room without another word. I try not to heave at the sudden lurch of my stomach from his touch.

      I'm glad my companion who has always assisted me is close by as he walks out the door because my knees buckle under me, tears streaming down my cheeks. She reaches me seconds before I hit the ground and helps me over to the bed.

      "Maddie, you must breathe." Eva separates my knees and nods as my watery eyes meets her. "Lowering your head between your legs will help with the panic."

      Doubt it, but I do what she says to the best of my ability, one hand on my belly as I try to comfort myself and my baby.

      Then, as she always done while I lived here, she tells me everything I need to know as she lowers her voice.

      "I'm sorry, Maddie. I tried to hold him off as long as possible before he sent out notices that you were missing. You know how he is." Her voices wobbles and I don't need to look up at her to know she's as close to tears as ever. “He said he would hurt my family.” 

      Yes, that's what he does.

      He'll threaten to harm others if you don't tell him what he wants to know. I've never found out he's actually hurt anyone, but this is the first time I’ve crossed him.

      Not that Eva would be aware of him hurting her family or not unless he wanted to gloat about it. Once you take work in this household, you sign a contract and you can't leave for a predetermined amount of years. It's amazing the amount of power Gaspard has to make such contracts legally binding, including one that prohibits a person from sharing anything that goes on in the house. Break the NDA, face fines and potential jail time because he has that much power indeed.

      "I understand, Eva. You tried your best." I take a deep breath and with a hand to my chest, I lift my head to meet her gaze. "Thank you."

      She helped me leave and risked a lot to do so, as well as to distract him for a few days by telling him I was violently ill.

      If there's anything Gaspard can't stand being around, it's vomit, and it had been easy to do that enough to trick him enough for me to escape.

      "I don't know how you can run away again, Maddie. He's tightened security to the point I can't go out without an escort. All ways out of the house have someone guarding it as well.”

      "I'm not surprised. We knew it was a one shot kind of thing."

      "I'm sorry." She sniffles, glancing down at my stomach and shaking her head. "This is wrong. You and the baby don't deserve to have to live with such a monster as that man. If only I could have done more."

      "You did everything right, Eva. I shouldn't have gone outside, no matter how nice the weather. But he would've found a way. If not then, another day." At that thought, I clear my throat and run a hand through my hair. "How long was I in that box or whatever?"

      "Cage." She looks incredibly guilty as she says, "Three days."

      Holy hell.

      Three days.

      He wanted to teach me a lesson and show me what things will be like if I dare to leave him again.

      If I dare to defy him, to try and take away what he considers belongs to him.

      Me. Our unborn daughter.

      His grasp is tight, strict, and far reaching.

      He'll punish me if I don't do as he asks. And now that I came of age while living with the Valiquette men, he'll rush to marry me and put the final nail in the coffin of my life. He doesn't care about what I want or need. That I don't want him or this life.

      The moment he mentioned hurting the Valiquette men, though, my defiance cracked, because he isn’t one to bluff. He will go to any length to prevent me from relying on anyone except him.

      Gaspard is the center of the universe in his world. This is his house, his city, and I am his and his alone.

      I'm never going to get away. Not until he's dead.

      And perhaps I should kill him. I've thought about it many times. But if life as his wife is anything similar to before I ran away, then there is little chance or opportunity for me to get my hands on something to commit the crime with.

      I'm sad. Terrified.

      Almost positive I’ll never escape from beneath his thumb. Nor will my daughter or any other children he wishes to have despite what I want.

      And Eva is as trapped as I am.

      Never have I wanted to scream and cry as much as I do right now.

      "Maddie." Eva drops to her knees as I close my eyes, attempting to withhold those feelings from manifesting, and wraps her arms around me. "I will do whatever I can to help you get out of here again. I swear it."

      Swiping at the tears dripping down my face, I shake my head while returning her embrace. "You can't. We must do as he says. I will not see anyone else suffer at his hands. Not if I can prevent it."

      “But Maddie⁠—”

      Pulling back, my smile is sad. “No, Eva. I tried and failed. We must give in. I don’t wish for him to harm you, especially since you assisted me in leaving the first time. He’ll be watching us too closely now.”

      She stares at me, pondering whether I’ve truly given up, and she must see the something in my eyes I’m unable to hide — complete and utter despair.

      Lowering her own gaze, she nods before rising to her feet. “You’re right. Do you need anything else?”

      “No, thank you, Eva.”

      As she exits the room, I curl into a ball on my bed. With nothing I can do except cry my eyes out until zero tears are left, I'm alone and forced to face my new reality with an ice cold wall around my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          MADDIE

        

      

    

    
      After the press conference announcing my return ends, Gaspard leads me into his office and pushes me down into the chair across from his.

      “You did well. Your obedience today pleased me, ma souris.”

      My obedience. Right.

      Like the fact I wore the heaviest coat I own — at his request — in order to hide the pregnancy from the eyes of the media. He doesn’t want anyone to know what he’s done. I considered allowing my coat to float open in the cool breeze out there, but the fact he held my hand tight enough to hurt the entire time kept me in line.

      And this ring on my finger? Big, ugly, and the weight of the metal bothers me more than only in the physical manner.

      He might as well place a rope around my neck because every moment in this house with this ring on my hand makes me feel like I’m being choked to death.

      I don’t respond to him. Most of the time it isn’t necessary because he doesn’t care what I think or feel. To him, I’m nothing more than a possession, a thing for him to use as he sees fit.

      A fact he reminds me of each time his mouth opens, like now as he announces, “We will marry tomorrow.”

      Tomorrow?

      My stomach roils, my heart jumping into my throat at the thought of being tied to this man legally.

      I want to scream, to get up out of this chair and run, but I can't. My entire body feels weighed down by his threats of harm against me and anyone I care about.

      Since the day he promised to harm the Valiquette men, I’ve tried not to think about them at all. Especially Antosha. There’s a constant ache in my chest as I miss him so much and there’s nothing I can do to change anything without considerable risk to him and Guillame.

      Both of them might not care or may want me to fight despite whether doing so puts them in danger. I don’t know if I’m good with that, though. I’m hesitant to talk about trying to escape again with Eva, wondering if Gaspard is listening to all the conversation in this house.

      I told her there wasn’t anything to do except what he says, to not try to leave because I don’t want him to anyone else, but what else was I supposed to say? I’m not sure I’ll get another chance to run — and once I have the baby, escaping will become harder, if not nearly impossible.

      There’s zero chance in hell I’ll leave my daughter behind with this monster.

      I’ll die trying first.

      “Pay attention!"

      He startles me out of my thoughts and it’s hard not to flinch at his presence in front of me. He crouches down, puts his hands on my shoulder, and smiles as if we’re nothing more than an average couple.

      It takes every ounce of self-control I have to not flinch when he moves one hand to push some hair behind my hair and then cups my cheek. I close my eyes; not to savor the feel of his thumb caressing my cheek, but to avoid allowing him to see any of my emotions about this situation.

      The desire to push him away intensifies as he leans in closer, his hot breath reaching my lips seconds before his mouth touches mine. I try not to react, to avoid thinking about how he’s the last person in the world I want kissing me, but he’s smart enough to know what I’m doing.

      He sighs, the sound filled with disappointment and irritation, before firming his grasp on my face to shove his tongue in my mouth.

      My whimper is swallowed up as my hands automatically come up in an attempt to push him away. His hand moves into my hair and he grips a handful in his fist, yanking hard enough to cause tears to spring up and my eyes to fly open.

      God, I hate him. I don’t want him to touch me, to do any of this to me, and the last thing I want is to marry him. Pure emotional reaction takes over. All logic about trying to keep others safe is gone as I lash out, my hands smacking against his shoulders the longer he tries to take what he wants.

      When he releases me, the action is almost the same as if he dropped me to the ground, which makes me glad I’m sitting down. He lets go all at once with a growl of anger, which is only interrupted by the sound of his phone ringing.

      “Get out,” he barks at me without looking in my direction. “We will talk about this later.”

      I don’t need him to tell me twice. Scrambling up out of the chair, I practically run out of the room, sighing with relief with the door slams closed behind me.

      Although there isn’t any real relief in sight. He’ll make me pay for my reaction at some point in the future, near or far. Whatever and whenever works for him, perhaps when I least expect it. Well, he might think I won’t expect it, but I am always on guard around him.

      Around everyone in this house, except for Eva. It is exhausting to have little privacy and to watch everything I say, especially with her. She’s the only person I trust in this house but I fear retaliation against us both were either of us to speak of anything except the most boring of topics.

      Before and now, my life here is lonely. There isn’t much to do besides read or walk aimlessly around the house. I am allowed out in the garden but there isn’t much joy in being watched closely by two guards who are sure to report the slightest offense to Gaspard.

      I don’t speak to most of the staff. There are quite a few of them who choose to work for him — they aren’t tied down from fear like Eva and many of the others like her. The guards, especially, are paid well to look the other way.

      I hate that as I head toward my bedroom, I can feel their eyes on me, their gaze following my trek down the hallway and up the stairs.

      I am not in a home; this place is nothing more than a prison.

      And my daughter doesn’t deserve to grow up in this environment.

      I don’t deserve his treatment either or to be held against my will, and because nobody—such as Eva—despite what she agreed to upon taking a job in this household, deserves to have a proverbial knife at their throat for years on end.

      And somehow, I must find a way to escape again, even in the face of the consequences he has threatened me with because to stay here is quickly becoming a fate worse than death for all us suffering beneath the weight of his cruelty.
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      Marrying Gaspard involves little more than signing my name as he watches me closely, followed by him slipping a second ring on my finger and kissing my lips once.

      Afterward, he shoos me away as if I’m bothering him, and promises to see me later in the evening.

      There isn’t much to care about here. I’ve only been grateful for the fact he hasn’t forced me to come back to his bed and believe my pregnancy is the reason. Outside of his harsh attitude toward me, he has been gentler than before and I appreciate it. Not that I forgive him for what he’s done and continues doing to me.

      It’s been getting warmer outside, and I feel like my stomach gets bigger by the minute. Although every kick and movement of my baby brings a smile to my face, I’m uncomfortable most of the time. It’s hard to sleep — no position is comfortable, no matter how many pillows I use for support.

      So instead of sleeping, my time in bed is the only moments where I allow myself to think about Antosha. About how kind he was and the way he… touched me the night before my abduction and return to hell.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/hate-him-ebook.jpg
SIN AND INNOCENCE PART TWO

VIOLET HAZE





