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“Find what you love and let it kill you.”

Bukowski
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Prologue


Sean Hyland
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Glancing over to where Hilary huddled beside me, anxiety twisted inside. I loathed seeing her so fearful unless, of course, I was the one inspiring the fear. I resented the power Morrison and his cronies exerted. Her large eyes rose to meet my glare before quickly looking away. Guilt flickered in her gaze, an acknowledgment of how we’d both landed ourselves in this mess. This was Hilary’s fault. Even though the moron Morrison had been the one to storm our wedding night—it was all on her. I should have known he would try something like this, should have anticipated his next move, but foolishly, I expected better from my new wife. She’d been the one who’d wandered out into the night, alone and without a penny to her name. She’d been the one who got in trouble within the first few minutes of her so-called freedom.

Lowering my head, I recalled how I’d raced to her. It didn’t matter that my hands were bound. In that split second, I acted on instinct—the urge to save her from the grubby hands of the vagrants, the need to protect what belonged to me.

What was mine.

“Sean.” Her voice carried softly over the backseat. “Sir.”

My lips curled as she addressed me the right way. It didn’t matter that we were both prisoners of my greatest enemy, Morrison, the same man who’d put a bullet in my uncle’s brain. My influence over her was still strong, robust enough to compel the important word from her lips.

“What?” My response was intentionally terse.

“I’m sorry.” Her voice was a strained whisper. “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”

I turned to her, the emotion in her tone tugging at what little remained of my heart.

“You will pay for the mistakes you made tonight.” I didn’t want there to be any misunderstanding. “But it’s okay. I’m here. You’re safe.”

Though safe was a relative term. I was the man who had snatched her from a dank London street, taken her for my own, tormented her, and compelled her into marriage. I was no hero, but I was her husband. Hilary was mine, and I’d never let any harm come to her. I would never let her go.

“Aww, ain’t that sweet,” Connor smirked. The dark-haired guy in the front seat was the one who had repeatedly driven his fist into my face in our suite at The Ritz. “He’s going to keep her safe.”

From across the back seat, Saul Morrison glared in my direction. “He’ll be doing nothing unless I approve it first.”

Fury simmered in my blood. To think the insidious moron who slaughtered my uncle in cold blood was now calling the shots filled me with rage. I hated the guy more than I’d ever loathed anyone, but in the short term, at least, he was right. I was bound. Hilary was bound, and we were both on our way to the headquarters of Morrison’s organization, The Syndicate, where no doubt he intended to interrogate me further.

My jaw tightened. I’d been around long enough to know what went on during those sessions, having been privy to many of them myself over the years when I lived in the South of France. I didn’t fear pain, but I certainly didn’t seek it. A face like mine looked better on the front page than at the end of a fist. More worrying was Hilary. Turning back to her, our gazes met. Morrison had foolishly shoved us into the back seat together, a mistake I would never have made in his place, but one that afforded me a few precious moments with my bride.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, but even I could hear the strain in my voice, the nagging doubt that maybe it wasn’t okay. Maybe it never would be again.

What would they do to her now that I’d compelled her to take her wedding vows? Would Morrison consider her soiled because she was mine? Would he hurt her as well? Anger swelled until my shoulders trembled, and I was forced to push out a long breath.

“Sean.”

Hilary leaned toward me, mouthing my name. Normally, I’d have not looked favorably on the use of my name, but for once, it soothed me. I was consoled by its intimacy. She was my wife, and she needed me. Truth be told, I needed her as well. Our few blissful hours as man and wife had confirmed that. I couldn’t imagine any scenario without her by my side, refusing to conceive a life without my exuberant blonde.

No man could come between us—especially not a low life like Morrison.

“I’m scared.” Tears brimmed in her eyes.

“Hey.” Tilting my head in her direction, I kissed her forehead. I wished I could touch her, hold her hand—anything to assuage her obvious concern—but with my hands bound behind me, it was hopeless.

When I’d had Hilary at my mercy, I’d been able to do anything I wanted to her. I’d taken those times for granted—taken her for granted—but pressed against her in the back of the claustrophobic vehicle, I knew I’d never make the same mistake again. When I got us out of Morrison’s grasp—and I would get us out of it—I would never make that mistake again.

“Are you going to let this slide?”

I tensed at the sound of Connor’s voice, my gaze reluctantly returning to him.

“Leave them alone.”

Morrison was satisfyingly demoralized. The night clearly hadn’t gone the way he’d expected, either. It was the one silver lining of the whole sorry experience.

“What?” Connor snorted. “How can you let him coo over her like that?”

Morrison’s gaze slid to Hilary and me. “He’s her husband.” There was neither joy nor condemnation in his tone.

“Saul.” Hilary leaned past me, catching Morrison’s eyes. “Saul, don’t do this. Just let us go.”

Stretching back in his seat, he turned away from her. “It’s too late for that.”

“It’s not too late!” She pulled in a shaky breath. “Everyone here has made mistakes, but why walk straight into another one?”

“You know me better than that.” Disgust radiated from his voice as he threw Hilary a viscous stare. “You know everything I do is thought through and considered.”

“This?” Hilary raised her bound hands into the air. She had the distinct advantage of having hers cuffed in front of her. “This is considered? The man I knew would have understood he messed up, would have realized it was over. The man I knew would have walked away.”

“That’s bull,” Connor grumbled. “The Syndicate doesn’t walk away from anything.”

“Except me.” Her words lingered in the dark interior. “The Syndicate doesn’t walk away from anything... except me.”

Her glare spoke of recriminations. “You walked away from me, Saul. You left me after I was abducted. How could you?” Hilary pulled in a breath, but this time I could sense fury pulsing through her veins, not fear. “How could you do that?”

“We had this conversation already.” A glimmer of guilt glinted in Morrison’s eyes.

“And you had no answer.” She practically spat the words. “And now it’s done.”

Her gaze glided to mine. “I’m married. I’m no longer yours.”

My cock swelled at her admission. Despite everything that was going on, all the trauma and adrenaline of the last hour, there was still electricity when our gazes locked.

“Listen.” Saul sighed. “I’m not saying I don’t have regrets, but I can’t just let you go.”

“Why?” She raised her voice, but her eyes never left mine. “It’s the least you owe me.”

“And what about him?”

I imagined Morrison’s disdainful expression as he gestured to me.

“The man who kidnapped you. What does he deserve?”

“A chance at happiness.” She pulled in a deep breath. “A chance to end this pointless gang violence and for both of you to leave each other alone.”

“Enough of this!” Connor hissed. “I told you we should have covered their mouths with duct tape. I have plenty of it.”

“That’s your answer to everything, Reilly,” Hilary sneered, cocking a brow at Morrison’s man. “You take, you torment, and you destroy.”

Connor snorted. “You know nothing about me.”

I glanced back in time to see his jaw tense.

“I know how you met Molly.” Hilary’s chest rose. “Know how you treated her.”

“Shut up.” Connor flashed her a glare. “Saul, make her shut up!”

“That’s enough, all of you.” Morrison lifted his hands in the air. “I can’t think with all this noise.”

I wanted to laugh at his performance. The man was weak, always had been. I knew precisely what I’d have done if the shoe had been on the other foot.

“We’re going back to The Syndicate.”

I rolled my eyes. “What a surprise.”

“Saul.” Hilary shook her head sadly. “It doesn’t have to be this way.”

I pulled in a breath as their gazes met.

“You’re wrong, Hilary.” Morrison’s tone was miserable. “It’s always been this way.”
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Chapter One


Saul Morrison
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THIS WAS NOT WHAT I’D expected. Racing into The Ritz to rescue my girl, I’d envisioned fireworks in the night sky, a rush of gratitude from Hilary, and the opportunity—finally—to hold her in my arms. Perhaps I’d been deluded to imagine it could be so simple, but witnessing the hurt in her eyes first hand, hearing her strained whisper cemented the failure.

She was right, damn it—this was on me. I’d let her down, leaving her to Hyland’s twisted desires. Her liberation had taken too long. She was his wife now, a matter which could still be technically overruled, but that changed things. Indelibly. Chewing on the fact, I turned to the window, watching the dark city rush past.

What the hell was I going to do?

The logical part of me suspected she was right—I should just let her go, let them be. Whether he could make her happy or would, as I suspected, pulverize whatever Stockholm Syndrome affection she’d garnered for him remained to be seen. It was no longer my problem.

Hilary had been my woman, but I let her slip into Hyland’s clutches. I hadn’t acted when it counted, and now I had to live with that.

Then there was the emotional monster lurking just below the surface. That version of me, the one who hated Hyland’s guts, was digging his heels in. He would never let them be, and if he got his way, Hyland would spend the rest of his miserable life locked in my basement. As for Hilary? The question twisted in my gut like a blade. Would she ever love me again? Had she ever loved me at all?

Risking a glance in her direction, I noticed her snuggling into her new husband, listening intently to the words he was whispering. Christ, as things stood, I’d be lucky if she ever spoke to me without contempt.

“We’re here.”

Connor broke my train of thought, drawing me back to the here and now as we drove into the underground parking lot.

“Oh God.” Hilary’s gasp splintered the silence, her tone suggesting she already knew which part of me would win the war raging in my head. “Saul, please.”

“It’s okay.” Hyland’s jaw tightened. “Don’t beg the arsehole. Don’t give any of them the satisfaction.”

“You don’t know what they’ll do to you here.” Hilary’s eyes widened.

“Come on now,” Connor laughed as the car came to a halt. “You’re underestimating him, Hilary. I reckon he has a pretty damn good idea.”

“You bastard.” There was venom in her tone. “You’re a sick little man.”

“Charming.” Connor twisted back to meet my eyes with a smile. “This is the thanks I get for breaking her out of Hyland’s web.”

“Take him.” Opening the car door, I ignored the urge to look back at her. I already knew what I’d find—her devotion to Hyland, the salt in my already infected wound.

Connor slid out of the passenger seat. “Sure, which suite shall I give him?”

“Stop messing around.” I climbed out of the back, meeting Connor’s gaze. “We’ve been through this.”

“Don’t lose your sense of humor, boss.” His voice was sardonic. “You wanted my help, remember?”

“Okay.” Blowing out a breath, I was forced to accept he was right. I was grateful for his assistance. “Sorry.”

Connor’s lips curled. “I’m only joking. Don’t worry. I’ll make sure he receives the full five-star experience.” Moving past me, he joined the others, yanking the other door open before he dragged Hilary and Hyland from the back seat.

“Get off me.” She was visibly upset as Reynolds manhandled her from the vehicle. It took every ounce of my willpower not to intervene and go to her aid, but what would be the point? Hilary had made her feelings clear. It wasn’t my solace she craved anymore.

“Don’t try anything stupid.” Nose to nose, Connor growled the warning to Hyland.

“Or what, arsehole?” Hyland leered at him. “Are you gonna kiss me?”

Connor shook his head, spinning Hyland’s body to face the other direction before drawing his weapon. Lifting the gun, Connor held it to his head.

“Sean!” Hilary’s shriek filled the air, though no amount of squirming could break Reynolds’ grasp. “For God’s sake, Connor. Don’t!”

“Why shouldn’t I?” he snarled, kicking the back of Hyland’s knees hard enough for them to give way. He crashed to the concrete below with a dull thud. “He bloody deserves it.”

“Connor, no.” Gritting my teeth, I stalked toward him. The part of me that would gladly have let him pull the trigger battled inside my brain, willing Connor to be Connor and Just. Do. It. “I haven’t brought him here to assassinate him.”

An ugly smirk lit up Connor’s face. “I’m just having a little fun,” he insisted wryly.

“Take the fun out the back.” I signaled behind me to the basement area where we held our prisoners. “We don’t need to see anymore.”

“Sean!” Hilary was practically hyperventilating as Connor hauled him across the concrete.

“How could you?”

I flinched at her malicious tone.

“How could you do this, Saul?”

With a sigh, I turned to meet her accusing stare.

“Come upstairs, Hilary, and we’ll talk.”

***
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Hilary Hyland
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“I’ll never forgive you for this!” I could scarcely catch my breath. My feet slid across the polished floor as Reynolds pulled me along the corridor.

“Yes.” Saul glanced back at me. “So you said.”

Rage whipped through me, disgust pinballing in my head at the way he was treating not only me but Sean. Saul had always presented himself as a good man—a man forced to make difficult choices, but not one who gleefully pulverized others—yet here he was, no better than Sean, no better than Zander, the man he’d sworn to destroy and had ultimately killed.

Pulling in as much air as I could, that thought resonated.

Saul had killed Zander.

There was no getting away from that painful truth, and I’d known it when I’d bedded him, but seeing the way he’d behaved today had only reinforced his villainy. Sean had been right about him—Saul was no hero. His love had been a false idol, and now everything was lost. Not only had I been ruthlessly snatched from my old life, but Saul had ripped away any hope of a happy marriage. Sean had been a swine, but the last few hours had been different. There was tenderness in his touch, a glint of concern in his eyes—his feigned affection had almost seemed real.

“So, what’s the plan?” My head could barely keep up with reality. I’d gone from frustrated captive to bereft bride in a matter of hours. “Do you intend to keep me here while you abuse my husband downstairs?”

We rounded the corner toward his office, and Reynolds flung me toward the open door. Finding my feet, I threw him the most scathing look I could muster.

“Inside.” Saul stood in the doorway, beckoning me to enter.

“Who do you think you’re talking to?” Charging him, I shoved his back into the door frame, enjoying the expression of pain on his face. I wanted him to hurt, for him to feel one ounce of the agony I’d been through. “I’m not your servant.”

“Hilary,” He hissed through gritted teeth, waving Reynolds away as he tried to reason with me. “Just sit down and talk to me.”

Swallowing, I stepped into the room, my glance traveling past him to the office, which had once been mine. I had worked there for years. Hell, in recent times, Saul had screwed me over my desk, but staring at it now, I felt vacant, nothing but numbness and detachment.

“What do you want to talk about?” Wandering across the vast space to the window, I peered back at him. It was a stupid question, but I had no desire to spill my heart to the man who’d left me to rot in Sean Hyland’s hands.

“What you want.” Saul collapsed into his chair. “How best to move forward.”

“I told you what I wanted in the car.”

“To be left alone in wedded bliss?” Saul balked. “Seriously, Hilary, you expect me to believe that?”

“You left me to my fate.” How many times did I have to explain this? “It’s too late, Saul. It’s over.”

“I can get you a divorce.” He shrugged. “Nothing is set in stone.”

“No thanks.” Fury simmered in my voice. “If I want legal representation, I’ll arrange it myself.”

“Suit yourself.”

Silence bloomed as Reynolds left us to it.

“What are you going to do with him?” Anxiety clawed at my insides, but I had to know. He was my husband.

“Make him pay.” Saul’s tone was matter of fact. “Let him know what happens when he takes what doesn’t belong to him.”

“That’s just your ego talking.” I laughed as I closed the distance between us. “You’re pissed off because he fucked me.”

His brow creased. “It’s not that.”

“Bullshit, it isn’t.” The anger rose inside me. “That’s all this is. A spoiled little boy who had to share his toy. I have news for you, Saul. I don’t belong to either of you!” I lifted my chin in triumph.

“Are you finished?” He spun in his chair to face me.

“I haven’t even fucking started,” I assured him. “Now, answer my question. What are you going to do with him?”

“If you’re asking if you’ll get your husband back, it’s difficult to say.” He looked past me to the panoramic city view from his window.

“You’re as bad as him.” My hands rose to my hips. “You know that, don’t you?”

“That’s not fair.” His gaze slid to mine. “I never abducted you.”

“No, that’s true. You just blasted your way into his uncle’s place and shot him in the head. You brought Sean Hyland to London!” My brow rose. “You’re right, Saul, that sounds much better.”

“Jesus, Hilary.” His hand lifted to his face. “What do you expect me to say? I’m no angel. I know that, and so do you.”

Heaving in a deep breath, I pulled up one of the spare seats and crashed onto it.

“I want to know what you hoped to achieve.”

Saul blew out a breath. “I wanted to save you.”

Save me? Only a few days ago, I’d have leapt at the chance, but now, everything was changed.

“Save me?” A long, dark laugh bled from my lips, and I shook my head for good measure. “I wanted you to save me so many times, prayed you’d bust down the door like my knight in shining armor, but you never did.”

“I did,” he insisted. “I was just late.”

“Too late,” I corrected. “You left me to my baptism of fire, and now, I’m his wife.” Flicking my hair out of my face, I glanced down at myself. I was still wearing the new clothes I’d taken from the closet at the hotel. “I have a problem.”

“Then let me help you.” Saul leaned forward. “I want to help.”

Gazing into his face, I could still see the man I’d been so close to falling for, the one who’d lusted after and respected me.

“You have to stop all this.” I met his eyes. “You have to let me go.”
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Chapter Two


Sean
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MY HEAD FLEW BACK, pain ricocheting as his fist collided again. I heard the groan escape my lips before blood gushed from my nose.

“Welcome to your new digs, arsehole,” Connor sneered, stepping out from the shadows to congratulate the moron who’d walloped me. It was quite the act of heroism, given how I was tied to the chair.

“You’re too kind.” Gurgling my response through my blood, I spat the remnants out, narrowly avoiding the idiot who’d caused the injury. “A simple bouquet would have done.”

“He thinks he’s funny.” The one who’d thrown the punch snorted. “Guess I’ll have to try harder.”

“Knock yourself out.” Connor shrugged, his gaze flitting from him to me. “Reckon you can manage on your own? I have a hot woman to get back to.”

The nameless cretin laughed. “Ah, yes, how is Molly?”

“Is Molly your woman?”

The pain in my head was easier, allowing me to focus on their idle chat. Hilary was somewhere in this concrete jungle with Morrison. Finding her was my number one priority.

“That’s right.” Connor smirked in my direction. “Not that it’s any of your damn business.”

“Are you gonna marry her?” Ignoring his quip, I stared into his snide green eyes. “Because if you do, I’ll make sure I drop by on your wedding night.”

Connor’s lips twisted into a menacing smile. “What makes you think you’ll be alive by my wedding night?”

“What?” The other imbecile straightened. “What’s this? You’re really going to marry her?” He snorted, shaking his head. “The mighty Connor Reilly is going to get hitched?”

“Screw you,” Connor retorted with a smile.

“I know I will be,” I replied, discounting his hard man talk. It seemed as if we had all the testosterone in the world right here. “Wanna know why?”

Connor sighed. “We really need to shut him up.”

“None of you have got the balls to finish me.” My lips curled despite the blood drying around them. “I can see it in your faces.”

“You don’t know shit about me.” Connor rounded on me in a heartbeat, his expression cruel. “You don’t know what I’ve done.”

“I know you work for Morrison.” Adrenaline pumped through my body, buoying me. “I know you’re not your own man.”

“I don’t have to explain myself to you.” His nose was only inches from mine. “You’re no one Hyland, a loser.”

“Is that right?”

Breathing in, I summoned every ounce of energy firing in my cells, and drawing my head back, smashed it into his forehead. The clanging of our skulls and the corresponding ache were nothing compared to the satisfaction of seeing him stagger back and lose his footing.

“Jeez, Connor!” The other chump rushed to Connor’s side, helping him find his feet. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.”

My lips twitched at the pain echoing in Connor’s voice. Whatever happened as a consequence, I would never forget the look of surprise and trepidation in his eyes. It had been worth it.

“You’re even stupider than Saul gave you credit for, Hyland.” Rubbing his temples, Connor glared at me. “Don’t you ever think?”

“All the time.” I flashed him a grin. “First time for you, was it?”

“Keep it up, arsehole.” Pointing his finger at me, his gaze narrowed. “You’re a dead man.”

***
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Hilary
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“Saul?”

He hadn’t said anything since my suggestion, his expression vacant as if the words hadn’t processed.

“Did you hear me?”

“I heard you.” His lips moved, but still, there was little recognition of my reasonable request.

“You understand, right?” I edged closer in my chair. “We can’t be together after this. I can’t be around you.”

A shudder passed through me at the thought of returning to my old life. It was all I’d wanted during those long dark hours of captivity, but I had stepped out into the light, and everything was different. However much of a jerk Sean had been, it didn’t redeem Saul. I didn’t know how I felt about either of them, but there was no hope of resuming where we’d left off. The past was over.

“I understand.” Saul’s voice broke, and he pulled in a deep breath, no doubt designed to mask his emotion. “I understand I let you down.”

“Yeah.” There was no glory in the admission, no triumph as his crimes were laid out on the table, only a numbness where my heart had once been, an emptiness he and Sean had created.

“I’ll write my resignation.” Twisting, I glanced back at my old office. “I’m sorry, I don’t think I can work my notice period.”

“Forget it.” Saul raised his palm. “I don’t expect you to. I’ll give you six months' salary and anything else you need.”

“You don’t have to do that.” What was he trying to do? Entice me with kindness? “I don’t deserve special treatment.”

“It’s happening.” His jaw clenched. “It’s the least you deserve.”

A heavy silence fell, the vast expanse of his office suddenly empty and uncomfortable. Gone were the memories of our laughter and fun. Gone was the sexual tension we used to be able to cut with a knife. Now there was only a vacuum of desolation. The reality that whatever this had once been... it was over.
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