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Lachlan Mackay

I live my life a day at a time. I work hard and play even harder. There is no reason to be tied down to one woman when there are so many out there to enjoy. The main thing I enjoy about my life is travelling. With my line of work, I have to meet with the groups I supply so the women of Australia are not the only ones I get to sample.

My oldest brother, Flynn, uncovers a terrible secret. One that will rip our entire family apart. It may even rip the empire we’ve been building to shreds. As we dig in deeper, what other secrets will we find?

Peyton Bloom

Trying to get away from a past I want nothing to do with any longer, I move to Australia. No one knows me and I can re-create who I am as a person. The past is left behind me. Or so I thought. I end up with a job which allows me to remain anonymous and within the background. Exactly how I want things right now. Until my past comes back with a vengeance. Different people but the same type of thing.

When I get away, am I trading one lion’s den for another? Can I really trust these people will help me when I know who had me?



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter One

[image: image]




[image: A picture containing flag

Description automatically generated]

Peyton

EVERYDAY I WAKE up is one I’m not sure if I should be grateful for, or if I should be hiding in terror. The men who I escaped from just over a month ago haunt my nightmares and make me jump at shadows. Lachlan is always there when the nightmares come, wrapping me in his strong arms and keeping me close to his hard body.

The day I escaped; I wasn’t in my right mind. Those men kept me disoriented and beaten to the point I had no clue if I was coming or going. I’m not sure they drugged me, no one has said anything if they have. However, making sure there was little to no food on top of beating me daily is more than enough to keep me from knowing what’s going on. Fear was the only thing I felt other than the strong need to get away from them anyway possible. Even if it meant I died just so I wouldn’t have to endure what they were doing to me and where I was going.

I was taunted about being sold off to the highest bidder as soon as I was properly broken and nothing but a shell of my former self. They wanted to ensure I wouldn’t cause any problems or try to escape from my new owner once he took custody of me. At least that’s what I was told by the many men who came and went from the cells we were held in. Cells that were cold, damp, and the breeding grounds for each girl in them to become sick as hell on a regular basis. 

Even when they changed our location, the conditions we were kept in remained the same. All of this is what I’ve told Lachlan and his brothers when they’ve been in to question me about what happened. My story is quite simple and one I wish I could stop thinking about.

I’m your normal, average twenty-one-year-old. I was putting myself through college to obtain my accounting degree. Something I’ve wanted for as long as I can remember. My father and mother were both accountants until they chose to do business with the wrong people. People who killed them for lying and stealing money. Apparently my parents became greedy as hell and wanted more money than what they were truly earning. 

I had this overwhelming need to follow in their footsteps in order to prove I was worthy of being alive. That I wasn’t the same kind of person they were. Money honestly holds no value to me other than making sure I keep a roof over my head and food in my stomach. There was no going out to clubs and parties for me or friends to hang out with or miss my presence when I choose to leave town. It was just me and that’s how I like it. There isn’t anyone to disappoint or disprove of what I’m doing with my life.

In order to put myself through college, I worked more than one job. One of them I was a barista in a coffee shop close to campus. Most of the customers were students who needed their extra boost of caffeine before going to class or while they were studying late into the night for finals or midterms. Then, I also worked for a strip club. My job there was to serve drinks and make sure the men kept their damn hands off me. I’m not a prude or virgin by any means, but drunk, married men do nothing for me. I just needed the money to pay tuition with all of my other bills. 

The night I was taken, I was working an extra shift at the coffee shop. Ruby called off. Again. She didn’t really want to work there and was the niece of the owner, so she never got in trouble. Ruby was only there because her mother wanted her to learn some responsibility. It’s kind of hard to do that when your uncle covers for you and lets you call in whenever there’s a party or concert going on. Or she wants to head to the Magic Mike show. I don’t see the appeal of staring at a bunch of men dancing and grinding on you in a room full of other screaming women, but who am I to judge.

As I was closing for the night, my last task was taking out the garbage before locking up and setting the alarm so I could finally head home. Tossing the two garbage bags in the bin out behind the coffee shop, suddenly everything went black. When I woke up again, I was tied to a bed in nothing more than my panties. My bra and clothes were tossed across the room. That’s what I focused on as I tried to remember what happened before figuring out where the hell I was.

It wasn’t long before three large men came in. They beat me and left me to suffer through the horrendous pain racking my body for a while. Until an older man came in the room to fill me on in what was going to happen. I was going to be beaten, broken down, and eventually auctioned off to someone. What happened to me from there was up to my new owner, but nothing good ever happens. At least that’s what he told me while laughing at my terror. I was shaking, trying to pull my hands and legs from the bindings securing me to the filthy mattress.

After being held hostage for so long, numerous girls and women coming and going, I finally found an opening. My chance to escape came as they were transporting us from one location to the next desolate place we’d be held in until we were either sold or transported once again. I was so far gone, no one placed the handcuffs on me as I was pushed into the SUV with several other girls. The only ones who got handcuffed were those they felt still had enough wits about them to try and escape.

We were riding by the ocean, the clean, salty air filling the SUV. It gave me the strength I needed to open the door and push myself beyond my limits. My only thought was of escaping the hell I was living in, finally finding the freedom I wanted so bad. No longer the naïve, loving girl I was once, this hardened version of myself pushed with everything until I collapsed into the arms of a man. I’m still not sure why I chose him versus the woman or two other men. All I know is he’s been by my side ever since.

Lachlan is a hard man. His eyes show the distrust and violence he can unleash in seconds if chooses to. He towered over me standing around six foot four or more. Lachlan’s dark black hair is always slicked back away from his face since it’s almost down to his ears when he’s fresh from the shower or has been running his fingers through it in frustration. The man’s body is something most women dream about being able to drool over for hours on end. He’s muscled without being bulky with a trim waist. Yes, he has that delectable V leading to the promised land with strong, muscled legs.

Every day he wears a suit that’s tailormade to fit his body perfectly. It hides his muscles, giving his enemies the illusion of him being weaker than he truly is. Yes, I know he has enemies. See, I didn’t just run into any man. Lachlan is part of the Mackay family. A family well-known around Australia for the businesses they own and how they conduct those businesses. They’re the largest crime family in our small part of the country. It wasn’t meant to be him I ran into; just dumb luck.

Over the last month, I’ve witnessed small changes in him. When he looks at me, his eyes are no longer filled with distrust and violence. They’re soft, turning a softer shade of brown than they normally are. He holds me with a tender touch when I have nightmares, not allowing me to suffer through them alone. His hard body isn’t as unyielding when he wraps around me. The biggest change I’ve noticed is the intense, lust-filled gaze lingering over my body and how he reaches out to touch me whenever it’s just the two of us. A touch he barely ever lets himself have.

Now, he haunts my dreams, making me want more than I should. I crave his strong arms being wrapped around me while his body tangles with mine. He keeps the nightmares at bay and ends up in bed with me more than I’d like to admit. Men like Lachlan have never been on my radar because I’m too plain for someone like him. I don’t wear dresses showing more skin than it covers and I’m not going to warm his bed for a night, maybe two, in order for him to make another notch on his bedpost. Lachlan is a playboy and uses his body and good looks to flit from one woman to the next. How he has any left in Australia is a mystery.
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“No! Please, leave me alone!” I scream out, thrashing in the bed getting tangled in the blankets.

“Sh. Peyton, it’s okay, I’ve got you,” a male voice interrupts the nightmares locking me away once again. “Peyton, wake up.”

Warmth and a strong masculine scent fill me as my eyelids begin to flutter open. The men torturing me fade into the background once again. Their faces fading last, so I never forget them. I’ll never get them out of my mind or nightmares.

“Peyton, are you okay?” Lachlan asks me, his voice filled with concern and a gentleness I’m not sure many other people get from him.

Taking several deep breaths, my body begins to chill in the coolness of the room. Sweat covering my body begins to dry under the tee-shirt I’m wearing over a pair of panties. I’m not sure who the shirt belongs to, but it’s huge on me. Tears fill my eyes and spill over, running down my face unchecked.

“Baby, please don’t cry. Those assholes can’t get to you now,” Lachlan promises me.

Nodding my head, I don’t talk to him, knowing my voice will be shaky and filled with the fear filling my body. As my body still cools off, I begin to shake with the cold seeping into my bones, taking all the heat away from me. Lachlan wraps himself around me after climbing in bed with nothing more than a pair of boxer briefs on. They do absolutely nothing to hide his penis from me. He’s hard, long, and thick.

Yes, I’m thinking about his body. More specifically his cock in order to pull my mind from the nightmare still invading my mind. I let myself feel his power and strength surrounding me like a cloak for a minute before removing myself from his embrace. Lachlan is dangerous to me; making me feel things I have no business feeling and wanting more than I can have. My past won’t allow a man like him to want anything to do with me when he figures out the truth of who I am.

I’m not originally from Australia, but my parents murder made so many papers. Add on the fact they robbed an outlaw faction and no one in the underworld wouldn’t recognize my name. However, over the last month, no one has pushed me for any information other than what happened when I was taken and if I remember the men who kidnapped and tortured me. When he finally realizes who they’ve been helping, I’ll be out on my ass quicker than I can blink.

“Peyton, the last few days, you leave the bed as soon as I get in. Why?” he asks me, moving to lay on his back as he follows my movements.

“I-I-I’m covered in sweat and need to take a shower,” I stammer out, nerves getting the better of me.

“You always sweat when you have nightmares. It’s been the same thing for the last month, baby. Now, for the last four or five days, as soon as you can, you get out of bed and leave me here. Why?” he demands, not letting the subject drop this time.

It’s not the first time he’s asked me the same question. This is the first time he’s demanded an answer though. 

“I know I won’t go back to sleep. There’s really no point in me laying in bed when I can get up and start my day,” I answer, not exactly lying to him.

“There’s more to it than that. Not to mention, I’m sure we can find a way to exhaust your mind and body enough to get back to sleep for a while,” he answers, a smirk on his sexy face that’s covered with a dark five o’clock shadow.

When Lachlan hasn’t shaved, which he does on a daily basis, is when he looks the sexiest. The small length of hair leaves red marks on my neck when he wraps his body around me and pushes his face into my neck in efforts to comfort me. Just another reason for me to get as far away from the man as possible.

“Lachlan, I may not know much about what you do. Or your family. However, anyone here knows exactly who the Mackay family are. You’re in the papers more than anything else,” I tell him, keeping my voice just above a whisper and letting him know I won’t be just another bed warmer for the playboy still smirking at me. “You were the first person I saw after escaping and I can’t be just another notch for you. I won’t. Not to mention if you knew my past, you’d never allow me to be here to begin with.”

Turning my back to him, I make my way in the bathroom attached to the room I’ve been staying in. Shutting the door, I make sure it’s locked though I’m not stupid enough to believe a lock would stop Lachlan from getting in here if he truly wanted to. It’s just my level of security to give me those few extra seconds to hide or get out of any situation. My time with my kidnappers has ensured I always have a way out and a few seconds to get whatever space I need.

Imogen makes sure I always have clean towels and fresh clothes to wear. Each night, before she goes to bed, a pile of things are left outside the door. It’s honestly the only time I stick my head out. Flynn scares the shit out of me, and I don’t want to run into him when he’s alone. Not because he’s a bad man; he reminds me of one of the men who made regular visits to the places we were kept locked up. Plus, his face is always hard and unyielding.

Lachlan can also have that hard, unyielding, violent look to his face when the time calls for it. He’s more of a jokester, never taking much of anything seriously. Flynn is usually the butt of his jokes, making Imogen and their other brother laugh hysterically as I listen to it through the door of my room. They have the kind of relationship I’ve always longed for. A loving, caring family who would move Heaven and Earth to protect the ones they love. My parents were never that for me. They came home long enough to have dinner with me and then left me alone or with a nanny once again. Claiming they had to meet clients or work on some deal. 

“We’ll be talking about that statement when you’re done in the shower, Peyton. Meet me in the kitchen. We’ll be leaving after having breakfast with Imogen and Flynn,” Lachlan alerts me, his voice echoing through the door.

Turning on the shower, I let it heat up while stripping out of my shirt and panties. My body begins shaking once more because I’ve never eaten a meal outside of the bedroom. At first it was because of my injuries. Then it became routine, and I had no desire to change it. When Lachlan and Flynn weren’t here, Imogen would come in to eat with me. If they were here, Lachlan was my companion for whatever meal we were having. 

Shaking my thoughts away, I step under the water hot enough to melt my skin off. It’s the only way I can scrub the nightmares and touch of the men away from me. Every single time I get out of the shower, my body is sensitive from the hard scrubbing I’ve given myself never feeling clean enough. I constantly picture the blood, bruising, and men’s hands running along my skin. This experience has changed my life in ways I never imagined it would. Ways leaving me scared of my own shadow and to talk back more than a few sentences at a time to anyone.

I’m honestly surprised I said as much as I did to Lachlan. Or talked to him the way I have. Other than when I’ve answered their questions about what happened to me, I’ve stuck to saying yes or no. It doesn’t matter who was in the room with me. Now, I have a feeling all of that’s about to change. My life is one disaster after another and I’m not sure I’m ready for anything else to happen to me.
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Chapter Two
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Lachlan

MY MIND HAS been all over the place the last month. Peyton consumes my thoughts and that’s never happened to me before. I don’t think about the women I fuck, or want to fuck, more than the length of time it takes them to lose their panties. It doesn’t matter where I fuck them as long as there’s not an audience watching me. However, the woman in the shower right now has put a stop to all that. I haven’t touched a single woman since she flung her small body into mine outside of Flynn and Imogen’s new home.

Peyton is a small woman. I’d be surprised if she stands over five feet tall. Her hair, after removing all the grime and blood from it, turned out to be an ash blonde falling to the middle of her back once it was completely brushed out. Her eyes are an extremely weird color; green with yellow flecks in them. The yellow is almost a gold color if I’m being honest. She’s too skinny; her bones are visible through her skin. I’m not sure if she’s always been this skinny, but I want to put meat on her bones and see what she’d look like healthy and full of life. Not something I’m sure she can be after the horrors she lived through.

There’s a haunted look hidden in the depths of her eyes. Shadowed only by the recent torture she’s been through. She’s perfectly content to be alone and not talk to anyone. I’m not sure she even watches TV though there’s one in her room. Her face is always drawn and closed off, not letting anyone get too close to her. Something in her past made her guard herself with everything in her. I want to break down every single one of her barriers and be the first, and only, person she lets in her world. Someone she shares all of her secrets with. I want to carry all of her burdens and make her smile and laugh, letting it fill her eyes with light and banish the demons haunting her no matter if she’s awake or sleeping.

I want to protect Peyton from every single danger gunning for her. With my life if I have to. For some reason I’m not looking too closely at right now, I want to make sure no one else gets near her. That her dreams are fulfilled, and she has everything she could ever want in life. I want to make her my queen and ensure she’s treated like one for the rest of my days. This is all new to me and I have no clue where the hell it’s coming from. 

I’ve tried to fuck strippers at the clubs I oversee. Hell, I’ve even made a trip to one of our ranches to get laid by one of the women there. My cock has no interest in anyone other than Peyton. Not even a seasoned pro can get a rise out of me. Pun intended. Until I talked to Flynn, I was ready to go to the doctor to make sure nothing was wrong with me. There has never been a problem with my dick, and I get checked regularly to make sure I’m okay. Condoms are my best friend even when the woman I’m says declares we don’t need to use them because she’s protected. I’ll never make that mistake. No one will chain me to them for the rest of our lives because I didn’t take a second to put a rubber on.

The only reason I haven’t touched Peyton yet is because I know myself. After having her under me once or twice, I’ll tire of her and push her to the side. It’s what always happens. She’s worth more than that and it’s not something I want to do to her. So, I climb in her bed each night and wrap my arms around her to pull her from the nightmares plaguing her. For me, other than easy pussy with no strings attached, I love the chase. Once it’s over with, I’m bored as hell.

Walking into the kitchen after going up and dressing for the day, I wrap my arm around Imogen’s shoulder. She leans into me, already looking perfect as usual.

“How’s my favorite sister-in-law?” I ask her, swiping a piece of bacon off the plate she’s put it on.

“I’m your only sister-in-law,” she laughs while swatting my hand away from the food. “But, I’m doing good this morning. Where’s Peyton?”

“She’s in the shower,” I answer her, taking a coffee mug out of the cupboard and filling it with coffee.

“When are you gonna pull your head out of your ass when it comes to her?” Imogen questions, knowing I would beat anyone else’s ass for asking me that.

“No clue what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, okay Lach. You want her. More than one time. I see it in your eyes. The way you lock yourself away with her the second you get a chance to. Your eyes have followed her since she crashed into you while your tongue hangs out and wags like a dog in heat,” she says, continuing to stare me down.

“Imogen, leave him alone,” Flynn commands good naturedly while walking up for his kiss.

We’re at the table waiting for Peyton when Imogen’s head shoots up to look over me. Turning around in my seat, I take in her appearance as she stands back, just on this side of the hallway wall. Today she’s wearing a black skirt that sits above her knees with a bright red halter top leaving her arms and most of her back bare from what I can see. Her feet are naked as she quietly pads to the table with her head down.

Standing up, I pull out the chair next to me for her. Peyton takes the seat as I push her in. There’s already a cup of coffee waiting for her as platters of eggs, toast, bacon, sausage, and home fries fill the table. Flynn fills his wife’s plate before motioning for Peyton to get her own food. When she takes one scoop of eggs and a piece of toast, I let out a sigh. This is why she’s so damn tiny; she barely eats the food we give her.

“Peyton take more than that. There’s more than enough food here to eat,” I tell her, grabbing the spoons left in the food to pile more on her plate.

“Lachlan, I’m not hungry,” she says, her voice low and her head still down so she’s not facing anyone.

“Peyton, please eat,” Flynn says, making her head snap up.

She looks at my brother with fear in her eyes. Her body begins to shake as she takes him in. When she goes to grab more food, her hand is shaking, and she makes a mess of the eggs she was going to add to her plate. I’m not sure why she’s so afraid of Flynn, but she is.

“Honey, you don’t have to be afraid of me. I’m not going to hurt you. Ever,” he assures her, lowering his gruff voice as she averts her gaze from him.

Flynn looks at me across the table with confusion on his face. Something is going on here and we have no clue why she’s so scared of him. Peyton has never before shown fear like this since she wrapped her tiny body around me. 

“I’m sorry. I’ll clean up this mess right away,” she says, going to stand from the table.

“No,” I tell her, my voice stern. “You haven’t done anything wrong. There is no reason to be afraid or act as our fucking maid. We’re only trying to get you to eat so you can start putting weight on and get some strength back. No one in our family is going to hurt. I promise.”

Peyton’s head snaps up once again. She begins laughing uncontrollably as the three of us look on at her with shock on our faces. Peyton is not laughing normal, with joy and happiness filling her. Her laughter is tinged with disbelief and pain. I watch on until she gets herself under control and looks from Flynn to me and back again.

“One of the worst men who had me, looks almost exactly like you. The only difference are he’s not a fit as you are, and his hair is grey. Your eyes are identical to his. Filled with violence and hate so strong most of the girls cowered away from him as soon as he entered where our cells were,” she says, her voice a whisper.

Flynn and I look at one another. It’s just one more nail in our father’s coffin. He looks the most like our father out of the three of us. There are only a few differences, the ones Peyton just stated, between the two men. Other than the fact Flynn wouldn’t be ordering men to kidnap girls or have a hand in it occurring himself. Just to make some money to live how he wants to.

Yeah, I have a shit ton of money in the bank. However, I also spend a lot of it on nonsense. I have more cars than I’ll ever drive, three homes, safehouses, and I eat out more than I cook for myself. Since I can’t take any of it with me when I die, I spend what I want to when I want to. There’s always a need to put money aside though. You never know when you’ll have to go on the run or if other things will happen to change our business. Not to mention we have enemies everywhere.

“I can promise you, until you ran up to us, we had no idea our father was a part of anything going on with kidnapping women and kids,” Flynn states, standing up so he can crouch down next to Peyton. “Hunter, Lach, and myself would never be involved in that. We will find a way to make this stop and rescue as many of those girls who were with you.”

She nods her head in response, but I’m not sure how much faith or trust she has in what he’s telling her. Getting back in his seat, we all finish our breakfast in silence. My mind is on the proof we just had dropped in our lap that Vinny wasn’t in this on his own. Not that he’d do anything without our father’s okay. Good old dad is so deep in this shit and we have no clue how long it’s been going on or how much money he’s made kidnapping people and ruining their lives.

When we’re done eating, Peyton helps clean the kitchen up. She does most of the work, not wanting Imogen to tire herself out after cooking for all of us. The second she’s done, and the kitchen is cleaned to her standards, I walk her back to the room she’s been staying in. 

“We’re not gonna be staying here any longer,” I tell her, not letting her know where I’m taking her. “Pack what you have in here and we’ll head out. Imogen and Flynn need their space as newlyweds.”

“Okay. I don’t have anything to pack,” Peyton lets me know, looking at the clothes Imogen has been letting her borrow. “Those are Imogen’s and I’m not going to take them with me. I’ll just wash what I have and keep wearing it.”

“That won’t work,” I mutter, grabbing Peyton’s hand and leading her from the room. “We’re heading out. Thanks for letting us crash here for a while.”

“Let us know if you need anything,” Flynn says, getting up and walking us to the door. “Peyton, I’m truly sorry for what’s happened to you. You’re safe now.”

“Thank you for letting me in your home,” she says, looking at her bare feet.

“Um, where are your shoes?” he questions her, noticing for the first time she has no shoes of her own.

“I don’t have any. They were taken from me and I ran in bare feet here when I escaped.”

Imogen suddenly appears in the door with a bag of things in her hand and flip flops hanging from her fingers. Dropping them, the loud slap against the concrete startles Peyton. She jumps almost a foot in the air, twisting her ankle as she lands. Instead of crying out in pain, she’s silent while trying to slip the flip flops on her feet. I’m not going to watch her struggle or be in pain, picking her up, I carry her bridal style to the car after grabbing the bag from Imogen’s hand.

I lay the bag on the hood of my sports car in order to open the door for Peyton. Setting her in the passenger seat, I make sure she’s in and belted up before closing the door on her. Walking around, I grab the bag and put it behind my seat after getting in. Starting the engine, I listen to it purr for a minute before letting go of the clutch and speeding out of Flynn’s driveway. Peyton holds on for dear life as I navigate through the quiet streets and make my way home.

“Where are we going?” Peyton asks me after a few minutes of riding in silence.

“To my house. Well, one of my houses. It’s my main one, I guess you could say,” I answer her, taking my eyes off the road to look at her for a second.

“Why are you taking me to your home?”

“Because I have work to do and men to talk to. I can’t handle my business from Flynn’s house any longer,” I answer her, not giving her the full reason I’m bringing her with me. 

I want Peyton in my space. I’ve done nothing with the place, and I want her to make it a home for me. She’s the only one who’s ever been inside my place other than my soldiers and brothers. My father hasn’t ever stepped foot in my home. It’s my sanctuary and no one I don’t deem worthy gets allowed inside. That’s why Flynn was questioning me so hard last night about her coming home with me. He knows I don’t let anyone in my home; especially women who are a passing phase.

Peyton is not a passing phase. Not if I get my way. The more I think about her, the more I want her in my life long-term. She will be in my bed for more than sex, we’ll build a life together. Even if I have to give her time now to process what’s going to happen with us. No one will touch her because she’s mine and I’ll protect her with every single resource I have. My father can go to hell if he thinks I’ll hand her over to him on a silver fucking platter or something like that.

“So, you mind telling me what your comment was about earlier?” I finally ask her, knowing we’re minutes from home.

“You don’t know my last name,” she states, not giving anything else away.

“What is it?”

“Bloom.”

I take a minute and try to think if I’ve heard the name before. It’s not ringing any bells as I try to place it. Wait a minute! There was a lot of news about a couple named Bloom who were murdered in their home after stealing millions from various outlaw organizations they worked for. No one was ever caught for killing them because too many people were after them and they couldn’t gather enough concrete evidence to arrest anyone.

“You’re parents,” I begin, looking over at Peyton.

“Yes. You see, that’s why I know no one in your organization will be willing to help me. My parents ruined anyone ever having anything to do with me. No one can trust me because of what they did. I’m watched by outlaws because they want me no where near them. Other people hear my last name and immediately run in the other direction. Well, other than getting a quick piece of ass so they can brag they fucked the kid of those murdered by a bunch of thieves,” she says, her gaze averted out the window as her voice wobbles and her shoulders shake to let me know she’s crying. 

“Baby, I promise I will not be using you for anything. I also don’t give a fuck who your parents are. The only thing that matters to me is protecting you and making sure you get back on your feet.”

Pulling in my driveway, I don’t leave my car sitting outside. I pull into the garage that’s connected to the house and press the button to close the door as soon as I’m inside. The interior lights of the garage click on so we can see where we’re going as I shut the engine off, tell Peyton to remain where she is, and walk around the car. Opening her door, I help her out, noticing the slight swelling of her ankle. Picking her up in my arms, I use my hip to close the door before heading inside. Her bag of things from Imogen dangles from my fingertips as I open the door and walk into the kitchen.

“Let me give you the tour before we settle in,” I say, letting the bag drop on the countertop on the island.

My kitchen is large filled with all the top gadgets and appliances any chef would love to have. There’s an island, large sink, and a dishwasher. We walk from there past the dining room. down the hall toward the opposite end of the house, I point out my office, the laundry room, a bathroom, and finally make our way to the large living room. There’s only a couch and TV in the room. No pictures or anything else decorate my home. Hell, even the refrigerator is bare. The only thing inside it is beer and maybe some condiments.

I turn and walk up the stairs where the bedrooms and a game room are located. Five bedrooms line the hall on either side with a bathroom across from the game room. The last room before mine is the game room where a pool table, dart board, and poker table sit. I thought of putting it downstairs, but decided to keep it up close to my room. After showing her the game room, I make my way in my room. Again, it’s almost completely bare except for the large King-sized bed directly opposite of the door that’s made with fresh bedding. On the right of the bed are two walk-in closets. One sits completely empty while the other is filled with my clothes. On the left is a bathroom which is where I head.

“Know you already had a shower, but I want you to soak your ankle for a while. It’s swollen. If it doesn’t go down, I’ll have to call the doctor back to look at you,” I tell her, walking through the room toward the oversized tub.

Peyton’s eyes are wide open as she takes in the large tub, a huge shower big enough for multiple people to fit comfortably. There is a double vanity with a mirror and counter at the end for the woman of the house to do her make-up. the toilet is separate from everything else, hidden by a small wall and the cabinet all of the towels, washcloths, and extra toiletries. 

“I’ve never seen a bathroom so large. My entire apartment could fit in this one room,” she finally says as I turn on the faucet in the tub.

“Baby, get used to this being a part of your life.”

“I can’t. I have a life to get back to. School and my jobs I need to get back to,” she says, her eyes downcast.

“No, baby. This is your life now. You can go to school. But, I will take care of you,” I tell her, lifting her head with my finger so she can see the truth in my eyes. “You’re mine and I’m going to do what I have to in order to protect you and take care of what you want and need.”

Walking out of the room before she can argue, I pull my phone from my pocket. Calling James, one of my most loyal soldiers, I tell him to get me some groceries. I need everything and he’ll make sure he gets it. James and Noah, my other soldier, know all about Peyton and what’s going on. Noah will be the one guarding her while I’m at work with James by my side. These are the only two men I trust to be at the house with her. No one else gets close to her without my say so and they know this.

With the order for groceries put in, I make my way down to my office. I can begin getting caught up on paperwork for the strip clubs while Peyton has some time for herself to soak and take in what I just dropped on her. I’m the manager of three strip clubs and I oversee both of our ranches. Paperwork is the worst part of the job and I hate making appearances there. Especially with how many of the girls I’ve fucked. They want repeat performances and I’m not going there. Shouldn’t have stuck my cock there in the first place.
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