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License Note

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without authorization from the author. Any distribution without express consent is illegal and punishable in a court of law.

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Credit Acknowledgement:

The original version of this published piece of work was created by TWO authors. You hear BOTH of our voices in this novel; however, the second author would no longer like to be associated with these projects of the fairy tale universe created. I am respectfully acknowledging this author’s request while also allowing you (the reader) to be aware of why this piece of work may sound different than other things you have read from me (on my own).

Thank you for understanding and respecting their choice.

 

 


Dedication:

 

To the Universe...Thank you for giving me a savage hustle.

 

 


WARNING: 
 

This novel is a DARK ROMANCE. It contains EXTREMELY foul language (from both men and women), EXPLICIT GRAPHIC sexual content (including some that may differ from your own), GRAPHIC violence (that many may consider gruesome or gory) and other adult situations. Some readers may find the content/subject matter that is covered in this work to be triggering or disagree with it entirely. This novel is intended for readers over the age of 18.

Please keep all these things in mind and proceed at your own risk.

 

Thank you.

 

- Xavier

 


Playlist Selects

 

Here are five songs from Savage Debt (The Debt Tales #2) playlist!

 

 

Feel free to follow the playlist on Spotify to find more songs I felt related to the book.

 

 

1. Mad at Disney – salem ilese (Pop)

2. Nothing Good – Goody Grace, G-Eazy, Juicy J (Hip-Hop)

3. I Don’t Wanna Lose You – Tina Turner (R&B)

4. Steal My Love – Dan + Shay (Country)

5. Soldier - Eminem (Rap)

 

More songs:  https://spoti.fi/3bu3Obt 

 

 


Chapter 1

 

Nero

 

“The shoe fits, you live.” I gesture towards the red bottom heel directly in front of the attractive, brown-skinned female glaring at me from the other side of my desk. “And if it doesn’t, you die.”

“You wouldn’t kill an innocent woman.” Her chin kicks upward in defiance, then a sly grin glows across her face. “Aren’t you a little worried about getting blood on that suit, pretty boy? You’re bluffing.”

“Am I?” My attention cuts to where the men are holding one of her useless stepbrothers in place. Without hesitation, I unholster my weapon and fire a round into the center of his foot. Sharp screams of agony echo around the basement office I’m currently occupying as red gushes into the hardwood floors.

She girlishly squeaks, “Ohmygod!”

“Shut him up,” I carelessly command to the individuals responsible for controlling his flailing body. They shove a random rag in his mouth at the same time I grumble, “Be grateful it was in the foot, Drew. The headache you, your brother, your father, and now your beautiful stepsister have caused me are worthy of a bullet to the brain.” Lazily rolling my attention back to the aforementioned female is followed by me presenting her with a charismatic grin. “You were saying?”

Her cracked jaw moves yet not a single sound escapes.

“Look, Elle, I understand this isn’t an ideal marriage proposal – for either of us, actually.” I rest my weapon-wielding hand on the desk, prepared to use it again when necessary. “I never planned to get married. I don’t see the point. It’s an unnecessary business transaction. And had the don of my family not died and left these fucking loopholes for me to jump through in order to receive the large sum of inheritance I need in order to fix some mistakes that aren’t my own, it wouldn’t be one I even entertain. And you…Well, you probably had fairytale-like scenarios in your head of a knight in shining armor, properly asking for your hand after weeks or years of wining and dining and underperforming during sixty-nining, with a mediocre diamond that he’ll be paying off for the next six to ten years. But, thanks to your idiot of a stepfather – Edwin – fucking up a string of construction deals I now have to correct and your even dumber twin stepbrothers – Drew and Adam – getting overzealous during some collections they had no business trying to conduct at their level in the organization, you’re now in a position to either marry me for six months leaving the forced arrangement with a large lump of cash and more importantly, your life, or continue to deny me and get what remains of your entire family slaughtered…in front of you before meeting the same fate.”

 

Disbelief deepens in her expression pulling an exhausted sigh from me.

“You’re absolutely right,” I nonchalantly state. “You are the innocent in this situation, and honestly? I don’t wanna kill you. I want you to pick up the shoe, have it be a perfect fit, and whisk you away to my beach home for the next few months where I show you a life you’ve never known. Why? Because it would mean my search is over, plus, I think you’re the sexiest fucking thing I’ve seen in a long time.”

The faintest shade of red cloaks her high cheekbones.

She truly is.

Smooth, creamy, coffee-shaded skin that makes my mouth water like that first cup in the morning. Long legs that would look even better in the dresses I have planned for the woman who helps me fulfill this obligation on such a short notice. Oh, and those feet. Those delicious, delicate little creatures that have been wiggling nonstop in her sandals, calling to my cock to slip underneath them to enjoy the continuous caresses instead of her shoes.

Fuck, I hope the damn heel fits.

“You’ve been dealt a shit hand.” Lifting the weapon once more, I angle it in the direction of her stepfather who is sitting in the seat beside her. “But all of that could change very quickly if you just put on the shoe.”

“Please, Elle,” Edwin pleads, fear dripping from his voice. “Please, put on the shoe.”

She turns her face towards the redheaded man her poor mother decided to marry at some point in her childhood from my understanding. Too bad this asshole bled that poor woman dry, got them all into debt it would take lifetimes to get out of, and is now responsible for my financial burden that I will fix the instant the inheritance is mine.

“Your mother wouldn’t want anything to happen to us. You have to do this. She’d want you to.” His manipulation tactic causes me to sneer. “Save us.”

“Save yourself, Elle,” I interject collecting her gaze. “Call me a romantic, but I’ll make you a new deal. Shoe fits, you agree to the arrangement, you all live for now. Shoe fits, you don’t agree to the arrangement, you all die. Shoe doesn’t fit, you live, but they still die.”

“How is that-”

There’s no hesitation to squeeze the trigger and watch the bullet pierce the space near his collarbone. Red streams cascade towards the floor as screams that sound almost identical to his son’s pour from him. Using the other hand, I tap a finger to my lips on a mocking, “Sh. Sh. Sh.”

The member of my team standing in the spot behind him swings a rope around his neck and pulls, cutting off his ability to make another sound. His mouth twitches in desperation for air while his face drains of all color.  

“Pick it up, Elle.” Using the barrel of my gun, I nudge the object closer to her, thankful at the sight of her shaky, slim fingers curling around. “Let’s see if this is the last page in the DeLuca, Tremaine tale or just the ending to a chapter.”

 

 

 


Chapter 2

 

Elle

 

Venom flushes through my veins as I kick off the comfy black kitten heels I wear while staging homes – a job I love even if it doesn’t always love me. They look top of the line – good enough to fool most clients at a glance – but the truth is they’re really from the clearance section at Discount Debbie’s. Now, the shoe I’m being told to place on my tiny, aching foot into on the other hand? They are actually high fashion. And expensive. And a pair of shoes I cannot, nor could ever, probably afford on my salary. 

Come on, Elle. You can’t really afford to not fit them, either. Arranging three funerals is not how you want to spend your fucking time.

The madman slowly strolls around his desk towards me. “You’re wasting my time, twinkle toes.”

I don’t say anything in return.

I simply watch to see what he’ll do next, slightly surprised when he uses his foot, angling me into giving him a better view of my pending actions.

With him now close enough to reach out and kick, I can’t stop my toes from twitching in anticipation.

Yeah, I’d like to pop him in the nuts. Watch that too pretty for anything good face of his scrunch in pain. Hear him howl in agony like a little bitch.  

His brow suddenly cocks in an all-knowing fashion before flashing me a cocksure smile.

Ah…The asshole’s reading my mind. Predicting my moves. Maybe challenging me? Daring me to have the balls it’s clear he has? And he proved how big they were when he shot Drew in the foot without a second thought.

My attention flickers over to my stepbrother’s pallid face. Beads of sweat and tears are littering his skin while his uninjured twin – Adam – is struggling not to showcase fear in his stare or despair like their father. The sick, twisted little part of my brain that has always hated him for making me out to be the ugly stepchild in our relationship – of course, I am his stepchild, but that doesn’t mean he’s had to treat me as such – begs for me to call Nero’s bluff once more. 

Keep challenging the underground Prince Charming.  

See if maybe he’ll hurt my stepfather a little more so maybe he’ll think twice of ever dragging me into shit like this again.

Sadly, it’s probably best if I don’t because I’m picking up on a fool me once, shame on you, fool me twice you’ll have a bullet in your ass type of vibe from him.

And that’s really not what I mean when I say I don’t mind a bit of ass play. 

Nero’s weapon-free fingers run through his hair, and the dark strands fall over dazzling, sinister eyes, before he pushes them back into perfection. 

Murderous maniac persona aside, this man is unbelievably attractive. Over six feet tall, chiseled face with perfectly groomed facial hair, and tattoos sneaking out from under his dark suit like they need to be seen. Everything he does, he does with so much confidence it’s intoxicating. From the way he smiles to the way he speaks it’s impossible to deny how charismatic he is. Hell, he called me sexy – a term I’ve really only heard tossed my way right before I’m about to hit the sheets with someone – and not an ounce of me wanted to argue the opposite. Maybe it’s the deep rasp or maybe it’s the way his dark brown eyes own yours while speaking. Whatever it is, I hate how turned on it makes me. Especially considering the fact he’s not flirting with me but threatening my life as well as those I’m legally related to.

All of a sudden, a hand clasps my bicep, and I’m hauled upward from the chair. The touch is somehow both constricting and surprisingly gentle.  Delicious spicy scents of his cologne flood my senses, and I have to stop myself from whimpering. His jaw muscles impatiently tick, yet when they still, he bows his head to press his lips to my ear. “I show you mercy and this is how you respond?”

Would we really call allowing an innocent woman to live…mercy? Isn’t that just courteous?  

“You want me to look like a pussy in front of my men.”

I don’t, but I’m not exactly used to asking, “how high” when someone says “jump”.

“Put on the shoe.”

He pulls back just enough for our glares to lock. It’s hard to stall the jitters fluttering through my abdomen, but I force myself to. I can’t show fear. I can’t show weakness. I can’t tremble in apprehension or arousal. I finally move to do what I’m told; however, it’s clear by the narrowed gaze, it’s not fast enough.

“Mickie,” Nero states while keeping his eyes buried in mine, “grab the keys from Patricio.”

OEBPS/images/Savage_Debt_eBook.jpeg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

eV IIcR NEAL





OEBPS/images/Savage_Debt_title.png





