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Dear Reader,

The Decadent Sins Saga concludes with the riveting story of the young man Torin took under his wing. Now, twenty years later, he is the Mafioso to fear...

They say I am the Devil’s Spawn.

They aren’t wrong.

They say I am evil incarnate.

They aren’t wrong.

I am Death.

Brendan Caruso

I was born as a Kent, but since my eighteenth birthday, one man taught me the true value of who I was and who I was meant to become... a man I now call Dad. Torin Caruso legally adopted me and changed my name on my nineteenth birthday. Today, I am the legal son and successor of the most feared Mafioso the country has ever known.

Until me.

Under Boss X’s tutelage, I became the best of the best Mafiosos out there. The word no isn’t in my vocabulary, and those who dare use it quickly learned the error of their ways. I’m fiercely protective of my Caruso family, so when Xia Silver came snooping at Decadent Sins under the premise of looking for a job, I smelled a rat. She was too refined, too articulate, and too beautiful to be as destitute as she claimed to be.

Not that it stops me from allowing my testosterone to get the better of me. Instead of looking out for my father, I was too caught up expunging pent-up lust with the pretty redhead to take notice. Dad ended up behind bars because of my slackness.

Now, I’m on the warpath. Xia Silver will pay for her deceit, and since her father is the Boss of the East Coast Mafia intending to oust the Caruso family, I know just how to get Torin out of jail and end their interference—killing two stones with one bird...

I’m going to marry the twit. There will be no mercy. She will learn no one uses the Devil’s Spawn and walks away scot-free.

PLEASE NOTE: Although the blurb is in 1st person, the book is written in 3rd person, dual POV.

As with the entire series, I loved writing this story, and I’m truly sad it’s come to its conclusion. I hope you enjoyed reading about the Caruso clan just as much!

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Prologue

[image: image]




[image: image]

Trigger warning: This book contains dubcon/noncon elements. Please only read this book if it’s a genre you enjoy.

NCS Headquarters below the Global Restaurant Wholesale Depot, Marginal Way S, Industrial District, Seattle, WA...

“Owww, oh God, please!”

The cry of pain didn’t merely echo through the poor acoustics of the interrogation room, it shot straight through the young man’s heart. Turning his head, he waited for his father to act, to do something—any fucking thing—other than whimpering in the chair he was tied to.

Nothing. Not even a pitiful, useless plea.

“Leave my mother alone, you fucking coward!” Brendan Kent ground out furiously as he tried to struggle to his feet. He had no idea where they were but suspected they were underground. The musty smell in his nostrils was strong and distinctive, a damp, earthy odor that hinted at long periods of confinement. Dragging in an uneven breath, he choked on the acrid tang of decay. The damp, cool, and stale air felt heavy on his skin. He cursed as the rough, uneven stones of the floor cut into his knees.

“You were told not to move.”

Brendan flinched at the dark whisper from a man behind him as a hard hand clamped on his shoulder.

“Fuck,” he cried out as pain shot through his brain. Who the hell knew fingers could cause so much torment? Forced to settle back on his knees, he sneered angrily, turning his head sideways to address the man who stood next to his mother—also on her knees. “Hurt her again and I’ll kill you.” Silently, he cursed the blindfold keeping him in the dark and not offering him the opportunity to slice the bastard in two with his eyes.

His father might be cowering and weak, but Brendan refused to show fear or give in to intimidation.

“Such a brave boy you have, William,” the deep voice taunted. “Quite surprising since his father is a cowering beggar.”

Brendan was stunned by the unexpected praise from the stranger. It was a rare moment of vulnerability for him. He had never been one to seek approval or validation from others, but somehow, coming from a man with such formidable strength and power, it carried more weight.

William had ignored and belittled Brendan his entire life, never offering any acknowledgement or praise for his accomplishments, no matter how small they were. No matter how many times he had told himself it didn’t matter, in truth, it was a constant source of pain and frustration for a young teenager. It was little wonder that when the stranger praised him, Brendan’s heart swelled with emotion.

Still, he was caught off guard by the feelings that rushed through him. Pride, gratitude, and a sense of endorsement were all mixed together. For a brief moment, Brendan felt as if he’d found a surrogate father, someone who saw him for who he truly was and appreciated him.

The pitiful whimper from his mother brought him back to reality.

Why the fuck do I care if the asshole thinks I’m brave?

“P-Please, I beg you. Don’t hurt my boys,” Rebecca sobbed in a broken whisper.

“You do not need to be concerned, my dear. Children are safe from my wrath. They need to be protected, no matter the sins of their parents. Isn’t that correct?”

Brendan’s fists clenched as he listened to the guttural voice taunting his mother. Anger simmered just below the surface. How dared this man speak to his mother in such a cruel and disrespectful manner?

Feeling his mother trembling with fear, Brendan’s heart filled with rage. Whatever his cowardly father had done, it shouldn’t be his mother’s debt to pay. She was an innocent victim, caught in the crossfire of his father’s criminal activities.

“Yes, and I’ll do anything you want, anything! Just please don’t hurt them.”

Brendan growled softly as the man barked out a laugh.

“Did I imagine it, William, or did your lovely wife just proposition me?”

In disbelief, the only sound following the question was the white noise that hung like heavy mist in the room. His father didn’t respond, not even protesting what was unfolding in the presence of his two children. Samuel, his eight-year-old brother, pressed against Brendan’s side, the frail body shaking with fear.

The scene continued to play out in the background with Brendan as an unwilling audience, helpless as he listened to the bastard order his henchman to take his mother to the red room.

“No! Mr. S, please. Dear God, I beg you!” Finally, his father, William, showed some reaction. Brendan snorted in his mind when he heard him yank on the ropes and struggle in the chair as his mother’s footsteps echoed back to them when she was led out of the room.

“Mom! Where are you? Mom!” Samuel cried hysterically. His younger sibling’s fear was tangible, but Brendan had no way of consoling him.

His hands hurt as his fists tightened at the thought of the sacrifice his mother was willing to make to ensure the safety of her two children. Something that should never have happened had their father walked the straight and narrow road—as he had made them believe he did.

He definitely didn’t fucking practice what he preached!

“Settle down, young one. Your mother will be back soon.” The deep intonation in the man’s voice seemed to wrap around Samuel’s fear as he appeared to calm down.

“What’s your name?”

Brendan didn’t need to ask, sensing the question was addressed to him. The response spat from his lips.

“Brendan.”

“How old are you?”

“Eighteen.”

“Hmm, such a moldable age.”

Not by the likes of you.

“No! Leave my boy alone! He’s too young, and I won’t allow it.”

Now you fucking protest, but you leave Mom to pay for your weakness? Brendan was too angry to speak up, but he also refused to give their tormentor the satisfaction of knowing his disrespectful thoughts toward his father.

“You won’t allow it? What makes you think you have any rights left, William Kent? You proved you can’t be trusted.” The dark voice turned silky smooth. “Perhaps your son would prove to be of more value to our organization than you.”

“No! Leave him be!”

The cry of pain followed a fist cracking into his father’s face, followed by a torrent number of body punches. Brendan had broken up enough fights at school to know his father was the recipient of a vicious pounding.

“You don’t tell me what to do, Kent... not ever. Is that understood?”

“I’m sorry, Mr. S,” William gasped.

“I’ll do what you want! Just let my parents go,” Brendan sneered, spurred on by the hysterical crying from his young brother.

“No! Brendan, keep your mouth shut. You have no idea what you’re saying.”

“What else can I do, Dad? Allow him to... to defile Mom? Kill you and leave Samuel fatherless?”

Never before had Brendan felt as little respect for his father as he did at present. It hurt him deep inside, but at the same time, he couldn’t condone a man leaving his defenseless wife to the mercy of a criminal who obviously had none. With a grunt, his shoulders straightened and tilted his chin back.

“What do you expect from me, Mr. S?” he demanded in a clear, confident voice.

“Are you finished with school?”

“I just started college, studying architecture. I skipped a year at school when I was ten since I was too smart for the class.”

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t hide the sadness in his voice. He had no idea what his father had been involved in, except it obviously involved criminals. Offering his services to this man meant he was walking into dangerous territory that would change his future immensely. Becoming an architect, his dream from the first drawing he’d made of a house, would never come to fruition.

“I’ll talk! Just let my family go.”

“Now, you want to talk? You were happy for me to fuck your wife, and—”

“No! I-I just didn’t believe you’d go that far,” William protested pitifully.

Listening in silence, Brendan realized with shock his father wasn’t just involved with criminals. He worked for the mob, and the man, Mr. S, was none other than the mafia boss and the leader of National Crime Syndicate, Kings Inc.

The world threatened to open up and swallow him whole. As a young man whose mother had ingrained integrity and morals into him from when he was a little boy, he had always done what was right and good. He cringed at the road he was about to embark on.

“I beg you, Mr. S.” William’s voice lowered to a whisper. “Don’t bring Brendan into this.”

“I believe your son is old enough to make his own decisions.”

Brendan felt the gaze sear through him.

“Isn’t that right, son?”

Brendan swept his tongue over his lips but didn’t lose the proud expression on his face.

“Yes.”

“You made a commitment to me. Do you intend to honor it?”

No matter how he abhorred criminals, he had made a promise, and his moral compass demanded he honored it.

“Yes, Mr. S, I do.” He hesitated briefly, then continued in a firm voice. “But only if you let my mother go.”

“Hmm, interesting. Before you demanded both your parents be released. Why only your mother now?”

“My mother is innocent in whatever is happening here. My father,”—he turned his head in the direction where he assumed William was, anger searing inside him like a slow burning ember—“he seems to have overplayed his hand, and now he has to suffer the consequences.”

“Ha! Do you hear that, Kent? Exactly the kind of youngster who will one day become a leader of the captains, then the Underboss.” He tapped Brendan on the shoulder. “You have a bright future ahead of you, my son.”

Body turning to stone, he shook off the hand.

“Why did you call me your son?”

A deep chuckle floated through the room at his bravery.

“Because soon, I will be the one who will take care of you in all aspects. You will, for all intents and purposes, become my son, and one day, you will reap the rewards.”

[image: image]

That was the day Brendan Kent’s life changed and a day he would never forget. It was a turning point that seemingly came out of nowhere, leaving him reeling. His mother had brought him up to be an honest, hardworking person, but in the space of a single day, he had become something entirely different.

So, he honored his promise to Mr. S, and as with anything else in his life, he embraced the new challenges. Discovering passions and interests he had never been allowed to explore before, he pursued them with vigor and enthusiasm. Surrounded by people who supported and encouraged him, he found joy in the simple things in life he had previously taken for granted. With the newfound freedom, he began to flourish.

As an athlete, a scholar, and... a killer.

Drawn to the power and excitement of the life of crime, violence, and murder, he took to it as if he was born to it. It was a rush unlike anything he had ever experienced, and he reveled in the fear he unleashed in others. Within a few months, Brendan became more and more entangled in the world of Kings Inc. He made enemies, took risks, and did things he knew were unforgivable. The rush of adrenaline that came with his new life had become his addiction.

A year later, his parents died in a car crash. It was a tragedy that he should have seen coming. William Kent had once again stumbled and taken the road of deceit. This time it had cost him and his mother their lives. Brendan was left to pick up the pieces while trying to console his brother, who struggled with the devastating loss. More debilitating was when Brendan learned his mother had been lying to them all along. From the start, she had known his father had worked for the mob.

Stunned and devastated, he couldn’t help but wonder whether his mother had been complicit in his father’s illegal activities. Overcome with a mixture of anger and betrayal but also a deep sense of sadness for his young brother, he was left to deal with the consequences of their fucked-up choices.

The feeling of betrayal had never tasted as bitter as it did when he had stood at Rebecca’s hospital bed, listening to her stuttering confession.

“I’m sorry, my son. So, so sorry for what I have done to you.”

“Shh, Mom. You need to rest.”

“No, I lied to you. I shouldn’t have... that day... but I was so scared he would hurt you and your brother.”

“Forget about it, Mom. It’s in the past.”

“You don’t understand, Brendan. I knew. I’ve known all along what your father did and who he worked for.”

“You knew?” He stared at her, his heart shutting down. What he had believed to be a deed of honor to save her virtue suddenly took on a completely new meaning.

“You knew who Mr. S was and what I would become, yet you were the one who pushed me to give it my all.”

“I knew once you committed to him, he would never let you go... not alive, anyway. It was the only way to—”

“No, it wasn’t. You and your husband should have been upfront and honest with me. My entire life changed this past year... because of you!” He straightened; his eyes glacial. In front of her now stood a miniature of Torin Caruso—cruel, merciless, and filled with rage. “It's good William died in the crash. Since you seem to be about to breathe your last breath, I’ll leave you with this. Samuel is now my responsibility, and I will make sure he follows in my footsteps.”

“No! Please, Brendan. Leave him pure, I beg you.”

“Pure? You don’t know the meaning of the word. What I will do is be honest with him. Unlike me, it will be his choice which direction his life takes. Since he will be under my care, I don’t suppose it’ll be what you’re asking.”

“I made a mistake. Please don’t do the same.”

“Too late. Mr. S has, for all intents and purposes, been my father for the past year. Now that I know you are as corrupt as William, I will take Mr. S up on his offer.”

“W-What offer?”

“I am to become a Caruso. He’s going to adopt me... and I suppose once you’re dead, Samuel as well.”

“No! For God’s sake, don’t do it. I beg you, Brendan.”

Brendan watched her cough and listened to the rising beep of the heart monitor. His expression remained stoic as her breathing faltered, and she clawed at her throat, eyes stretching wide open. He didn’t move when the medical personnel ran in and tried to resuscitate her.

Ten minutes later, it was over.

“Goodbye, Mother. May you and William burn in hell... until the day I arrive, when we’ll be one happy family of fuck-ups once again.”

That was the day Brendan Kent’s future became permanently entangled with Torin Caruso, the Boss of the West Coast Mafia, the Caruso Crime Family, and the National Crime Syndicate, Kings Inc. Becoming his adopted son completely changed the young teen’s persona. Overnight, he became a man... and a ruthless criminal.

Brendan Caruso rose from the ashes of lies and deceit. Known to all in the world of crime as the Devil’s Spawn.
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Chapter One
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Twenty years later, current day...

Decadent Delights Restaurant on the Corner of Yesler Way and 2nd Avenue, across from the Smith Tower...

“Interesting combination.” Dylan Watts closed his eyes as he chewed thoughtfully. Close friend to Brendan Caruso, he was also the newly appointed captain of the West Coast Mafia’s assassins. “Who would’ve thought chilies and chocolate complimented each other so well?”

“I’m amazed you’re not fat,” Brendan drawled. They were seated in their favorite spot in one corner of the dimly lit restaurant. Pushing back his plate, he took a small sip from his glass of single malt whiskey. The rich, smoky flavor filled his mouth, and he savored the sensation for a moment before letting out a satisfied sigh. As he leaned back in his chair, he looked around at the other diners, observing their conversations and expressions.

The restaurant’s atmosphere was cozy and intimate, with soft lighting and elegant decor. Low murmuring voices provided a soothing background, and the clinking of glasses and silverware added a touch of sophistication. The aroma of gourmet dishes wafted through the air, arousing his senses.

Taking another sip of his drink, he savored the complex flavors and the warmth it brought to his body. A sense of ease washed over Brendan as he looked across the table at his best friend, Dylan Watts. They had been through much together since they were recruited by Torin Caruso at a young age. He recalled the early days of their training, when they were both struggling to adapt to the harsh and demanding environment. They had leaned on each other for support and gradually built up a deep trust and bond that had only grown stronger with time.

There had been a point in Brendan’s life when he had felt alone and isolated, struggling to connect with anyone on a deeper level. Now, as he sat in the restaurant with Dylan, he was grateful for the choice he had made all those years ago. Apart from his Caruso family and his brother, Samuel, Dylan was the only person he trusted completely. The one he wanted by his side when he went into battle.

Their mutual distrust had been a hurdle to overcome, but time and again, they had proved to each other they were worthy of each other’s trust. Over the years, they had developed a strong friendship, with a bond forged through shared experiences and a deep understanding of each other’s strengths and weaknesses.

As Brendan took another sip of his whiskey, he smiled at Dylan, feeling a sense of warmth and appreciation for his friend. Together, they had faced many challenges and would face the others to come. For that, he was grateful beyond words.

Gazing around the room, he felt a sense of peace and tranquility, appreciating the beauty of the luxurious restaurant around him. Mom Dakota did a stellar job in redecorating the interior earlier this year.

“I’ve never seen a grown man eat as much as you do.” He smiled to soften the jab. Dylan’s love for food was always a source of fun between them.

“Says the man who just gobbled down a two-pound piece of steak.”

“Protein stacking is important for my fitness regime.”

“Muscle growth, you mean.” Dylan smirked as he waved his spoon in the direction of Brendan’s flexing biceps. “One of these days, you’re not going to find shirts that fit around those bulges.” Shaking his head, he finished his decadent lava cake. “Why you’re still competing with Snake after all these years is beyond me. The man is twenty-five years older than us and still as strong as an ox.”

“Who says I’m the one competing with him?” Brendan’s lips curved into a skew smile. “I’m only doing my duty to keep the elders pumped. They might be scaling down from their involvement in the business, but none of them will ever admit they’re growing old.”

“You can say that again. There’s still not one soldier who can beat your dad, your uncle Butcher, Razor, or Snake in training sessions. Believe me, I’ve watched them try too many times to count.”

“They might say they’re cutting back, but they’ll never fully step away from the family business. They’re having too much fun with the trainees.”

“I’m sure that’s a relief for you.”

“In a way.” Grimacing, Brendan shifted in the chair.

“Hmm, do I detect a little resentment in the air?”

Snorting, Brendan waved at the waiter for a refill. Sometimes, having a friend who knew him so well was a curse.

“Resentment, no. Annoyance at times, yes.”

“Ah... the incessant interference or unwanted advice about decisions you make as the WCM boss.” Dylan nodded his head like a wise old man.

“Pops means well, and to date, his interference hasn’t bothered me. Every suggestion he’s made was about something I’d already ruled on exactly the way he would have. The day we have opposing views... that’s when the shit is going to hit the fan.”

“Why don’t you tell him to back off and trust you to lead the WCM as well as he used to before you two come to a loggerhead? I don’t think any of us will survive that battle,” Dylan said with a wry smile.

“I think the time has come to do just that. Yes, I took over from him five years ago to become the youngest ever Mafia Don, but I’ll be forty in a couple of months, and I’ve worked fucking hard to prove myself. It’s time he realizes I don’t need him watching over my shoulder anymore.”

“Hell, you never did. He was the most feared Mafia Don of all times... until you. You have earned the moniker you’ve been christened with many times over. When the name Devil’s Spawn is mentioned, even the strongest man quivers in his boots.”

“You’re exaggerating.”

“Why do you think I befriended you?” Dylan cackled with mirth at Brendan’s expression. “Yep, I knew when you first nicked me with a knife during a training session to teach me not to let my guard down that you were the one to have in my corner.” He patted his chest. “My gran always said I was a clever boy. Guess I showed her, right?”

“You’re an asshole,” Brendan grumbled, but there was no denying the truth. He had become more feared than his father, or as he called him, Pops, short for Popeye, a quip at the animated man’s bulging muscles. “But clever, nonetheless.”

“Ha! You said it, Boss B. You said it!”

“My apologies for interrupting, Master Blue, but you are needed at the club.” Brendan had earned the Dominant name, Master Blue, due to the color of his eyes, as blue as the ocean on a clear day.

“Is there a problem the club manager can’t handle? Or one of the club monitors?” Brendan smiled at the petite blonde submissive. She was clearly intimidated by the size of the two men at the table.

“There’s a young lady who insists she was invited for a job interview. She parked herself in one of the chairs in reception and refuses to leave until said interview takes place.”

“I’m not aware of available positions at the club.” Brendan looked at Dylan. “Do you?”

“No. Sounds to me like the lady is taking a big chance.”

“We’ll be along shortly. Make sure she doesn’t set a foot inside the club. Have one of the Masters tie her to the chair if need be.” Brendan smiled as she curtsied and quickly trotted off. “For all we know, she’s a nosy investigative reporter or an FBI agent who got an anonymous tip on the Carusos again.”

“That’s the last fucking thing we need. It’s taken us ten years to subdue all the rumors about your dad and uncle. If it flares up again, the authorities won’t back down easily.”

“Exactly my thoughts.” Brendan got up. “Well, let’s get this over with so I can find a sub in the mood for some vigorous action tonight. I have a vast amount of sexual energy to expunge.”

Brendan and Dylan managed Club Decadent Sins on behalf of his father and Uncle Matteo, who were the primary owners, along with Razor and Snake as secondaries. Nowadays, their only interest was to come for dinner at the restaurant and spend an enjoyable evening with their spouses scening. They truly seemed to be entering the leisurely life of retirees.
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Club Decadent Sins, the underground BDSM club below the Decadent Delights Restaurant...

“How much longer do I have to wait?” Xia Silver glowered at the petite club receptionist. She had hoped to quickly gain access to the club. Mistake number one. Clearly, the Carusos didn’t easily trust people. “I’ve been sitting here for almost two hours. May I at least use the ladies’ room?”

She already knew there wasn’t one in this area, which was why she was asking, but even this attempt to get into the club was scoffed at.

“I suggest you hold it in or use the one in the restaurant upstairs. Until your claim of an interview has been confirmed, you have two choices. You can sit quietly and wait.” The blonde smiled hopefully. “Or you can leave.”

Crossing her legs with feminine grace, Xia returned the smile with an impish one of her own.

“I guess I’ll wait.”

Xia was taking a huge leap of faith. A natural sensualist, she always talked her way in and out of many tricky situations. Flirting with a manager of the club would be child’s play. She didn’t doubt her ability to convince him to let her in as a guest... once she actually got to talk to someone in charge.

“Just to ease my curiosity,”—she bit back her amusement as the receptionist shot a sharp glare at her—“who exactly are we waiting for?”

“The only person who would be interviewing for positions at the club.” She smirked as if she knew Xia had been lying and was about to be kicked out on her ass. “The owner’s son. Master Blue himself.”

Shit! Shit-shit-shit!

Xia had to dig deep to hide her shock at the revelation. This was a first-line probe into the lives of the Carusos. Her goal was to find one weak link that would give her father the ammunition he needed to unseat them as the West Coast Mafia leaders. The last person she expected to see, let alone talk to tonight, was the feared adversary of every crime syndicate in the States. The son of Boss X, the most dreaded Mafia Don of all time... until him, the Devil’s Spawn, aka Brendan Caruso.

The elevator doors opening drew her gaze sideways. Breathing heavily, she watched the man step into the reception area of the club. Tall and broad shouldered with a powerful build, he exuded strength and confidence. His sharp features were accentuated by piercing blue eyes that seemed to take in everything around him with an intense focus.

It was evident from his demeanor that he was a Dominant—a powerful man who was used to being in control and who had little patience for those who dared to defy him. The way he moved, with grace and fluidity that belied his size, was an exemplification of his physical prowess and confidence in his abilities.

The familiar pricks of lust that needled the pit of her stomach brought a rush of sensations to inflame her loins. Radiant heat flooded and pooled in the lateral walls of her abdominal muscles.

Oh, fuck no! Get a grip, woman. You can’t have the hots for this man. Definitely not him!

Closing her eyes briefly, she got lost in the sensations swirling inside her, confused when at the same time, a sense of unease washed over her. She had heard more than enough rumors about this man to know he was not someone to be trifled with.

Fucking hell! He looks as frightening as the tales I’ve heard of him.

All she could hope for was that her charm and wit would be enough to win him over.

Gawd, he’s such a hunk.

Manly with striking features, he had the kind of face that stopped women in their tracks. The nonchalant way he gazed in her direction caused trepidation to snake down her spine. His full mouth, suppressed in a flat line, added to his almost roguish look with his neatly kept stubble beard. Salivating over the width of his shoulders, she couldn’t help but wonder what their powerful architecture would feel like under her hands. The glacial, azure eyes warned of a man with a low tolerance for lies and deceit.

Before opening her mouth to utter a sound and explain her presence, she braced herself for his anger. Instinct warned her she wouldn’t be able to trick him. A steep price would be demanded for her foolishness.

“So, this is the interviewee.” The dark voice flowed through her mind as he towered over her with his intimidating presence. The gaze he bestowed on her was cold and assessing, weighing her worth and considering her punishment. As the silence stretched on, one brow arched higher in a silent demand for her response.

Now that he stood close, Xia struggled to breathe, let alone find her voice. How could a man as cruel as he was believed to be look like a Greek God? A man who could only be described as beautiful. Although every feature in his face was taut with what she believed was underlying savagery, he carried himself like an aristocrat, a movie star used to looks of admiration. His dark hair had a model-like disheveled look, as if just ran his fingers through them. Strangely, it made him look young and human. Almost.
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