
  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by T.L. Smith

      

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this ebook may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This ebook contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is intended for adults ONLY. Please store your files wisely, where they cannot be accessed by under-aged readers.

        Cover – Outlined With Love

        Edited – Swish Editing

        Editor - Ink Machine Editing & Nice Girl Naught Edits

        Proofread – Lisa Edward

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        DEDICATION

      

      
        Blurb

      

    

    
      
        Variety Gossip

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Variety Gossip

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Variety Gossip

      

    

    
      
        First Chapter of My Beautiful Poison

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by T.L. Smith

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To the girl whose father is a dropkick but still manages to crush this thing called life and not have daddy issues.

        This one is for you.

        Me.
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        Sailor

      

      

      

      
        
        My husband sold me.

        Not only did he sell me, but he told me he loved me while doing the deal.

        What lies he tells.

        Only fools believe him.

        Unfortunately, one of those fools was…

        me.

      

      

      

      
        
        Keir

      

      

      

      
        
        I’m not in the habit of buying women.

        I didn’t need to.

        I was a king of my realm, the devil you whispered about in your sleep.

        So, when his debt fell due, he sold me his wife.

        And I was happy because I wanted to play with her like any fool would.

        And play with her, I did.

        Pity, in the end, I would have to kill her.
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        The King of the Underworld

      

      

      

      
        
        New York’s most notorious bad boy, king of the underworld and most eligible bachelor, was seen today without a woman once again. But he was snapped with his hands up the skirt of one of New York’s top models, and let me tell you, she was not complaining.

        Pity what they say about him.

        Uses women then discards them.

        Pretty sure I wouldn’t complain about him using me, though.

        Right readers?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          KEIR

        

      

    

    
      Once, a long time ago, I dreamed I could be a normal man. Like the ones you see holding hands as they walk down the street with their girlfriends, like nothing in the world is a worry to them as they smile, and laugh, and kiss. But then I realized that life is a lie. A big, fat, juicy lie.

      Mine? My fucked-up life is as real as one could ever get.

      The blood that pools at my feet tells me so.

      The fear apparent in this guy’s brown eyes tells me so.

      His life is a lie, just like many others living around me are beautiful lies.

      Licking my lips, I wonder if he would easily go back to his normal, boring life if I gave him a chance.

      Or would he stop living a lie?

      I think we both know the answer.

      The lie is too juicy to let go of it so effortlessly. It’s much easier to live it. Be surrounded by it.

      I don’t like the lie, never lived it, and never intend to. So, when you lie to me, I’ll come along and bleed it from you. I’ll let the blood that seeps from your body tell me your truth.

      If you owe me, that is.

      My father used to tell me, “Boys are just men in the making. You, my son, are a killer in the making. Remember that you will never be a man. You’ll have the needs of a man, yes, but no woman will love the real you.”

      He said those words for as long as I can remember. Reiterating them often.

      I’m not a man.

      I’m a stone-cold killer.

      That’s why this man sitting here pleading for his life doesn’t faze me. Doesn’t stir anything within me.

      Because we know by the end of the day, I’ll walk out of this house.

      And the man with the brown eyes will die burning inside.

      What a beautiful fucking fairy tale ending.

      “Boss.”

      I pull my gun.

      The boys have had their fun.

      It’s time to leave.

      I have other debts to collect.

      “We could stay … play a little longer.”

      I once enjoyed the mere satisfaction of watching a man bleed until he passed out. Or listening to his screams as I gouged out his eyes one at a time.

      But something has shifted.

      Now, I raise my gun, and in an instant, the bullet finds a new home between his eyes, and his head snaps back on impact.

      Looking up, I see Joey shaking his head.

      He wanted to play, and I know that, but I’ll wait to see if he says anything.

      He should know better.

      My patience level is becoming smaller and smaller, and my trigger finger is getting happier and happier.

      Once I was a man who killed simply for the joy of it. The high that followed was unlike any other.

      The hard-on I would get from watching some fuckface die some sort of excruciatingly cruel death would be exhilarating.

      Now, it’s different.

      Now, I fuck because I’m bored.

      And I’m bored a lot.

      And bored is not what you want me to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          SAILOR

        

      

    

    
      His lips taste sour.

      That’s my first thought after his eager mouth leaves mine.

      His rough hand slides up my skirt, creeping its way up my thigh with intent as we stand outside the club. I didn’t want to come, but he insisted.

      He insists on a lot of things, and like a fool, I follow without question.

      A fool, I tell you.

      I know it, you don’t have to tell me.

      Because, hell, I know.

      But it’s different from the life I had before. So very different.

      “Are you ready?” he asks into the air, not even looking my way as his hand stays where it is, possessively resting on my upper thigh where my leg is covered in ink. I move my stare away from his lips, the ones that have left a bitter taste on my tongue and turn my head to where he’s focusing his attention.

      It doesn’t seem like much to me—an alleyway off a quiet street with only a few cars around us. If I didn’t know this man, I would think he was taking me down this dark, dingy alley to rape me, kill me … gosh, anything a woman’s worst fears are comprised of.

      But I do know him, and I have for an incredibly long time. The ring on my left hand indicates the reason, and the man whose touch is still lingering on my skin put it there.

      I’m not scared of him, though. And he knows it.

      “Ready for what?” I ask him, nervousness filling my tone since I have no idea what I’m in for tonight. But again, he doesn’t answer me. Typical. He simply smirks before flashing me his extremely white teeth, the ones he just has to brush three times a day. Internally, I roll my eyes just thinking about it.

      Did I mention his habits annoy me?

      A lot.

      His hand drops from my thigh, the cold night air caressing my bare skin the minute he steps away, and for a second, I wish he were back. Back standing in front of me, holding me like a good husband holds his wife. Instead, he hardly gives me a backward glance as he starts walking ahead, expecting me to follow him like a lost puppy. And I do, because no matter how stupid I am for staying with him, I’m not so stupid to be left alone in a dark alley.

      Like, hello.

      Not that dumb.

      Wrapping my arms around my waist, I grasp at the silky material of my violet insanely short minidress that clings to every curve of my body. The one I wore to make him happy. He prefers it when my dresses are short. Easy access, he likes to say.

      Which is weird considering it’s been months since we’ve fucked.

      “Wait, Dillan.” I’m not able to keep up with his pace in my heels, but he doesn’t seem to notice nor care as he approaches a door in the distance. He stops and spins around, a smile spreading across his face that doesn’t quite meet his eyes, then knocks on the door three times.

      I’m about to tell him that we’re at the wrong place, that no one would be down here. There are only three cars on this street and no other businesses are open. But as I go to open my mouth, the door opens, and standing there is a woman dressed in green. From her extravagant jewelry to her beautiful form-fitting dress, down to her embellished stilettos—all green.

      Her eyes lock on Dillan, then move to me. She assesses me, taking her time to scan me from top to toe, leaving me even more confused than I was before. Once she’s satisfied, she nods once and steps back as Dillan grabs my hand and jerks me in behind him. I momentarily try to stay where I am, but his pull is clearly stronger than mine.

      I’m hesitant to move forward, but I do, afraid of tripping in these black heels that are extra high tonight because I wanted to impress my husband, who, by the way, hasn’t even noticed that I’m wearing these gorgeous heels to begin with. Never mind the fact that they cost more than my monthly paycheck. Thank God for rentals. Yes, you heard it through me, I rented them. They are not mine, but how I wish they were. Even if I was brought up to not waste my money on material things, that doesn’t stop me from wanting them. Badly. They make my soul happy.

      “Color?” the woman asks as she shuts the door. I look to her for an explanation, but her eyes are only on Dillan. Mine scan the room, and I don’t notice anything out of the ordinary. It looks like a normal reception area with a seat, black walls, and a white desk.

      “Yellow,” Dillan answers for the both of us, still not bothering to tell me what exactly is going on.

      What the fuck?

      “And your friend?” Her brow raises as if she knows the answer that will be coming. I’m glad she does because I have no idea.

      Dillan finally looks at me, then his gaze continues down my body before squeezing my hand too firmly. He smiles back at the woman in green. “Yellow as well.”

      “Yellow it is.” She places a wristband on Dillan’s arm, then reaches for me and starts to do the same.

      “What’s this for?” I ask, but she’s quiet and won’t look me in the eyes.

      It’s Dillan who answers, “It’s a club, sweetie.” He gently pushes a stray hair back from my face, and I grind my teeth at the sweet gesture.

      “What kind?”

      The woman finishes with my band and tries unsuccessfully to hide her smile as she walks off. Turning to face Dillan, I look down at the yellow wristband and back up at him.

      “Just go with it, okay?”

      I want to argue, to tell him that I just go with a lot of things, and every single one of those things, I do for him and only him.

      But what does he do for me? Nothing lately.

      He comes home smelling of other women, tells me it’s from his work colleagues, and lies about going out all night while I stay home.

      He has brought me with him tonight, thinking I should be thankful.

      I’m not.

      I don’t want to be here.

      A long time ago, I moved away from my family and friends to live with him, and I have been a good wife.

      I can’t say the same for him being a good husband.

      Unfortunately for me, I fell in love with him thinking I could have a nice, normal life. Now, I’m not the same woman as I once was, and times have changed.

      I have changed.

      He has not.

      Dillan pushes open a set of double doors and soft music flows out from behind them. He keeps on walking while I take slow steps, following him cautiously toward the party I can see coming into view. I slink past him, unable to keep my curiosity at bay any longer. Taking one look over the railing, what I see below us has my exceptionally expensive heels locking in place.

      “Dillan,” I say in a soft voice, my words barely making it past my lips. “Where are we?”

      He chuckles and walks up behind me, one hand going to my waist as he moves my hair over my shoulder with his other before whispering in my ear, “We are at a traffic party.”

      “A what?”

      “Red means you’re here to only support or watch, yellow means you’re interested but with someone, green means you’re up for everything.” I glance down at my yellow wristband, then back to the floor below me.

      Sprawling beds and lounge chairs take up the space, all surrounded by naked people.

      It’s like an orgy with a bar.

      “Why are we not wearing red ones?” He stays silent for a moment as he trails his hand from my hair, down my spine, landing on the curve of my ass and squeezing.

      “Because it’s time we spice things up and play. It’s getting old in our bedroom.” His words instantly shock me, punching me right in the gut, forcing my whole body to still.

      That’s not something a wife wants to hear. Ever.

      Is it me?

      No, it’s him as well.

      All he wants is doggy. I hate it but don’t say anything because it’s what he likes. And I want to please him. But it’s been months.

      “I want to leave.” The moment the words leave my mouth, Dillan removes his hands from me, then he smirks and starts walking away.

      “Leave then. But if you do …” He doesn’t finish.

      My heart feels like it’s being stomped on with each and every step he takes down those stairs and farther away from me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          SAILOR

        

      

    

    
      I should have walked away, gotten myself together and left. But we have been together for so long and a part of me did love him at one time, maybe even still loves him. Maybe. Instead, I walk down the stairs to find my husband. Each step I take is a strike to my pride. I never thought I’d be somewhere like this. Especially not with someone who supposedly loves me.

      In an attempt at being independent again, I try to tear at the yellow band on my wrist, branding me as something I am not, but it’s impossible and won’t budge. Scissors will be needed to get this thing off me.

      In a past life, I would have thrived at a place like this.

      But that’s in the past.

      “Hello.”

      Spinning around, I find a woman standing behind me. She’s dressed in only a G-string and steps closer, her lean body almost coming into contact with mine as she reaches for the strap on my top. Expecting her to tell me something, anything, I look up at her, but her bright pink lips say nothing as she leans in closer to me. Her body is perfect, and if I was interested in a woman, she would be it. Strong, lean physique, toned abs, and sun-kissed skin.

      “I …” Words fail me as she leans in and places her lips on mine. Nothing else is said before she tries to kiss me. I stand still as a statue, wondering what in the ever-loving fuck is happening.

      When she realizes I’m not kissing her back, she removes her mouth from mine, my pink lipstick now smeared on her plump lips, and she smirks. “First time is always the hardest.” Yeah, not what I was expecting her to say. “Go to the bar, get a drink, and calm your nerves.” Then she walks away.

      Checking behind me, the bar has no patrons right now. Everyone is either with someone or walking around touching others. Not many people are wearing red wristbands, with most being either yellow or green. I tug at mine again, almost snapping a perfect nail in the process, but it still doesn’t budge.

      Huffing, I stay where I am and check around for Dillan—who has just won the husband of the year award for leaving me alone—but don’t find that asshole anywhere.

      It’s time I finally leave him.

      Like, for real this time.

      Not just think about it.

      Because I work from home, I have no friends in our town apart from Dillan’s, and they are loyal to him, not me. My parents are traveling in their camper van, and my friends from home all have lives that don’t include me anymore—and I can’t blame them. Dillan never lets me see them anyway, so I put my everything into Dillan.

      Even when I shouldn’t.

      Meeting Dillan I always thought he was different. My friends back home are still in the same place they were when I left—selling on the streets, no jobs, or doing things they shouldn’t. I fell into their crowds. And I loved it, despite everything. Doing shit you shouldn’t be doing is a thrill, and don’t we all love a thrill. Except, I knew eventually I’d have to grow up, and when I did, I left all that behind me.

      But as I look at Dillan I wonder, what does he give me?

      Actually …

      … not much.

      My eyes scan the area as I search again, and all I see is an orgy club.

      I walk over to the bar, sit down, and wave down the bartender behind the counter.

      “Do you have scissors?”

      He raises an eyebrow, and I hold up my wrist. “You aren’t allowed to remove that in here,” he responds, then taps his hand on the bar. “What do you want to drink?”

      “I want a pair of damn scissors,” I tell him again.

      He shakes his head and walks off, effectively dismissing me.

      “You get dragged here or something?” a dark voice asks. Whirling around on my stool, there’s a man leaning over the bar with a phone in his hand. I bite the inside of my cheek as I stare at him. He’s not looking at me, so I can’t tell you what color his eyes are, but from my guess, I would say they’re as dark as his voice. I’ve heard dark voices before. His, though, is mixed with a smoothness like silk. It slides straight from his tongue to where I am with no hesitation.

      As I continue to scan him, I note the expensive suit that’s tailored to perfection for his body, his jacket over the back of the chair, and he’s wearing a button-up shirt. He’s actually the only person in here wearing anything at all, and I have to wonder why.

      As his strong arms tense while he waits for my answer, I remember he is nothing like Dillan. Dillan is clean-cut with a soft voice. So why, as my eyes reach this man’s black shirt rolled up to his elbows, do I feel an instant attraction to him when he’s nothing like my husband?

      “Pretty much,” I reply, finally remembering to answer his question.

      His lip turns upward into a slight smirk, and my heart pitter-patters in response. Slowly, he turns, placing his phone down, and it’s then I realize he’s sporting a red wristband.

      I want one of those, I immediately think to myself.

      He notices where my eyes are and raises a brow. His eyes are dark, like looking into a black abyss.

      He lifts his wrist. “You want one?” I bite my lip and look away, trying to find my husband, but don’t see him anywhere. At least this explains why he always smells of other women. It’s clearly not his first time here.

      “I’d rather leave,” I tell him, forcing a smile as I look back in his direction. His eyes turn darker if that’s even possible while his mouth sets into a grim line, and he looks away, taking his attention away from me as he goes back to his phone.

      Did I make him angry?

      Who cares, Sailor? You aren’t here to please anyone.

      Taking a deep breath, I stand from the stool and look up the stairs.

      I need to leave.

      This is it—I can’t do this anymore.

      I’ve made up my mind.

      “Sailor.” I turn to my name uttered by my husband’s voice. When I fix my gaze on him, he has a split lip. I make a move to touch him, to see if he’s okay, but drop my hand back down to my side.

      Nope.

      He does not deserve my concern.

      He scrubs his hand over his face. “Sailor, I really fucked up.”

      “What?” I ask, confused.

      Dillan shakes his head, and his eyes focus on something over my shoulder. When I turn to see what’s caught his attention, Mr. Tall Dark and Handsome is off his phone and hovering directly behind me.

      “She will do, won’t she?” Dillan asks him.

      At his words, I scrunch up my nose, trying to register them. He didn’t just say what I think he did, did he?

      “Yes.”

      I swing my head around back to the man, who is now watching me. His eyes fully take in every detail of me, from every curve of my body to every feature on my face, assessing me as if I am his. Or something soon to be owned by him.

      Which is worse, I’m not sure yet.

      “What have you done, Dillan?” I ask on a shaky voice as two other men come and stand on either side of me.

      “I had to. I just …” He shakes his head. “I don’t need you anymore.”

      “What?” My brain is having difficulty registering everything around me. As my so-called husband continues to talk, white noise flutters around inside my brain, and I have trouble taking in his words.

      “I sold you, Sailor. I’m sorry.”

      What does that even mean? You can’t just sell someone, especially someone you love. How is this even possible?  My hands ball to fists at my sides as I stare at Dillan, and he simply turns and walks away without another word of explanation. I go to follow him, to scream at him, tell him I’m not his to sell or bargain with, but two strong and overpowering men step in my way to block my path as Dillan disappears from my view.

      “Move!” I yell at them.

      They don’t, of course.

      My hands go to one of the giant’s chests and I try to push with everything I have, but he ignores me completely, looking past me without flinching a muscle.

      “I’m not his.”

      “No, you are mine.”

      There’s that dark voice again.

      Hands go around my waist and he turns me so I am facing him, his hard, broad shoulders come into my vision and it takes everything in me not to cry or drop to the ground.

      “I am definitely not yours.” I spit at him.

      He wipes my spit from his face then looks me dead in the eye, his hands are fast to reach for me and he throws me over his shoulder.

      “Put me down,” I scream out, my hands banging on his back.

      “No can do.” He slaps my ass to quieten me, but I just scream louder. “I like it when they scream. Tell me, will you like it when I make you scream?”

      Before I can say anything back, he looks at his men and says, “Buttala fuori.” <Knock her out.> Then hands are over my face, and everything goes black as I breathe in something that’s not air.
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        * * *

      

      It’s still on my wrist. That’s the first thing I notice when I wake.

      The second is that I’m not alone.

      My hands instantly go to my dress to make sure it’s on, and when I feel everything intact, I sigh in relief. But the relief is short-lived when I hear slight huffing noises.

      Do I even want to turn around to see what that sound is?

      I wait a few beats to see if he speaks, but he doesn’t, and I don’t want to turn to face him either. It’s just a bad dream, right? This doesn’t happen in real life. Who sells their wife? And why would anyone want to buy me?

      What the fuck?

      I’m not his to sell. I’m mine, and only mine. My hands shaking and my mouth dry, I lick my lips as I gather up my courage.

      The huffing coming from behind me continues.

      Is he fucking someone next to me on this bed?

      Sliding to the edge, I hold on to my dress so it doesn’t slide up and sit up straight. My eyes lock on my shoes, which I love, that somehow now look dirty lying on the floor beside the bed. Or maybe it’s me who feels dirty. A shiver runs through me at the thought.

      Can I run?

      I should run.

      What would they do to me if I ran?

      Standing on shaky legs, I turn ever so slowly. My heartbeat is high, my palms are dewy, and my eyes are heavy. Managing to look past the blindingly white sheets of his bed, I see him, and in his hands are weights. He pumps them with force, and every muscle in his body goes taut each time he moves them.

      Thank God he isn’t fucking someone. That’s not something I want to see after being fucking sold.

      “Excuse me.” My voice is surprisingly even. Fucked if I know how, though.

      As he stops lifting the weights, with a motion I never knew existed, he drops them to the floor and picks up a towel wiping his face before he turns toward me. His chest is bare, and I can see every bit of skin that was hidden under that black shirt last night. He’s the type you see in the movies. Those bad boys you know you should stay away from. Those ex-boyfriends who are simply bad for you, but you keep going back to because their appeal drags you in like some sort of magical spell that’s been cast on you.

      But I don’t want to be some sort of rag doll who’s pulled every which way.

      Been there, done that.

      The man is Italian. I know it by looking at him and those strong features. Plus, I’m pretty sure he spoke it to someone as he threw me over his shoulder.

      Asshole.

      I try to look away, it would be the smart thing to do.

      But this man has a body like no others. My husband has a nice body, but you can tell this man takes great pride in his and I appreciate that right now. Just looking at him alone is good for the vibrator bank. The way the veins in his arms pop as he moves, or the way he bites his lip as he pulls the weights up, yep great material for later.

      My voice quivers when the next words leave my mouth. “I think it’s time I leave,” I say to him.

      He gives me nothing, simply leans down and lifts his bottle of water, holds it to those delectable lips, and swallows. I watch as he takes each gulp, his throat moving with precision, the sweat trickling over his neck to his chest then further down his stomach. When he’s done, he places the bottle back down and walks to my side. My heart starts pumping hard, my eyes on the verge of watering, with the thought that he may just kill me. I never feared my own death before, but with him, I do. You simply can’t help but be concerned with your own mortality when a man like this stares at you like you are nothing but shit on his shoe.

      His mouth curves up as he steps closer and says, “Good legs, strong arms, a handful of tits. I think I may very well just keep you.” And with those words now spoken my jaw drops.

      My mouth opens in complete and utter shock. No one has ever vocalized something like that about me before. So damn crudely. I step back away from him, but he smirks and steps closer.

      Managing to gather myself and not smack him where I know it will hurt, I say, “I need to leave. I have work to do.”

      “If you leave, you forfeit your life and your husband’s.” His words stop me in my tracks.

      What the fuck does he mean?

      He can’t be serious, can he?

      He turns, his back now in view and it’s nothing but muscle, and when I realize what I’m doing, I take a deep breath and look away.

      What the fuck is going on?

      And how many more times am I going to ask myself that?

      He throws over his shoulder, “I’m showering. Stay where you are. We aren’t finished.”

      Like hell we aren’t.

      He walks off and leaves me standing in his bedroom. Well, I think it’s his bedroom.

      Looking back at my shoes, which I know are going to cost me a fortune to replace, I leave them where they are and head straight for the door. I’m not sure what hurts more, leaving those shoes or what’s happening to me right now. Getting to the door, I turn the handle, and a rush of breath leaves me when it opens. My hands are shaking, and my body feels cold, but I don’t stop. Why the hell would I?

      Then his words run through my head. “If you leave, you forfeit your life and your husband’s.” My bare feet pause on the cold tiles beneath me, and a shiver like I have never felt before runs up my spine. Turning my eyes to the side, I see a glass case. Inside that glass case are guns. There’s a lot of guns and not your average ones either.

      Holy shit.

      Who are these people?

      The mafia?

      What has Dillan gotten me into?

      Looking back over my shoulder to his door, I contemplate going back, but that would be stupid.

      But …

      … what if what he said is true?

      What if he will do as he says and kill Dillan and me? I mean, I shouldn’t care what happens to Dillan, because clearly, he is an asshole and doesn’t give two shits about me. But I do care about him, I guess some part of me still loves him, so I don’t want to see him dead in a ditch.

      My eyes glance at that gun case again. If he has that many and isn’t afraid to kidnap women, what else is this asshole capable of? I’m not sure I want to find out.

      Licking my dry lips, I rub them together to get some moisture into them as my bare feet turn on the cold tiles, and I make my way back to the bedroom door. Pushing it open, everything is as I left it. My shoes are on the floor by the side of the bed, the white sheets are messy from where I left them, and his weights are lying in the corner.

      “Didn’t get far?” That voice—it rocks me to my core.

      I turn to see him standing naked at the entry to his bathroom with just a towel, and might I add, it’s not wrapped around his waist. No, it’s wiping his face and hiding incredibly high cheek bones and a jaw that looks like it was carved from granite.

      Try as I might to keep my eyes from wandering farther down his body, because I’m a married woman, I lose the battle. But then again, I am a woman, and with my betraying eyes I follow the dips and planes of his chest and abs until I get to …

      Shit.

      No wonder he has the confidence to walk around naked. If I looked like him, was hung like him, I would probably do it as well.

      Gathering up my wits, I remove my eyes from his cock and say, “I want to go home.”

      “No can do, lollipop.”

      My brows scrunch at his words. Lollipop? Who the fuck calls someone that?

      “You can’t own me. I am not for sale. You can’t buy people,” I argue with him.

      He lets out a soft chuckle and turns his back on me. “But I do own you. Now, shut the fuck up and get naked.”
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      “Naked?” My voice squeaks unusually high.

      “Did I stutter?” he snaps back.

      I make no move to do as he requested. Instead, I stand there stock-still, waiting for what will come of my disobedience.

      Because getting naked sure as shit is not happening.

      I will not get naked and lie on his bed.

      I am not a whore for his pleasure.

      While hugging my arms around my body, I look around the room, and wonder how I can get myself out of this.

      When I didn’t even put myself in this scenario in the first place.

      Fucking Dillan did.

      Does he plan for me to fuck him?

      Because I won’t.

      But then again, will he rape me?

      I look back up to see dark eyes watching my every move. He leans against the wall his hands in front of him.
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