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PROLOGUE


ANTONIA





This can't be happening again. Not again. I pant. It's not real. Just my imagination. A dream. No. A nightmare. 

It’s sooo bloody cold. My great ass is gonna freeze off. A waterfall of shivers runs down my spine. I shouldn’t be here. It’s not safe to wander around in Phoenix, Arizona in the middle of the night dressed in a bright pink Gucci dress, Tiffany diamonds, and an expensive Prada bag. 

My stubborn heart has gotten me into some deep shit. Running away from my own birthday party isn’t the best idea I’ve ever gotten. It's my parents' fault. They're the worst. They have no feelings toward me except for hatred and loathing. Nothing I do is ever good enough. Every disgusting comment they throw my way is another painful stab in my heart. Still, I always try to please them. I don’t even flinch when they parade me around like their obedient princess to all their high and mighty friends. 

Hearing footsteps behind me, I increase my tempo. My jog grows into a sprint. Soon, I'm running as fast as I can in my sky-high Jimmy Choo heels. I groan. My feet ache from wearing them all night, but I don't let it slow me down. The fear of being mugged keeps me going. The vultures lurking in the shadows in this part of town would love to get their hands on my Tiffany diamonds. 

I clutch my phone, checking the time. I called my twin brother Josh ten minutes ago. Where is he? What is taking him so long? We're not that far away from the birthday party. He should have been here by now.

The heavy footsteps behind me keep getting closer. Thick fingers clamp down on my shoulders, and I’m flung backward. I try to wiggle out of my faceless attacker’s violent hold, but the man is stronger than me and easily shoves me down on the ground. I scream for help as loud as I can, but no one comes to my rescue.     

My attacker throws me around until I lie flat on my back; all the while, his face remains blurred. Some nights, the blurred face turns into that of my mother’s. She's usually cursing and spewing vile words at me. Most nights, though, I dream of my real, faceless attacker.   

‘’Ain’t you a pretty little thing,'' he sneers at me, a vicious laugh falling from his lips. His legs hold my arms trapped against my body while he gropes me. 

‘’Please don’t hurt me,'' I beg with tears trailing down my cheeks, ruining my makeup.   

‘’Hush now. I’ve looked all night for a pretty toy to play with. Be quiet so daddy here can have some fun,'' he chirps, his head lowering to my neck, sniffing me. ‘’Hmm, so damn clean. You’re my pretty puppet to play with.''

Kicking frantically around, I try to break free. I twist and turn, but my attacker's heavy frame renders my efforts pointless. 

I flinch when my assaulter rips the top of my dress, exposing my pale pink bra. When he forces his tongue inside my mouth, I bite him as hard as I can, with the result that a horrible copper taste fills my mouth. In retaliation, he smacks me, causing my world to spin out of control. 

Curses fall from his lips, but I can’t make them out. A cold, sharp blade rests against my throat, cutting into my skin. It’s so painful I whimper like a kicked puppy.   

‘’You stupid fucking slut,'' my attacker yells. ''Try that again, and I’ll skin you alive, bitch!'' He spits in my face and continues his torture—groping my breasts and rubbing the bulge in his pants against my stomach. 

His breath stinks of cheap liquor and cigarettes. It’s revolting. I feel like throwing up, but instead, I freeze and weep uncontrollably as I begin to come to terms with my fate. 

‘’That’s it. Be a real good puppet and do what I tell you to,'' my faceless and nameless attacker slurs.

I want to do something to stop him, but my body doesn’t respond to my brain. I’ve never been more frightened in my life than at this moment. I close my eyes, escaping to a safe place inside my head where he can’t touch me. 

A loud roar and a slicing pain across my throat bring me back to reality. My heavy attacker has been knocked off me, allowing air to fill my lungs once again. A brief feeling of relief runs through my body, but it’s soon replaced by trepidation when I reach for my throat and wet liquid coats my hand. 

Blood. 

I scream furiously as I put pressure on my throat, stopping the bleeding. The cut is superficial but deep enough to leave an ugly scar.

Grunting and sounds of fighting boom beside me, reminding me of my attacker and, more importantly, my savior, Josh. My amazing and loving twin brother and my parents' pride and joy. 

The two men tumble around, throwing punches left and right. My brother is younger and smaller than my attacker, but thankfully, Josh took him by surprise, and the bastard doesn’t stand a chance. That’s until a small silver blade catches my sight. I scream in warning, but it’s too late. The blade penetrates my brother’s skin. It all happens so fast, and yet it’s like I’m watching the scene unfold in slow motion. 

My attacker escapes into the night, vanishing as quickly as he appeared. I yell at my brother to stay awake. Tears stream down my face as I hold Josh’s cold body in my arms, watching helplessly as his white dress shirt soaks with blood.


The nightmare is always the same. Same start. Same ending. Nothing I do ever changes the outcome. I tell Josh I love him as he dies in my arms. I have never felt as weak and powerless as I did at that moment. That night, I vowed I'd never feel that weak and powerless again. Love is nothing but a knife to the kidney, causing you to bleed to death. 

Like always, I know my torment isn't over yet. Nightmares don't let go of one willingly. Everything rotates in quick, hazy circles, ending with the ground literally opening up and swallowing me whole, spitting me out to face another memory. 

One with my mother. As usual, her face is contorted in anger. She’s always angry with me. She has resented my existence my entire life, and it only worsened after Josh’s death.

‘’It’s your fault. You can’t do anything right. Stupid girl,’’ my mother hisses, her breath oozing of alcohol. ‘’You’re too fat. And didn’t I tell you to straighten your hair? I curse those bloody ugly curls of yours. You, Antonia, will forever be the shame of this family.’’

‘’I’m sorry, Mom.’’ I hiccup, knowing this is about more than fat and curly hair. It always is. ‘’Please, I’m so sorry. It’s my fault.’’

‘’Of course, it’s your fault. Everything is your fault. Because of you, Joshua is dead. You killed my little baby boy.’’ 


I wake up startled and drenched in sweat. 

The nightmares are always the same. The same scenarios with the same outcomes. I fist my hands. I so desperately want to punch myself. I deserve it. 

I don’t know why, but the nightmares are becoming more frequent and more realistic, yet my attacker’s face remains blurry. According to the doctors, it’s a defense mechanism that often occurs if you’ve experienced a traumatic event. For years, I’ve done my best to hide my darkness, even from Quinn, my best friend. But one would only have to look under my makeup and fake smile to find the scars tarnishing my body, mind, and heart.    

Personally, I was lucky. My attacker’s blood was found at the crime scene. Danny Salvatore was sentenced to six years in prison for the murder of my twin brother. 

I was surprised that my parents, with their power and influence, didn’t make sure Salvatore received a life sentence. But like my dad often says—the legal system works in mysterious ways.  

The nightmares of my past rule my present and eat away at my future. I’ve been living in a vicious cycle since I was eighteen and my life was torn apart. I want to escape it, but that’s the thing about nightmares—there’s no escape. 

It has taken me a lot of time and many struggles to get where I am today. I have my best friend Quinn and her mom, Rosalind, to thank for saving my ass when I needed it. They supported me when I left my parents’ house, letting me live with them. Everything was okay until Michael, Quinn’s evil stepfather, went batshit crazy. Michael wants to hurt everyone that Quinn and her mom care about. Also, I might have ransacked his mansion and stolen a copy of his precious computer hard drive that proves all his illegal dealings. The wannabe future senator is going down. 

Still, because of him, I’m now on lockdown in an MC clubhouse. Turns out Quinn's biological dad is the president of a one-percenter motorcycle club. Even more surreal is that I’m in the belly of the beast, well, more like sleeping in his bed. Literally. Sharing Beast's bedroom is not how I saw my day going. I stare at my reflection on the ceiling. Leave it to Beast to have a gigantic mirror on his ceiling and another on the wall opposite his bed. There are mirrors everywhere. It’s freaking creepy. I get why he has them—for sexy times, obviously. But it’s a bit overdone if you ask me. Fortunately, Beast is nowhere to be found at the moment. I’m not surprised, considering what went down between us a few hours ago. 

After arriving in Lineville, I was pleasantly surprised by the pack of sexy biker gods this motorcycle club had to offer. It was like being a kid on Christmas morning. 

Beast stood out from the moment I laid eyes on him. He loomed in the MC’s garage opening with sweat and grease covering his delicious body, his muscles flexing in the sun. I had a mini-orgasm just by looking at him. He’s not anything like the pretty fuckboys I’ve slept with in the past. I don’t really do the whole dating thing. My favorite words are casual and simple. 

Beast is a brute, a sexy Viking warrior. His nose has unmistakably been broken several times, but somehow, the imperfection makes him look even more sinful. A severe scar runs through his eyebrow, probably obtained from some random bar brawl. More disturbingly are the tons of small slicing scars on the right side of his neck and lower chin. They don’t deter me, though. I have scars of my own. 

I had been so busy checking out his fine abs that I almost missed the slight limp on his right leg. Still, overall, Beast is smoking hot. Not that I would ever admit it to anyone because he’s an awful and dangerous person. His whole demeanor screams violence. One doesn't become the Sergeant-at-Arms of an outlaw motorcycle club by sitting at home and knitting socks. But none of it matters because I hate his guts and vice versa. 

Today, while I talked to the other guys and old ladies to get to know them, he spent the entire time brooding and sending me strange glares. He didn't utter a single word to me except for a few angry grunts. 

Cave-dwelling asshole!    

So what if I haven’t exactly been polite to him? I may have told him to sleep on the floor as long as my fine ass would be occupying his bed. I wanted to get a rise out of him, but his stupid clenched jaw remained shut. After a second had passed, he looked more relieved than pissed off. Relieved that he wouldn’t have to share a bed with me. 

Ouch! 

Looking around the dark bedroom, I give up on going back to sleep. My throat begs for water. I guess I could sneak down to the kitchen and get a glass of water. It’s in the middle of the night, and there are no voices or party sounds coming from downstairs, so everyone must be fast asleep. If that's the case, where's Beast? 

Does he have a girlfriend? Is that why he doesn't seem interested in me? Even when men don't like me, they never pass up the chance to share a bed with me. Maybe he's gay? I chuckle. Beast is gay, and I'm the Virgin Mary.  

Whatever. I don't care. Beast's business is none of mine. 

I quickly throw on one of Beast's long T-shirts. It hangs off my shoulder, but it's long enough to cover my butt. I hate sleeping in clothes. My nightmares always have me twisting and turning in bed, so clothes end up feeling like a noose.  

Tiptoeing down the hallway, I abruptly stop dead in my tracks when a woman moans Beast. I should turn around and forget I ever heard it, but I don't. I blame my damn curiosity. I creep up to the door standing ajar and sneak a peek inside the room. What I see stuns me and turns me on at the same time. 

A blonde-haired woman has been thrown over a nasty brown couch with her hands tied together in front of her. Beast is plowing into the chick from behind while gripping her hair roughly, keeping her head pushed down into the cushion. 

The whole scene is sexy as hell. But seriously! Don’t they know how to close a door properly? Anybody could’ve walked by and seen them screwing like dogs. How disgusting... and hot. It sure does leave me with an erotic sight of Beast’s sweat-covered body. I mean, holy crap on a cracker, he’s hot.       

Several military tattoos and the Death’s Soldiers club colors decorate Beast’s muscular chest. I’m quite familiar with the reaper dressed in a military uniform by now. The insignia adorns all the brothers' cuts.  

However, tattoos are not the only thing covering Beast’s broad shoulders and defined six-pack. Burn marks and scars maim his skin. Old and new. Big and small. Beast could be the leading role in a slasher movie. 

I gasp unintentionally at the sight of Beast and the piece of ass he’s currently occupied by, but the chick he’s busy manhandling doesn’t hear me. If I were her, not that I would ever want to switch places with her, I wouldn’t have noticed me either. 

Beast, on the other hand, is extremely aware of his surroundings, and his gaze instantly snaps up to meet mine, catching me in my dirty peepshow. His monstrous, icy blue eyes show a hint of surprise, but he continues with his fuck-fest, sparing his naked chest a quick glance. I would have sworn I saw a flash of shame flickering in his cold, emotionless orbs, but the look vanished as fast as it appeared. 

I should leave, but I can’t move. My feet are rooted to the floor. I’m enchanted by Beast’s muscles and the sweat trickling down his chest. It would be so easy to reach down between my legs and satisfy myself, envisioning I was the one getting the royal ‘beastly’ treatment. 

Too late, I realize Beast is playing some sick and twisted game with me, and I’m losing. He smirks, satisfied, as one of his hands twists painfully in the woman's hair while the other slams down on her ass, causing her to scream in a mix of pain and pleasure. My breath gets stuck in my throat. I heave violently, craving air. Juices drench my panties, and I unconsciously rub my legs together in need of friction. 

Beast checks me out from head to toe, his gaze lingering on my every curve. Suddenly, my long shirt doesn’t feel quite so long. Lust flares in Beast’s eyes—the bright blue color of his irises grows immensely darker and more dangerous. He licks his lips like a predator ready to attack its prey. 

I’m brought out of my daze when the woman screams Beast’s name as she climaxes. Beast's hips pound into her ass, and he quickly follows suit, emptying himself into the condom. The most disturbing thing is not his clenched jaw or inhumane growl as he comes undone, but the fact that he never takes his eyes off me. 

Barbarian! 

Reality slams into me like a punch in the gut when Beast pulls his dick out of the chick lying spent over the couch. She doesn’t seem to have the power or will to move. Beast has fucked the club bunny into oblivion. 

Beast acts cool and collected as he throws the condom in the nearest wastebasket and jerks his pants up from around his ankles. I narrow my eyes and give him my most disgusted expression before I hightail it back to my room, which technically is Beast’s bedroom. Apparently, since he has been bestowed the honor of being my personal bodyguard until the Michael ordeal is over, I'm forced to share a room with him. 

I've offered to stay with another brother, but Beast has rejected my suggestion. He claims it's his president's orders to protect me. 

In the background, I faintly hear a huff of air escape Beast's mouth. 

A taunting scoff. 

What was I on my way downstairs to get anyway? If I can’t remember, it mustn’t have been that important. All I can think about is Beast’s damaged, hot body fucking that annoying fake blonde. Her hair obviously came from a box. Or maybe it was a wig? Fake was it. Nothing like mine. I hook a lock of hair around my index finger. Mine is a glorious sun-kissed color, while the bird's nest on the woman on the couch was an awful pee-yellow. 

I hide under the covers when Beast enters the bedroom. The sound of the door closing rattles my bones. An intense awkwardness spreads across the room until Beast grunts a few disgusting words my way that I ignore before he disappears inside the adjacent bathroom. 

The calming sound of running water overshadows my anxiety. I inhale deeply and quickly drift off to sleep. 








  
  

CHAPTER ONE


ANTONIA





Once upon a time, a young, beautiful woman wanted to do anything to make her parents love her as much as they loved the woman’s twin brother. 

She colored her hair platinum blonde and spent an obscene amount of time straightening it flat every day, foregoing her natural dirty blonde curls. She even kept a diary of her eating habits because, according to her mother, she always needed to lose three pounds. 

The young woman studied hard in school so she could study law at Yale and become like her father, one of the best lawyers on the West Coast. The young woman devoted hours to helping her dad with cases when he was defending the worst of the worst—rapists, pedophiles, and politicians. 

The beautiful woman was named Antonia Chadwick. Growing up, her best friends were her twin brother Josh, short for Joshua, and Quinn, the girl living next door. The three of them grew up together, raising hell. Rosalind, Quinn’s mother, treated Antonia and Josh as if they were her own flesh and blood. The love they received was returned tenfold. 

Everything changed when the twins turned eighteen and held an extravagant birthday bash. The joyful night turned into a nightmare. The kind with blood and without a happy ending. 

Josh died. 

Antonia became scarred for life.  

Me. 

It happened to me.

My name is Antonia Chadwick, and I’m already tired of narrating my story like it’s a fairy tale because it's not. Far from it. My life is a complicated mess. And staying with a bunch of outlaw bikers—the Death’s Soldiers MC—has only made my life messier but also a lot more fun. 

I nod my head along to the music. The rock tunes do good things for my soul. I scan the bar. Church, or Mr. C as I call him, the president of the Death's Soldiers and Quinn’s biological father, hangs back in a corner with the vice president of the club, Liam ‘Cash’ O’Connor. 

Mr. C doesn't even notice Cash making eyes at my girl. Quinn and Cash have been forced to keep their relationship a secret because Mr. C ironically doesn’t approve of his daughter being with a biker. 

Men!

Can't live with them and can't live without them. Well, one could adopt a dog instead. Now, that's a thought. 

Apart from my beastly roommate, I rather much enjoy the MC environment. The Death's Soldiers are one weird, dangerous family, and I find myself fitting in quite well with the black sheep.

Speaking of the devil, Beast is lounging in one of the two sofas along the wall. With his legs spread wide and his head thrown back in a what-ya-want motion, he's the picture of power. As the club’s Sergeant-at-Arms, he deals with the shit when it hits the fan. 

Throbbing veins crawl up Beast's arm as he curls his fingers around the beer bottle in his hand. His dark mane is slicked back. I want to yank it. Mess it up. I rub my thighs together, and my jeans skirt rises slightly. I might not like Beast, but something about the scruff on his square jaw makes me think it was created to be between my thighs. 

Really, the only problem with Beast is that he is him. Mean, violent, ill-mannered, crude, and verbally impotent. I hate his guts as much as he hates mine. 

My subtle investigation has led to the discovery that Beast O’Connor is former Special Forces. Dishonorably discharged after a mission went wrong. The same mission that gave him most of his scars and the limp on his right leg. After returning home, he joined his brother by blood, Cash, in the Death’s Soldiers MC.  

The main point is that I hate Beast. Luckily, we don’t interact much despite us sharing his room. With that said, we can't avoid each other all the time. I cringe as I recall him catching me sneaking a peek of him fucking a club whore over a couch. 

So embarrassing.

I ran back to our room and hid beneath the covers like a common coward. When he finally returned, he had the nerve to ask in that husky, sexy voice of his whether I enjoyed the show. I stayed quiet because that ridiculous notion was clearly not worthy of a reply. 

Beast’s sex show was erotic and strangely annoying at the same time. I was wickedly turned on by watching him having sex, yet madly annoyed that it was with some random club bunny and not with me. But it’s not something I will let my mind dwell on ever again.

The MC has been on lockdown for what seems like forever. It has been weeks, and Quinn's evil stepdad is still on the loose. In the long run, lockdown is boring as fuck. I’m only allowed to leave the clubhouse if Beast is by my side. I’d rather go to the dentist than hang out with Beast. 

Quinn has used the time to sneak around and loving Cash, while I've been having fun with the guys. Not the sexy kind of fun, but the joking around kind of fun. Not that the scenario of having dirty sex with some of them is appalling. Most of the brothers are incredibly fuckable. On a scale from one to ten, most of them are hotter than the burning fire of hell.

The party that the club is throwing tonight comes just at the right time. I need some fun. Deserve it even.  

For the first time since I arrived, the clubhouse is alive and kicking. I squeal with excitement and head to the bar. Tonight’s celebration is for Quinn. She’s getting her bone marrow transplant tomorrow. After the procedure, Quinn will be as good as new. 

Bye-bye leukemia. 

The club is swarming with brothers, old ladies, and club whores. People are drinking as if they were getting paid for it, but surprisingly, not many are doing drugs. I’ve only seen Bones and Banshee and several of the club bunnies stuffing their noses in the white powder. 

The music is blasting through the speakers, and people are dancing everywhere—on the tables, stools, and the stripper poles. Beast and Ripper look mighty comfortable getting lap dances from two practically naked women. 

Whatever.

I casually gaze around the room, absorbing all the madness. I flag down the prospect behind the bar. Ten seconds later, I’m armed with a beer and three shots. Throwing my head back, I kill the shots one by one.   

Quinn plumps down on the barstool next to me. Despite her ghostly white flesh, hollow cheek, and dark circles under her eyes, my sister by choice is still runway material. Quinn’s natural beauty is a sight to behold. Her brown locks and doe eyes remind me of chocolate. They're always leaving me snack-hungry.

‘’Hey, sis. How are you holding up?’’ I ask. I’m so fucking happy Quinn is getting her treatment tomorrow. She deserves the best of the best in this world. 

‘’Doing great. Just tired,'' she yawns. ''And it sucks that I can’t party with you.’’

‘’Well, maybe if you didn’t spend so much time with a certain cha-ching person, you might have more energy for other things,’’ I whisper and waggle my eyebrows suggestively.

Quinn gives me an offended and a tad sad look. I wonder what that’s about, but Church interrupts our conversation before I can question her further. 

I spend the rest of the night drinking and occasionally dancing with Quinn and some of the brothers. I’m having fun and letting loose. I shake my curves to the rhythm of the music. When hands roam my body, I don’t object. The alcohol in my veins obscures all my rational thoughts like alcohol should. Let's be honest; it's alcohol's primary job. 

My body is burning up, but it’s not from the liquor nor from the hands currently positioned on my hips. I look around the room, trying to find the source causing the fiery sensation on my skin. Beast catches my attention immediately. His cold, murderous eyes set off my internal alarm bells. He looks like he wants to devour me and punish me at the same time. 

I should reduce my alcohol consumption; it’s clearly making me delusional. No way could Beast be staring daggers at the hands clutching my hips while he himself is letting a whore grind her ass into his crotch.      

I’m not proud to admit it, but I break our staring contest first by escaping to the bar to get another drink. I cuss myself for being such a wimp. I, Antonia Chadwick, do not back down. I am the queen of sass. Man the fuck up, girl!

A club bunny is manning the bar. I snap my fingers at her when she refuses to even look at me. When she finally worthy me with her services, I ask for a shot. I swallow the clear liquid in one go and slam the empty glass down on the table. I bend over the bartop, aiming to steal the bottle, when something large and hard pokes me in the ass. 

I gulp.

It's Beast. 

I would recognize his caveman scent anywhere. 

Grease and sweat. 

Yikes. 

Beast hovers behind me, engulfing me in his delicious body heat. His huge paws glide up my sides, cupping my hips in a possessive grip, yanking me closer. I shudder involuntarily, and a forbidden moan slips past my lips. An arrogant laugh from Beast fills my ear as his teeth nibble my earlobe. 

‘’Stop letting all those fucking men touch you like you’re a whore open for business,’’ Beast says in a dark, angry tone. 

How on earth can his voice intimidate and arouse me at the same time? Get a grip, Antonia! How dare that bastard! I’ve only been dancing. He’s the one who’s been fucking whores in plain sight. 

‘’You can’t tell me what I can and cannot do, Beasty,’’ I taunt with disdain. It gives me a carnal pleasure to mess with him. I imagine breaking into Fort Knox would be easier than getting a reaction out of Beast. But we all need a hobby. 

‘’If you were my woman, Anton,’’ Beast growls, throwing his ugly nickname for me back in my face. ‘’I’d lock you up so no fucker could ever lay a hand on your luscious body ever again.’’

‘’There's a word for that. It's called kidnapping.’’

His nose trails up the side of my throat, and his lips glide over my heated skin. Why does it feel so good? 

‘’I’d fuck you so good that you’d forget everything but my name.’’

I wet my lips. ''You mean Beasty?’’

He thrusts forward, making a point out of shoving the lethal weapon in his pants so far into my behind that I have to close my mouth to contain a moan. Someone sure is locked and loaded.  

‘’Careful, princess.’’

‘’Or what?’’

‘’It'd be my pleasure to ruin that sassy mouth of yours, not to mention your prissy ass.’’

Beast’s words leave me speechless. The man who, for the most part, stares daggers at me and grunts disapproving sounds my way is dirty-talking to me. I’m appalled and turned on by the things he whispers in my ear. Damn him and his rough hands and husky voice. 

‘’I’m not yours,'' I state and stand straighter, accidentally thrusting my butt out, nudging his shaft. Shit. ‘’I don’t belong to anybody. Never have and never will.’’ 

I get nothing but his typical grunt in response. A second later, Beast is gone, along with his delicious body heat. 

The rest of the party goes relatively smoothly. I drink and have a great time until I catch myself looking for a specific monster. 

I locate him easily. Beast is back on the couch with a new woman sprawled across his lap. He doesn’t seem the least bit interested in her because his eyes continue to imprison me with an intensity only he can muster. He takes a swig of his beer, cocking a brow, challenging me. But to what?

The memories of a special night spent in Beast’s bed come crashing back to me. 

I had, for once, slept peacefully through the whole night without having any nightmares. When I woke up unable to move, I didn't even freak out. Beast’s muscular arm was slumped across my waist and his naked chest plastered against my back. The cocoon of warmth had quenched any anxiety I might have had. 

Surprisingly, with the nightmares and personal boundary issues I have, Beast didn’t make me feel trapped or like I was suffocating. He made me feel safe and secure, which is something I haven’t felt in a long time.  

Cautiously, not wanting to wake him, I slowly turned around to steal a glance of a relaxed Beast. The brooding lines on his forehead and the tiny wrinkles by his eyes were absent, making him look years younger. 

For a moment, there was no hatred between us as we cuddled together like two lovers. I spent a long time admiring him. Every single muscle, tattoo, and scar.

In the comfort of Beast’s arms, I fell back into a deep slumber where I dreamt of worshipping his body, touching his lips with mine, running my fingers through his soft hair, and tracing his many scars with my tongue.

The morning after, I woke up cold and with no Beast in sight. I was a fool to think that something had transpired between us. Since that night, Beast has only slept in the bed with me a few times that I know of. He’s not there when I go to sleep, and he’s gone when I wake, but the ruffle of the sheets and the smell lingering on his side of the bed tell me that he has been there. 

Most nights, Beast sleeps either on the floor, on the couch, or with a club bunny. With my nightmares and his PTSD, it’s probably for the best if we keep apart. If he knows about my nightmares, he hasn't mentioned them, and the only reason I know about his demons is because I tried to wake him from a nightmare one night. As a result, he almost strangled me. 

It was my own fault. I shouldn’t have tried to wake him, but the things Beast said in his sleep and the way he turned and twisted in pain broke my heart, not that I would ever admit to having one. 

The look on Beast’s face when he finally came back from whatever hell he had been trapped in was gut-wrenching. I couldn’t even find it in myself to be angry with him.  

He mumbled an apology and explained that his PTSD stemmed from his career in the Special Forces. As I clutched my neck, he got angry. On my first night here, he told me never to wake him up during a nightmare, but in my defense, I didn't think he'd wrap his hand around my throat. 

Beast has barely been alone in the same room with me after ‘the incident’ as I’ve dubbed it, which is why I was so surprised to wake up in Beast’s embrace that morning. I had hoped something had changed between us, but I was wrong. My mother’s hateful voice rings clear in my head—you’re always fucking wrong. You can’t do anything right, Antonia. You’re worthless!   

The alcohol pulses through my veins. I take another sip of my beer and glare at Beast and his female choice of the night with disgust. I'm not even being subtle about it. Before I know what I’m doing, I’m strolling over to them, feeling thoroughly pissed off for some unexplainable reason.  

‘’Hello there. I don’t think we’ve met. My name is Antonia,’’ I say politely to the skank, using the manners my parents whipped into me as a child. ‘’Listen up, girlfriend. I’ve known this bad boy here for a looong time.’’ I exaggerate, clamping my hand down on Beast’s muscular thigh. ‘’I just wanted to let you know that Beasty here has a small problem down south if you know what I mean.’’ I wink. ‘’But don’t worry, it’s not infectious. According to the doctors, his little, deformed prince is nothing but an abnormal mutation.’’ 

Now, that's what you call a low blow. Literally. I smile smugly as the chick awkwardly pulls herself off Beast’s lap and disappears into the crowd. 

Beast offers me nothing more than his typical emotionless death stare. His jaw is slightly more tense than usual, and his thumb and index finger rub together in a steady rhythm. 

With my hands on my hips, I tilt an eyebrow, challenging him to react. All I need is one angry outburst and I win. 

One second. 

Two seconds. 

Still nothing. 

Three seconds. 

Beast doesn’t utter a word. His blue eyes turn a shade colder. They're so cold they’re smoldering like hot coals, and it’s scaring the fuck out of me. 

I clamp my mouth shut and take a couple of steps back. Beast’s body language reminds me of a vicious dog about to rattle the bars of its cage. I keep forgetting that Beast is a dangerous outlaw biker who doesn’t believe in morality. I should learn to keep my big mouth shut. It’s just so damn hard.

Preparing for the worst, I’m stunned when Beast storms off without barking a single word. I thought he was about to pound some manners into me—figuratively speaking. I don’t think he would actually hit me. 

Spank me? Yeah. 

Hit me? Not so much. 

I admire these outlaws for that. Who would have thought that a bunch of alleged criminals would have more decency than my white-collar parents?

After the showdown with Beast, I lay low for a while, chatting with Bomber, Hunter, and Ripper at the bar. Soon, we’re playing the drinking game ‘Never have I ever.’ 

Bomber is a lover of life. Immature and a flirt. Hunter is the most intelligent man I’ve ever met. A true tech wizard. Ripper is a sexy man. A morally grey character with tattoos. I like him. His grumpy attitude reminds me of Beast. I’m about to continue the game when the air in the room changes; it becomes electric. I don't need to turn around to know that Beast is back.

But I do. 

A perplexed Beast stands at the entrance, glaring at me. He stomps toward me, and I vaguely notice the guys moving away, leaving me to fend for myself. Damn them to hell. Without muttering so much as a word, Beast snakes his arm around my waist and hauls me over his shoulder, carrying me off to only the devil knows where. 

I’m kicking and screaming, shouting for help while cursing vile insults at Beast, but nobody blinks an eye. Everybody merely giggles like schoolgirls with a crush at the sight of me and Beast. I pound on Beast’s back and try to wriggle out of his iron grip. Unfortunately, my many self-defense classes haven’t taught me what to do when your attacker is carrying you over the shoulder, smacking your ass, causing a wicked pleasure to shoot through your core.

I shake my head, angry at my body’s reaction to Beast’s caveman-ish behavior. The brute ignores my complaints and slaps my ass again. Harder. I swear it doesn’t turn me on. Not one bit. Not at all! 

‘’Keep still, doll,’’ Beast’s ominous dark voice roars, sounding like a man on a mission. 

Oh boy.

‘’Let me the fuck down, Beast! I swear to God that I’ll—’’

‘’You’ll what? Run home to your rich lawyer daddy and have him sue my ass off?’’ 

I'm not proud to admit it, but the haunting chuckle he adds after his taunting words gives me goosebumps. 

‘’I’ll gut you open like I would gut a fish!’’ I shout, trying to uphold a resemblance of pride.

‘’Do you even know how to gut a fish?’’ My silence to his question speaks volumes. Beast chuckles again, calling my bluff. ‘’Yeah, didn’t pick you for a lady who’d enjoy getting her delicate hands dirty.’’

‘’Don’t talk like you know anything about me, you verbally incompetent imbecile. I can’t believe this is one of the longest conversations we’ve had since I first met you,’’ I grumble, pounding my fists against his solid back. 

‘’Unlike you, I only talk when it’s necessary. I don’t have the annoying need to yap bullshit every ten seconds.’’

‘’Well, I apologize for being an extrovert. I guess we all can’t be broody jerks like you.’’

‘’The only thing you are, is a flirty brat who needs to be taught a fucking lesson.’’ Beast slaps my ass for good measure, and I let my mind conjure up all kinds of images of what it means to be taught a lesson by Beast. For some strange reason, all of them involve his hand on my ass. 

Beast throws the door to our room open and quickly slams it shut. Within a second, I find myself shoved roughly up against the closed door. My hands land on Beast’s shoulders on reflex, and my legs wrap around his waist on instinct. I’m unable to fight back, or more like unwilling to. I swear it's the devil on my shoulder that craves making bad decisions.   

Beast glares at me like a force of nature, and I’m unable to look away. His unrelenting gaze, filled with a dangerous mix of hate and lust, holds me captive. 

Without asking permission, he plunders my mouth. His hungry tongue attacks mine, and even though I try to give as good as I get, Beast is the first man I’ve ever been with who seems to be winning. 

I’m aware you can’t call a heavy make-out session a game or determine a winner and a loser, but usually, I’m the one stealing the breath away from the guys. I’m the one in control. With Beast, though, I’m anything but in charge. I’m losing. He has the upper hand, and I hate it. I hate that I find it to be a huge turn-on. 

Beast’s kiss is rough, frantic, and all-consuming. His lips trail down my jaw and neck. He bites, nibs, and sucks on my skin, leaving bruises in his wake. When I moan in pleasure, Beast’s deep voice chuckles ominously in my ear. 

I allow him to abuse my neck, and for a moment, I forget all about the scar running across my throat. It takes me fifteen minutes to cover it up with makeup, which is something I've done every morning for the past five years. With a layer of concealer and a perfect toothy smile, I cover up my nightmares and wounds. 

Fake it till ya make it. 

My ugly thoughts are interrupted when Beast squeezes my butt cheeks while rubbing the hard bulge in his pants against my favorite pair of lace panties. I chastise myself for choosing to wear a skirt. But if that’s not fate knocking on my door, I don’t know what is. Fate is telling me to have a one-night stand with Mr. Broody Idiot. Everyone screws up from time to time. Some more literally than others. 

Beast holds me up against the door with just his hips as he grabs a knife from his back pocket. My lungs stop functioning for a second, afraid of what he’s going to do. I have to forcefully remind myself that this is nothing like my nightmares, nothing like the past. Beast would never hurt me. Not with a knife. 

Swiftly, he slices my top open, baring my attributes. He tosses the blade to the floor and palms my breasts brutally, my nipples hardening to an almost painful degree. Overflowing with shame and lust, I squirm with want when Beast thrusts his hips into my core. 

I move my hands down Beast’s chest to feel his bulky muscles, but his entire body tenses under my touch. I don't even get the chance to blink before he grabs my wrists and slams them against the door over my head, keeping them locked in an unbreakable grip. 

‘’Fuck me,’’ I moan involuntarily. It’s maddening to be this close to Beast and not be able to touch him while he’s torturing my neck with his beard. 

Beast hums satisfied against my skin. It’s not a happy sound, more like an evil mastermind kind of laugh. The vibrations of his chuckles have my nipples puckering even more. I shift my body, attempting to alleviate... something. 

‘’I will,’’ Beast croons. ‘’I’m gonna fuck that obnoxious, pretentious attitude right out of you, dollface.’’ 

With one hand, he undoes his pants in a practiced motion. Swiping my panties to the side, he enters me with one violent thrust. I gasp in shock, but Beast gives me no time to regain my bearings. Groaning loudly, he begins to move in and out of me at a punishing pace.

‘’Release my hands. Let me touch you,’’ I pant, wanting to have more of an advantage and not feel like I’m the one submitting to him.   

‘’You do what I fucking tell ya to do,’’ Beast snarls and slams his mouth on mine just as I'm about to argue.

Our mouths and tongues battle against each other for power. Beast’s one hand roams over my body while the other holds my wrists trapped above my head. He grunts approvingly at my curves. Internally, it makes me want to smile, but I bite his lower lip instead, causing him to howl like an angry dog. His big paw squeezes my hip in punishment, purposely leaving marks on my skin.  

After a moment, his hand goes from my hip to my neck. He tightens his fingers around my throat, forcing me to look him in the eyes. 

I gasp. Somehow, this dirty yet intimate gesture has me feeling alive and not terrified of death. It tingles in places where I haven’t felt tingles before. It feels wrong to want this, to let Beast do this to me, yet nothing has ever felt more right.   

His huge member inside me has me seeing stars. It’s most certainly not little or deformed. It’s not a prince either; it’s a motherfucking king. I snort. Leave it to my bully to have the king of cocks. 

My shallow breath turns erratic, and Beast hasn’t even touched my clit to make me come undone. His size and how he professionally hits the right spot every single time have me quickly falling apart. 

‘’Come for me, brat,’’ Beast demands, his voice raspy. 

‘’No, I…’’ Fuck, I want to come, but this is Beast. If I come, he wins. 

‘’What would dear old dad say if he could see you now?'' he taunts. ''I'm sure he'd be disappointed. Daddy’s obnoxious little brat slumming it with a criminal.''

''Alleged criminal,'' I grit out through clenched teeth and jab my nails down on his hand that holds mine captive. I want to leave my marks on him. Who doesn't want to leave their mark on their enemy during a battle? 

Beast growls like a monster, ‘’Come for me, doll.’’ 

His cock swells even bigger inside me, if that’s even humanly possible. His tone is still demanding but a tiny bit softer than before. 

Doll. 

Another condescending nickname. But occasionally, like now, he pronounces it differently. Almost affectionately. I hate how it makes me feel treasured and protected from the outside world, not to mention my own internal demons. 

There’s a term for that, Antonia, and it’s called temporary insanity. 

I fight as hard as I can, but to no avail. I come flying over the railing, my orgasm hitting me right in the gut. I scream, and incoherent words come tumbling out. 

I revel as the most painful, excruciating, and pleasurable sensation pours through my body. I shake and tremble in Beast’s warm embrace while he keeps pounding into me, showing me no mercy. 

Beast gives me an unrelenting kiss before pulling out and releasing my legs from around his waist. ‘’On your knees, brat.’’

I’m not proud of it, but I do as he commands. My orgasm has worn me out and wrecked all my brain cells.   

‘’Open your mouth and take my cock.’’ 

Once again, I comply without arguing. I grab his cock and go to town. Even with both my hands around his shaft, there's still more dick to suck. The thing is anaconda-level huge. There’s no way I can fit all of him in my mouth. I cup his balls and squeeze them while I gag on his cock. I’m pretty sure Beast loves a little pain with his pleasure. He grips my unruly curls in a harsh hold in response to my mouth's good work. I give him all I got, but it doesn’t take long before Beast is the one dictating the pace, forcing me to take him so fucking deep I can’t breathe. 

I swallow around his shaft and suck him off harder. Tears spring to my eyes. There must be something wrong with me because it fucking turns me on. 

I reach down and glide my fingertips over my clit, but Beast jerks my head back, pulling my mouth off his cock. His stiff member remains in my face, though. Angry and red, with a few drops of cum spilling from the tip.

‘’Did I say you could touch yourself?’’

I gulp. ‘’No, but—’’

He slaps his dick against my chin. ‘’Hands off your pussy, then.’’

My breath catches in my ‘’What the fuck, Beast…’’

He uses my open mouth to dive back in. I gag when his cock hits the back of my throat. He pounds in and out of me. Over and over again. Groaning, he thrusts his hips forward, this time keeping his dick seated fully inside my mouth. I count the seconds. Breathing quickly gets hard. I grunt, but Beast keeps my head in place.  

On a growl, Beast finally pulls out, letting me get some much-needed air. After three deep inhales, he guides his dick back inside my mouth. As I take him, I make sure to hold eye contact. Men are suckers for that shit. A storm rages in Beast's blue orbs. They're darker than ever before, and it turns me on. I want the beast to lose control because of me. When a lone tear escapes and trails down my cheek, he finally lets out an animalistic roar. The sound is fucking amazing.

‘’Fuck yeah. That’s amazing. Fuck…Antonia…’’ Beast’s gruff voice reverberates off the walls. I can’t remember him ever calling me by my full name before. It’s always brat, doll, babe, dollface, daddy’s girl, Anton, but never Antonia. 

I swallow around his cock again and the vibrations flow through his body. His orgasm is close. His muscles tense under my palms, and his fingers almost rip out my hair, but instead of exploding down my throat, he pulls out. 

‘’Open your mouth. Stick out that tongue,’’ Beast orders. ‘’Now,’’ he barks when I’m taking too long. 

Annoyed and excited, I obey. 

‘’I’m gonna come all over you, doll.’’

With my tongue sticking out, I hum, encouraging him and challenging him to fucking do it already. 

‘’I'm gonna feed that sassy mouth of yours.’’ The tip of his cock glistens with precum. I lean closer to taste him again, but Beast fists my hair and jerks my head back. ‘’I'm gonna come on your tits and all over that pretty face of yours.’’

I mold my breasts and pinch my nipples. I won't make this easy for him. ‘’So you think I'm pretty, huh?’’ 

A roar rips through his chest as he explodes. His cum lands everywhere, just like he promised—on my mouth, tongue, face, throat, and breasts.  

‘’Close your eyes.’’

‘’Why?’’ I question as his sticky cum slowly trickles down my face and body. 

He takes me by surprise when he softly cradles my jaw with his palm while keeping the other buried firmly in my hair. 

‘’Close your fucking eyes, darling. Please.’’ It's the first time Beast has ever uttered the word please, called me darling, or even acted remotely sincere toward me. ‘’Trust me,’’ he grunts. 

For some ungodly reason, I close my eyes, trusting him. His thumb slides across my lower lip and scoops his cum from my chin and into my mouth. I suck his finger clean. 

‘’You like that, don't ya? You like swallowing my cum.’’

His fingers dig into my jaw when I don't respond, letting me know he wants an answer. I grunt a yes. 

When Beast removes his hand from my jaw, I immediately miss the heat. 

‘’Fucking beautiful with my cum. That's it. Stay just like that, princess.’’ 

I snap my eyes open at his strange comments. Something is wrong. To my horror, I’m faced with Beast holding his phone, snapping pictures of me. 

The smug idiot flashes the phone in my face, showing me one of the dirty pics. ‘’Should I make this my new background photo? I'm sure some of the brothers could help me set it up. Hunter, perhaps. Or Bomber. Maybe even Ripper. Whaddya think, doll?’’    

Un-fucking-believable! It’s been five years since I’ve felt this violated, so why the fuck does the thought of Beast having photos of me on my knees with his cum all over me turn me on? Shit! I can’t even deny the photos. The photos leave nothing to the imagination. It’s fucking humiliating. 

‘’You took pictures? You took fucking pictures, you fucking asshole!’’ I yell. My eyes sting and tears threaten to spill, but I haven’t cried in five years, and I swear to myself that I won’t start today. 

Beast pockets the phone before I can reach out and grab it. I’m about to punch his chest, but he expertly catches my move and pushes me brutally up against the door again. Forcing his legs in between mine, he holds me prisoner. 

He buries one hand in my hair, gripping my messy curls while wrapping the other savagely around my throat. It’s not an entirely unpleasant position, but Beast’s threatening demeanor is enough to render me speechless. The beastly bastard definitely has a throat fetish.

‘’Look,’’ he orders, his fingers digging into my flesh until I follow his line of sight, which ends at our reflection in the mirror on the wall. ‘’Look what I did to you. Look what you allowed me to do to you.’’ Beast snorts. ‘’And here I thought you had some class. Guess I was wrong.’’

I flinch. That was a slap to the tit. And he’s fucking right. I’m a mess. Breasts on display, wet cum glistening on my skin, smeared mascara, swollen lips, and a sore pussy that craves more. I‘m fucking disgusting. I can’t believe I let Beast fuck me like he fucks his whores. I don’t want to think about what that makes me. 

Beast’s fingers flex and the throbbing vein in his forehead has me quivering in anticipation and fear. Still, I can't hold my tongue, and I call him an asshole.

For a moment, his intense gaze turns a tad softer, and his large thumb caresses my lower lip. I inhale a much-needed breath. However, the rushing of blood in my ears doesn’t lessen, the frantic pounding of my heart doesn’t decrease, and the tension in my chest doesn’t diminish. 

The moment is over way too soon when Beast shakes his head and removes his hand, slipping his usual stoic and emotionless mask back on. 

‘’I ain’t no asshole, sweet cheeks, merely a beast. Might as well act like one. And you needed to be taught a fucking lesson, brat.’’ His fingers squeeze my throat. ‘’Nobody disrespects me in front of my goddamn brothers and my entire fucking club. You needed to learn your fucking place.’’

‘’My place?’’ I scoff. ''By that, I assume you mean on my knees, right?’’

Stupid, masochistic butthole.

Beast leans in, his lips ghosting over the shell of my ear, slowly driving me crazy. ‘’Just remember you're beneath me.’’

‘’So you don't like your women riding your cock?’’

Beast's jaw ticks, and I count that as a weird win. His gaze flickers down to my exposed chest. I jut my chin out to fake bravery. He cups my breast and twirls his cum around my nipple. I bite down on the inside of my cheek when he pinches it. I want to curse him out yet beg him for more at the same time. If I open my mouth, I'm not sure which version of me will win. 

‘’It means you better learn to behave, because, with my newly acquired photos, I now own your ass, doll.’’ 

‘’What does that mean?’’

An evil smirk is all the response I get. 

I want to throw some sass in his face, but no words come out of my mouth. Besides, there’s nothing I can say or do to gain the upper hand after what just transpired between us.   

If it wasn’t for the fact that I hate Beast with everything that I am and for the fact that he is an evil bastard, I could actually see myself liking him, or at least hooking up with him again just for the fun of it. 

But no matter how great the sex between Beast and me was, it had nothing to do with love or admiration for one another. It was war. Angry, passionate warfare. 

Beast releases me and storms out of the room. Remembering his evil smirk, I realize, to my dismay, that I’m in the belly of the Beast now. If today has taught me anything, it’s that Beast is no gentleman or prince charming—he’s the villain. 

The jerk didn’t even take off his clothes, not even his shirt. He merely unzipped his pants enough to be able to take out his cock and give it to me hard. It was just sex. Our shared hatred for one another simply boiled over, leaving us with no other way to relieve the tension. 

I hurry to the attached bathroom, turning on the shower. I need to scrub myself clean of Beast. I can’t get it out of my head that he said he owns me. His words are stuck in a loop in my mind. What exactly do those words entail? Am I his woman? No. Absolutely not. He probably just meant that I have to be nice to him from now on. No more attitude, or else he’s going to slut-shame me.

Would he be that much of a coward?

No. 

Yes. 

Who knows!

I sigh as I squirt a handful of pineapple shampoo into my hand, eradicating the sticky evidence of our battle. 

After what we just did, Beast's hot ass is officially out of my system. His stern blue eyes and cross-me-and-you'll-die attitude will never entice me again.
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