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Chapter One
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Saul looked up at the club aptly named Broken Dove. He and his team had been watching the Bacchus Enterprises investment for days now. It was in the toilet; there were some illegal activities going on that the Bacchus name wanted no part of. The night before the music thumped so loudly it echoed outside, but it was Ginza, Tokyo.

The nightlife there was the main business in the area, and hell, they could do what the fuck they wanted in other night clubs. But not one that had the Bacchus name on the lease, so this morning that would come to an end. Saul got out of the car, along with the extra muscle that came with him from Edinburgh and their lawyer from Japan. In two other cars were police, people that had been vetted as trustworthy law enforcement who couldn’t be bought off. 

They too left their cars when Saul unfolded himself from his airport rental and straightened the jacket of his suit. At his nod, they all moved across the street and up the six white stairs to the Broken Dove entrance. He had keys and the rooms upstairs were not to be turned into a residence, yet another infraction by the manager Saul had to address.

The place hadn’t even been cleaned from the night before, the smell of sweat and old stale liquor permeated the air making him grimace. This wasn’t the place he and his father opened two years ago and last night would be the last time it would ever open. They heard voices, loud... a woman who was almost pleading, and a caustic, sadistic laugh. 

“Give me what’s mine, Kenji, I didn’t come here to be your mistress or anything else!” the female voice pleaded. 

“You have no home to go back to. I’m all you have,” he responded. Saul recognized the voice as their manager. 

“Trust me, I’ll go to the US Embassy...” Her words broke off with a cry and the next words by Kenji were soft and unintelligible. 

Not caring about whatever he had going on, Saul and his lawyer, Bram, his close friend from Bacchus Hill, went upstairs along with the head of police for the Ginza District. As they were going down the hall, a door opened. The woman that rushed out was in tears, her hair spilling from a thick, high bun. Her steps faltered when she saw them and her eyes were wide and scared. She rushed past them and down the stairs while Saul’s eyes followed her, then the door to the outside slammed. 

“Want me to...?” Bram let his voice trail away. 

“One thing at a time,” Saul murmured, but his stride became larger, eating up the space between them and the door. 

He threw it open to see Kenji Hannon sitting behind a desk with a smirk on his face while he spoke to two other men sitting on a leather sofa. 

“She thinks she can get away from me... the little...” 

“The little what, Hannon?” Saul asked mildly. 

Kenji’s eyes went wide when he turned the chair to see Saul standing at the door, with his hands calmly clasped in front of him. Kenji Hannon was half Japanese and half Scottish in heritage. Pitch-black, wavy hair hung past his shoulder blades, he was around a year older than Saul and half a head shorter. When they both went to university in Glasgow, Kenji had a reputation of being a ladies’ man. 

He was the one that brought the idea of the nightclub in Japan to his father, with Saul’s backing. This was why when the embezzlement started, instead of Alastair coming to Tokyo, Saul asked to go. This problem was because of his doing and he would be the one to fix it. Looking at Kenji’s face, Saul could see the power had gone to his head, and in his eyes maybe he saw something more. None of it mattered to Saul. He was there for business, nothing more.  

“Bacchus!” Kenji said loudly, standing. “We certainly didn’t expect to see you here.” 

“I can see that,” Saul replied coolly. 

“The invitation for the nightlife finally brings you to my doorstep,” Kenji said with a grin. 

“My doorstep,” Saul countered. “You may run it and take from it, but it certainly isn’t yours.”

“What are you talking about?” Kenji’s eyes shifted away from Saul’s direct stare. 

“Chief inspector, your warrants for search and seizure are for what?” Saul inclined his head to the chief of police for that area. 

“Prostitution, sale of illegal drugs, embezzlement, illegal gambling and fighting,” the chief inspector said. “That’s not to mention we have several reports of sexual assaults caused by drugged cocktails.” 

“All assumptions, there is no proof of any of this,” Kenji snapped. “I can’t believe you came here for this, Saul. You know me.” 

“Do I, Kenji? Because you have gone far off the rails here,” Saul shook his head. “I don’t give a fuck what you do on your own time, but when my name is involved, my father’s legacy, it’s not happening.” 

“What are you saying, Saul? We’re like brothers,” Kenji opened his arms wide. 

“I’ve got brothers; this place is going to be closed and sold,” Saul said. “Whatever charges you get brought up on are on you. Bacchus Enterprises will be giving the police our full cooperation, that includes files, bank accounts and the safe you had installed.” 

“You can’t do that, Bacchus!” Kenji stood and swept his hand across the table and everything clattered to the floor and broke. 

His men rose as well and Bram cast them a look before speaking softly. “It would do you well to return to your seats.”

“It’s already done,” Saul said firmly. “Reparations will be made to anyone who has claimed assault on these premises. By the way, who was the woman that ran out of here crying? Must we pay her as well?” 

“She’s mine!” Kenji snarled.

Saul gave him a cold gaze. “It doesn’t seem like she wants to be, I’ll find out for myself.” 

“On this, Saul Bacchus, you’ve made an enemy of me and I don’t take that lightly,” Kenji’s voice was deadly. 

“Oh I think I’ll sleep just fine, Kenji; no one plays the Bacchus family for fools,” Saul said. “Chief Inspector, I leave this in your hands. Bram will of course stay on to gather any important documents related to our family enterprise.” 

The chief inspector nodded. “If you could send my officers in from downstairs, please, I am sure the others have arrived.” 

“I will.” Saul turned on his heels even as Kenji called his name. 

He did not look back as he went down the stairs. More officers passed him and Saul had little to no doubt that Kenji and his men would be leaving in cuffs. Outside he took a deep breath and frowned. It wasn’t the air in Edinburgh. He’d visited Tokyo more than once and wasn’t a fan of the bustling, busy streets. 

It was beautiful outside of the city but, still, all the people made him long to be home. Looking around in the sunshine, he saw the same girl as before. She sat on the steps that led up to the Broken Dove. With her shoulders slumped, she looked like a beautiful hummingbird with a broken wing, and curiosity made Saul approach her. 

“Hello,” Saul put his hands in his pockets and rocked on his heels.

“Hi,” she answered. “Whoever you are that showed up in this misbegotten place.”

American accent, okay, one question answered. She swiped at her eyes. A woman’s tears were always his undoing. 

“What’s all this then?” Saul asked gently. “Why are you crying over Hannon?” 

She gave a watery, sarcastic laugh. “I am certainly not crying over that douche. I’m angry at myself, more than anything, about the situation I’m in.”

Saul was quiet before asking, “And that is?”

She sighed. “I was working in New York. I’m a dancer and before you ask, I am a professional ballet dancer, not a stripper.” 

“I would never presume as much,” Saul said politely before holding out his hand. “I’m Saul Bacchus by the way, and you are?” 

She shook his hand. “Indigo Cantrell.”

“My family owns this club and now we are closing it down,” Saul explained.

“Yeah, well, the shit that goes on in there, one might be worried what you give Kenji the authority to do,” Indio told him bluntly. “Your club is a front for some illegal activities.”

Saul’s lips firmed in an angry line. “Please know any incidents at the club were not known by me or my family. Kenji was sent here in good faith, but he let being the boss go to his head.”

“Kenji came into New York six months ago and told me about a ballet company he managed in Japan,” she continued. “He asked me to be lead dancer and I took the opportunity. I wasn’t ever going to have a lead role in my old dance company. I’m too big on top, too thick in the waist, and ballet dancers are supposed to be elegant. That stereotype is still very much a part of ballet and my income suffers because of it. So I said yes to Kenji Hannon. There was nothing to hold me in New York and now there’s nothing to go back to.” 

“No family?” Saul asked. 

“Not in New York, my father lives in California. I moved to New York to be a success and I refuse to go home, tail tucked between my legs, as a failure,” Indigo said. “My father is a retired cop. I was supposed to be in his field or join the FBI, but dancing was in my heart. Needless to say, he was not happy with my choice and it seems like he was right.”

“Why can’t you leave here?” Saul asked. 

“He had my rooms tossed, took my passport,” Indigo replied. “He was paying me to be part of the group. I came here and he wanted to put me in a thong to dance for his VIP clients and for him personally.” 

“He said you were his, did you have a...” Saul let his words fall away, hoping not to be insensitive.

Indigo looked at him, her amber eyes flashing anger and defiance. “I belong to no one, and definitely not him. Oh, he wanted me to, even tried to manhandle me into bed. But I fought him like the devil and slept outside the club that night because I had nowhere to go. He had my room in the hotel locked. So now I guess I’m on the street again, no money, no passport. I’m trying to call the American Embassy for help...” 

“None of that, we’ll find your passport in the club and if it’s not there, we’re going to ransack the upstairs until we find it,” Saul said firmly. “You can stay in the suite I have and then travel with me to Edinburgh.”

Her eyes narrowed. “And what do you expect for all of this help, Saul Bacchus? Because I will sure as hell fight you too, if you touch me.”

“I’ve been raised with honor and respect,” Saul said firmly. “My father would cut my hand or my brothers’ if we dared touch a woman without her consent. I gave Kenji this club and I feel responsible for giving him access to the funds to treat you like this.”

Indigo looked at him for what seemed like the longest of moments. “You really do believe that, don’t you? But no, his type of personality is a snake in the grass. I’m sure he showed you one face and then decided to act like a demi-god.” 

Saul held out his hand. “This is a legitimate offer of help, no strings attached.”

He watched while she debated in her head the merits of trusting him before she placed her hand in his and Saul helped her to her feet. 

“I’m putting some trust—not all—in you being a good person and in my instincts,” Indigo told him. “They were wrong with Kenji. Don’t prove them wrong again.”

Saul wrapped his fingers around hers to help her to her feet, and there was a frisson of electricity like the static off fresh-dried clothes that ran up his arm. 

Keeping his face neutral, Saul replied. “I’ll not give you any reason to doubt your instincts. Let me get my friend on the phone.” 

“Okay.” 

Saul pulled out his cell and pressed the number for Bram. Indigo’s eyes never left his face while he waited for him to answer. 

“Bram, could you find the passport for a Miss Indigo Cantrell and any other belongings that might be hers?” 

“A necklace, gold, with a hibiscus pendant. The leaves are tiny rubies,” Indigo said urgently. “It was my mother’s.”

“Got that, Bram?” Saul asked, waiting for the quick answer. 

“Aye, see you back at the hotel suite.” 

“If you’ll accompany me, Miss Cantrell—” 

“Indigo,” she corrected him. 

He smiled and inclined his head. “Indigo, if you will let me take you to your hotel room, you can grab your things and I can get you a room where we’re staying.” 

“Thanks, that will give me time to sort out what I will do next,” Indigo sighed. 

Saul led her to the car and the driver opened the passenger door for his new guest. “I think we have that sorted out already.”

“How so?” Indigo looked up at him as she got into the passenger seat.

“You’re going to come to Scotland with me.” 

Saul closed the door and walked around to get in on the other side of the car. Apparently he inherited his father’s trait of always helping a woman in distress. Indigo was now his charge, especially because he doubted very much that Kenji was done causing trouble. 
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Chapter Two


[image: ]




Indigo looked around the opulent hotel room. The one Kenji had her holed up in was a four-star micro hotel. This was beyond five-star; the lights illuminated as you walked by and the room had an automated AI to answer your needs. Kind of like a cell phone but for a whole damn hotel room that could even order her food if need be. She looked out the floor-to-ceiling windows while sitting on the bed. 

The skyline of Tokyo would make anyone marvel but here she was with two small suitcases to her name and nowhere to go. Her options were bleak. She could go back home and join the police force, be one of the oldest rookies and take that flak. Her father was a deputy commissioner now; so she didn’t want that drama in her life.

She could move back, live with her dad and try to find a new dance troupe, while listening to Henry Cantrell tell her about unrealistic pipe dreams. This was one time Indigo missed her mother immensely; she could be the go-between for two stubborn personalities. Then there was Saul Bacchus. She’d looked up his name and his family was a fucking powerhouse in Scotland. He was second in command behind his father and the picture of the entire family that she found definitely was a striking image. 

His father, with all that blond hair and striking stare, stood between three sons, but her eyes were on Saul. His large frame and wide shoulders in the sharkskin navy-blue suit drew her in. Meeting him in person, Saul was much more formidable, at least six-four to her five-eleven stature. There weren’t many men that matched her in height, especially in heels, and that made most of them insecure. Kenji was at least her height and she shuddered just thinking about his advances and his hands running along her arms. 

Saul’s dark eyes were expressive even if he didn’t want them to be. Maybe that’s why she took his hand; there were no lies in the dark brown depths set in a handsome face with an angular jawline. Dark hair with hints of grey combed through, Indigo could tell a family trait was to gray early since she put him at around thirty-five to her twenty-nine, on the older side of the ballet game. When she retired, she would move on to teaching dance. 

I could always go back to New York, try to get back into a ballet group. Indigo firmed her shoulders. She had enough saved for the first month of rent and she could waitress until she found a spot in a troupe that would want her. Starting over from the bottom rung was done all the time in her business, and Indigo wouldn’t be broken. She picked up her cellphone to call a friend in New York to help her find a place or at least a roommate situation. 

There was a knock on the door and her heart picked up just a bit. Indigo took a calming breath knowing it couldn’t be Kenji. She hoped he was in a damn jail cell by now. Doubtful, but one could hope. She opened the door to see Saul standing there. He’d changed out of the black suit of this morning into a casual hunter-green sweater with the sleeves pulled up to the elbows and blue jeans. 

“Hey,” Indigo stepped aside. “Come in.”

Saul stepped past her and his cologne filled the air with a hint of citrus scent. Indigo closed the door and when she turned, Saul held out a Ziploc bag. 

“Bram found all your things,” Saul’s deep voice with a thick Scottish accent was like a warm blanket around her. “Looks like he just took the contents of your purse.”

“It was exactly like that. I came back to the room to find my purse empty on the bed. When I told that bastard, he laughed and said it was his insurance,” Indigo answered. “Thanks for this, now to check my credit cards and bank accounts to see if I can get a trip back to New York and start over.” 

“I have another suggestion,” Saul leaned against the wall and folded his hands. “You can take my original offer and stay in Edinburgh and join the ballet there.” 

Indigo laughed skeptically. “That sounds like the exact offer that Kenji gave me.” 

“Aye, except mine’s legitimate, love,” Saul smiled, took a folded piece of paper out of his pocket and handed it to her. “Here’s the number to the dance director. She’s expecting your call, landing the job is all on you.”

She looked at him in shock as she took the paper. “No way.”

“Yes, she expects you to call and set up an audition,” Saul replied. “And accommodations have been set at a bed and breakfast in the Hill where I live.” 

“The Hill?” Indigo asked. 

Saul pushed away from the wall. “It’s best to get this in the open now. The place where my family and I live is call Bacchus Hill, because for generations my family has taken care of the people there and made sure it thrives.” 

“So you’re the...” 

Saul cut her off. “No, we are not some kind of Scottish Mafia. My Da...” 

“Da?” A smile crossed her face.

He cleared his throat uncomfortably. “My father, his father before him and so forth built that little strip up from being a poverty-stricken area where no one wanted to be to what it is now. We help each other. People come to us for help, and we don’t take to strangers or outsiders trying to cause trouble.” 

“You know this all sounds like... Well, what you say you aren’t,” she pointed out. 

“I know but you’ve seen for yourself that we don’t like anything illegal to be associated with our name or enterprises,” Saul insisted. “This is why we shut down Kenji’s little operation. That was supposed to be a legitimate club along with its counterpart Phoenix. Nothing like this will happen again. This is at a cost to us, including paying reparations to anyone that was hurt by a man we trusted and hired. We abhor illegal activities and the Hill will be safe for you. Knowing Kenji, he’s stupid enough to not let it go.” 

“So you think he’s coming for me?” Indigo felt a shiver of fear. 

“Kenji used to live on the Hill. When his mother died, his father came from Japan and brought him back here, but he travelled back and forth and we went to school together,” Saul explained. “When he approached us with the idea of backing the clubs, I cosigned so my father would say yes. I didn’t know at the time Kenji had gotten involved with some unsavory characters here in Japan. I’ve taken away their money flow and Kenji has a sense that you belong to him. He gets tunnel vision, and I plan to cure him of that, if he shows up on the Hill.”

“How will I be safe?” Indigo asked. “Seems like it would be safest in the US.” 

“The people he works with have the resources to give him access to anyone in the world for a price,” he explained. “Kenji would very much pay the price for a fixation. I can promise you, you’ll be safe on the Hill and the bed and breakfast is right across the street and a few doors up from where I live. Do you want to think about it for a while longer?” Saul asked. “Maybe grab dinner? We leave tomorrow, and I can get you a flight going to New York or you can be on our charter flight to Edinburgh.” 

“Dinner sounds lovely,” Indigo said with a smile. “I will have an answer by then.”

“I’ll come pick you up at seven,” Saul smiled. “See you then. Oh, one more thing.” 

He pulled the necklace from his pocket and held it up. With a gasp of happiness, she took it and held it to her chest and closed her eyes. When she opened them again, she could feel the tears prick her eyes. 

“It was the last gift from my mother before she passed, this means more to me than anything else in this world,” Indigo smiled and impulsively gave him a hug. “Thank you, Saul Bacchus, even if I don’t say yes. You helped me at least get part of my life back from Kenji.” 

Saul looked down at her. “You’re welcome, Indigo.”

He cleared his throat as he stepped away. “See you later tonight.”

Indigo nodded and watched as he left and closed the door behind him. She sat down on the bed and noted that her heart raced for a different reason when her body was pressed close to Saul. She quickly put that out of her mind because there was no way she was falling into the trap of attraction. It was just another way to bind her hands and to keep her from flying free. Indigo lay back on the bed and thought about the night ahead and whether her answer would be yes or no.

* * * *
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INDIGO DRESSED CAREFULLY that night, putting on a pair of stretchy high-waist black jeans. Thank God for her favorite store that sold all jeans in regular and tall. With her height, regular came to her ankle and she folded them to make them look like a style rather than too short. The nights got chilly so she paired the jeans with a soft pink sweater blouse and flats that matched the color of the blouse. 

She plaited two braids in her long, naturally wavy hair to hold the thick tresses, and added simple silver studs to her ears. True to his word, Saul knocked on the door at seven and when she opened it, he stood there with a small smile and kind eyes directed toward her. 

Okay, she had to admit it, the man was droolworthy. It wasn’t that he was handsome; she wouldn’t even call him an Esquire model. It was the sex appeal that went with him just made him captivating. Saul wore a gray suit this time, and a white shirt with a black tie. Indigo blinked as a slow smile spread across his face and she noted she hadn’t said a word, just stared at her

“Ready?” Indigo said a bit too brightly. 

Saul nodded. “Aye, I am.”

“Let me grab my purse.” 

She let go of the door and he held it open while she gathered her belongings. Indigo took a calming breath and centered herself. She couldn’t let the man unsettle her like this, not after just one damn day. 

“Let’s hit it,” Indigo stepped quickly past him and the door closed with a loud click when he let it go. 

They took the elevator downstairs where Saul’s friend Bram was waiting and introductions were made. There was no need to take a car to dinner. An exclusive restaurant was right across the street, and it seemed reservations had been made because they were seated with a warm, friendly smile as soon as they walked in. 

Indigo was handed a menu and her eyes widened at the prices. “Ummm, are you sure you want us to eat here? Not even the appetizers are under fifty dollars.” 

“It’s fine, trust me, we can afford it,” Saul answered. “I just hope they have at least good beer if not Guinness.” 

“I checked, they have both,” Bram said. 

His voice was a few octaves deeper than Saul’s. The man could sing a great baritone if he was in a choir. Bram had a different look to Saul, quieter and assessing. His hair came down his forehead into a widow’s peak. His eyes were green and his hair was a darker shade of red than strawberry blond. 

“What would you like to drink?” Saul asked. 

“Beer is fine,” Indigo said and then admitted in embarrassment, “In all honesty, I’m looking at the food. Kenji controlled everything after he took my stuff, then made it seem like he had an in with the embassy and he would know if I went there. So, most of the time, I was easting sushi I could get from one of the local places cheap and I bought croissants, butter and some snacks for my room when I could. For a meat eater, sushi becomes real boring really quickly.” 

“So he didn’t pay you or give you enough to eat?” She watched Saul’s hand become a tight fist. 

“Saul—” Bram’s voice held a soft warning. 

Indigo looked at the mask of fury on Saul’s face and covered his hand with her own. “It’s okay, I don’t need you to be mad on my account. I’m a survivor, Saul Bacchus, and don’t burn with anger or pity me, it’s an insult.”

He took a deep breath and his fingers slowly relaxed. “Very well then, but you will order the largest cut of Wagyu steak on this menu and you’ll eat until you can’t move.”

“I can do that,” Indigo smiled. “Since I’ve always wanted to try it.”

All three of them had the steak, medium with an assortment of sides, and as they talked, she learned more about the Hill and the people that lived there. 

“So you’re telling me that your dad, and brothers all live right next door to each other,” Indigo took a sip of her beer. “That sounds very close-knit.” 

“We all grew up running around on the Hill, thinking we were men when we were boys,” Saul chuckled. “My da—I mean father.” 

“No, your da,” Indigo laughed. “I like it, don’t change a thing because of me.” 

“Well, my da or his friend Lennox would grab us up by our collars and box our ears,” Saul finished and took a sip of his Guinness.

“While you were getting your ears boxed, I was being taught how to shoot, profile a perp and defend myself so I don’t get kidnapped,” Indigo commiserated with Saul. “My dad is a retired cop. We live in Santa Monica, California.” 

“So you’re one of those surfer girls,” Bram teased. 

Indigo made the surfer sign with her fingers. “Radical, dude, I could ride a ten-foot wave smooth and easy.”

“That I would like to see,” Saul said mildly, and she could see him assessing her with his eyes. 

“One day we’ll have to do the tourist thing.” 

Why did I issue that invite? she wondered while they ate. They talked about Scotland and both he and Bram sang the merits of living in Edinburgh. She had to admit the excitement of even being able to audition for one of the best ballet troupes in Europe had her practically drooling. But after Kenji, she was hesitant.

“How about dessert?” Saul asked. 

“After that meal, I think not,” Indigo laughed. “Besides I’m not a sweets type of woman, I like savory more often than not.” 

“I am much of the same, savory is delightful,” Saul murmured and Bram gave a snort. 

Indigo felt the table move when Saul deftly kicked his friend under the table and Bram bit back a curse as he glared at him. 

“Did you make a decision on what—” 

“Well-well-well.” 

Kenji’s voice cut into Saul’s words and while her heart flipped in trepidation, Saul’s face turned dark with anger. Two large men with sunglasses stood behind Kenji as though they were there to scare the men she was with. Indigo thought it had the wrong effect, because Bram looked almost eager to fight and Saul’s deadly silence was even more frightening.

“Still taking what’s mine, are you, Bacchus?” Kenji said and he snapped his fingers. “Indigo, come...” 

“No the fuck you didn’t call me like a dog,” Indigo said, outraged. “I don’t belong to you, Kenji, never did. You never touched me, let alone kissed me, because you make my skin crawl. You disgust me, you fucking dick.” 

“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to, you shite!” Saul was out of his seat in seconds and had Kenji grabbed by the collar. 

His muscle moved and Bram got up, stretching his neck and biceps for the fight that just might be coming.

Indigo stood quickly. “Saul, let him go.” 

“Yes, Saul, let me go, in only a few hours you’re pussy whipped,” Kenji said mildly as if unfazed, but the bravado didn’t travel to his eyes. “Let me go, or my boys can flex just like Bram does.” 

“Aye, I’d like to see them try,” Saul said and shoved him away so roughly he hit the table behind him. “You couldn’t best me as a kid on the Hill and you can’t now. How did you get out anyway? I know the lot of you got nicked, and led out in cuffs.” 

Kenji spread his hands wide. “I have connections and they don’t take lightly to what you’ve done.” 

“The thing about you, Hannon, is that you’ve always been greedy, and you could have had a good life running Broken Dove,” Saul said. “That’s why your father had to come get you, you drove your mother to the grave with your antics.” 

“Don’t you dare speak of her!” Kenji’s anger was palpable. 

Saul folded his arms. “Why, because you shamed her more than once, or because you stole her money to pay gambling debts, or because she had to bail you out of trouble with what she had left?”

“You think you’re powerful. Bacchus this, Bacchus that, but that was on the Hill. You’re on my turf now and even when you’re back there on that cobblestone piece of crap land. You’ll see, there’s people out there that are better than the fucking Bacchus name and they’re at my back,” Kenji boasted. 

“I noticed that you didn’t say they’re next to you,” Saul shot back. “Start a war with me, Kenji, and it won’t end well. Where’s your father, huh? Does he know you’ve turned into this complete fuck of a man, a son?”

“My father is where he’s meant to be, and as for my friends, I think I’ll take my chances. Not everyone wants to be a lap dog like Bram.” Kenji sneered. 

“Tell those two bastards to step back and come say that to my face,” Bram’s voice was soft but deadly. 

“Next time.” Kenji gave Indigo a direct stare and blew her a kiss. “I’ll be seeing you, baby, and we’ll sort this out.”
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