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        This is for you. For the ones who have suffered. For the ones who have despaired. For the ones who continue to fight every day to simply stay alive. And for the ones who are already lost. It is my greatest hope that you find your way back to us, for I am not done fighting for you...but only you can make yourself stronger.
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      Sunshine peered in through the windows. Its warm glow lingered over my face, yet it did nothing to lift my mood like it used to. I had just woken up from another long nap that took up a good third of my day thanks to the heavy meds I was on, though, to be honest, I didn’t want to be awake anyway.

      The past three weeks had been nothing but torment, and if there was anything that could relieve me of it, it was the deep abyss of my drug-induced slumber. At least, then, I was too numb to remember my nightmares.

      Practically shackled to my hospital bed for the first week on this godforsaken island, I’d barely been allowed to move an inch without Darren’s approval. Apparently, he wanted me to get as much rest as possible, so that meant the least amount of movement as possible. And in a way, I was almost grateful … because I had no desire to move even a single muscle.

      After one week of being bedridden, I had been forced to start moving around again. Apparently, it wasn’t good to simply waste away in my hospital bed. Another lesson in learning my body’s movements were not my own decision.

      Every move was painful—even breathing hurt—but apparently, sleeping off my injuries wasn’t in my recovery plan. My wrist, jaw, and ribs might be broken, but according to Darren and Sid, my legs worked just fine. I’d fought back winces and tears as I was forced to walk through the halls of the house, straining against the pain of breath, and showing none of it. I refused to let Darren see my pain. Just because he had broken my body didn’t mean I had to act like it.

      My wrist would remain in its cast for the next few weeks, and the wiring in my jaw proved to be the most uncomfortable and humiliating experience ever. I couldn’t really speak. Only mumbles or inaudible sounds could escape my lips, so I eventually just gave up on my vocals altogether. Nurse Ginsby tried to teach me some simple sign language to help me communicate, but I was only interested in using the one containing a single middle finger.

      Looking down at my bare left wrist, I found slight enjoyment in the lack of a particular silver cuff on my wrist. There was no need for them here. One was useless without the other, and I was on an island, for fuck’s sake. Where the hell was I going to go? The others remained around my ankles, as did the collar around my neck. Even though I could bypass Darren’s invisible electric fence, the collar itself had a greater purpose than just keeping me within my confines. It was the reminder that I did not belong to myself, that I was not of equal standing … because I still belonged to him, as if the tattoos on my wrists weren’t enough of a reminder. At least I only had to endure the sight of one of them … for now.

      I was now at the end of my third week of recovery, and the pain in my jaw was finally starting to fade, or maybe I was so doped on painkillers I didn’t notice it anymore. Sid said it was healing well, and that I’d be able to have the wiring removed in a week or so. I couldn’t wait to get the fucking thing off. Not being able to open my mouth or speak made things even harder than they already were. I could tell Darren was enjoying the silence, even though I didn’t have shit to say to him anyway.

      Thankfully, since my panic attack the last time I’d seen him, he stayed away most of the time. Sid felt it would help speed up my recovery if I was less stressed, and seeing Darren always pissed me off and stressed me out. Surprisingly, Darren had agreed, but he still managed to get his fill of me at night when I was asleep. Ginsby would tell me if he was on the island; he’d sit by my side for hours, watching over me as I slept my pain away. She thought it was sweet, but I knew it was anything but. Sometimes, I could still feel his presence the following morning—smell his cologne—and it often chilled me to the bone knowing he was there and I was helpless.

      Apparently, Darren still had a lot going on back home from all the damage I managed to cause, plus his usual business. A single word hadn’t been uttered about the status of my family, nor the outcome of my “funeral,” and in a way, I was glad. If something had happened, I didn’t want to know. I wouldn’t be able to change it, and it would only set my recovery back by weeks. I figured if Darren had done something, he would have told me to ensure my continued obedience…or to simply torture me. But still, the uncertainty about it made me nervous because eventually, I would find out, and I couldn’t do shit about it. After all, Darren had said he was a man of his word.

      I realized now that I could never really hurt Darren. Not physically, in the way I wanted. After what he did to me in that jail cell after escaping him, it was obvious to me he had been holding back so much; I was just too proud to see it. I was stupid if I thought I could withstand his physicality. It’s not like it would ever be difficult for Darren to subdue a 120-pound girl, now technically 110.

      I was so sure of myself. So sure I could handle him, but I was wrong, and now, I was paying for it.

      For some reason, I didn’t expect him to hurt me so badly, but thinking about it now, I realized the pain he inflicted on me wasn’t what constituted my punishment; it was my recovery. It was taking away my skillset and replacing it with discernable vulnerability. My skills were useless now that my body was broken. And that was Darren’s message to me: “You may have skills, but I can easily take them away.” Fucking asshole. I’d be lucky if I could complete a butterfly kick by the end of the year.

      My vulnerability was terrifying. I couldn’t defend myself for shit, and it was the worst feeling in the world. If something happened, I was useless, and in a situation where you’re constantly threatened, and your guard is always up, it really is the worst feeling in the world. I hated being left in such a weakened state, left to depend on others to take care of me. Every time I tried to do something on my own, Hank, my new shadow and bodyguard, would rush over and stop me. Everything I did required assistance, whether I needed it or not.

      I sat in the cushioned reading nook of my medical suite and leaned against the large bay window. My tablet in my lap, I was listening to calming music and failing miserably at reading my book. Nurse Ginsby was preparing another bowl of chicken broth for me now that it was lunchtime. I had gotten so fed up with the smoothies, but it was all I could eat until my mouth was unwired. I had lost nearly ten pounds from my new liquid diet, losing my muscle tone along with it since I wasn’t exactly working out anymore. I felt like I was withering away, both physically and mentally.

      At least I had Ginsby to keep me company, though she wasn’t much for conversation, but then again, neither was I. I had Hank, but he never spoke much, not unless he was telling me what to do. He never let me out of his sight. Whenever I had to leave my suite, he escorted me, which wasn’t often since I had no desire to ever leave my room anyway. Upon Darren’s approval, I could roam the house, but I had zero interest in going anywhere or doing anything. I preferred to just sleep.

      Darren informed me that when I fully recovered, I would have two guards since he didn’t trust me with just one. There was a compliment in there somewhere, but in the end, it just made me feel more hopeless. I had strived so hard for freedom, yet I set myself back further than when I had first started. I couldn’t allow myself to get upset about it, though. I knew the risks as well as the consequences, and now, I had to live with them. It didn’t make the situation suck any less, though.

      Broken, defeated, and restrained, I didn’t know what hope I had to escape Darren a second time. I knew I would have to kill him first, but just the simple thought of that was exhausting, especially since there was a prerequisite to complete first — namely, his empire. I wasn’t giving up, though. I promised myself that and I promised Jason. I owed it to my family and to everyone else who had ever been wronged by Darren’s organization. But it didn’t mean I couldn’t wallow in a little self-hatred for a while. I’d earned it, after all. I was just so tired of being stronger than I felt. It was exhausting. I needed a break … and I suppose I was getting it … literally.

      “Here’s your soup,” Ginsby said with a smile, breaking me from my train of thought. She handed me the thermos, and I took it from her, placing it in my lap and returning to my book. “Oh, I should inform you,” she began a little nervously, “Mr. Davis would like for you to join him for dinner tonight.”

      My stomach immediately dropped, as did my appetite. I gave her an incredulous look before turning to my tablet. I pulled out the stylus and began to write on the notepad app.

      ‘Why,’ I wrote.

      She shrugged. “He just does, dear. He’s been gone for over a week now and would like to see you.”

      Best week of my life.

      I cleared my notepad and wrote ‘great’ on it and flashed it to her.

      “We’ll need to get you ready in a couple of hours. He’ll be arriving on the island around six p.m.”

      Fucking. Fabulous.
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        * * *

      

      I spent the next several hours sitting in a shower chair while Ginsby helped to wash me. It was difficult to wash my body and hair with a busted wrist and ribs. For the longest time, I tried on my own, but it took me forever, and the struggle just wasn’t worth it anymore. At first, I didn’t like the idea of Ginsby washing me and seeing me naked, but eventually, I stopped giving a fuck. She wasn’t much for beauty help, but she could flat iron my hair like it was her own. My hair was ridiculously long now, past my breasts and annoying as hell. I always managed to get it caught in something or lay on it wrong. For the most part, I kept it back in a ponytail and out of my way, but I knew Darren liked it down and fanned out.

      When I was presentable, Hank escorted me to the dining room where I sat and waited for Darren to arrive. The moment I sat down, my long smooth hair fell into my face, and I just couldn’t take it anymore. It was so long and annoying that I didn’t care if Darren preferred it down. I took the hair tie from my left wrist and pulled my hair into a loose low ponytail. My hair was never this long, ever. I didn’t have the time to manage it, and it just got in the way. I planned to ask for a real haircut soon, but I doubted Darren would grant it. He liked my hair long and still wanted it longer.

      As Darren’s doll, I had been dressed in a light yellow strapless sundress and glittery nude flip-flops for shoes. While my hair was straight and smooth, my face no longer had to bear the annoyance of makeup. Over the past few weeks, I hadn’t worn any during my recovery, and Darren seemed to appreciate my natural beauty now, rather than mask it with something fake. Although, he expected to go the extra mile for special occasions apparently.

      I never knew what the fuck he was thinking. Like he’d decide to suddenly wine and dine me, and I would finally settle down with my life and accept him. Sometimes, I honestly considered just giving in and forgetting about my vendetta. It would be a hell of a lot easier and definitely less exhausting. Maybe my rebellious soul would finally die and rest peacefully in Darren’s pocket, leaving me to crumple into the complacent robot he so desperately wanted.

      Normally, I was fairly vocal with my emotions, but since the wiring of my jaw, I had to learn to swallow them whole. There were so many times when I had almost choked on my own anxiety while I slowly drowned in my depression. I felt useless in my broken state, and totally helpless in my recovery. But I had to remind myself over and over again … this was only temporary. My body would eventually heal. Darren was not invincible, and I would inevitably kill him, no matter how long it took me.

      Somewhere in the house, a door shut, and I listened to the thunderous steps that followed. My heart rate spiked, knowing it was Darren and that he was on his way toward me. Anxiety flooded my system, and I couldn’t help but place my elbows on the table to rest my head in my hands. Knots tore away in my stomach while my head throbbed with a knowing pain at my temples. I could see Hank from the corner of my eye, watching me intently as I sat in silence and focused on my breathing rather than the impending torture of Darren’s presence.

      And then suddenly the footsteps stopped, and I felt a giant looming shadow behind me. I shuddered when I felt his warm breath against my skin.

      I sucked in air as Darren’s large warm hands came to rest on my bare shoulders. Heat bloomed under my skin where he touched me, and even though I hated him with every fiber of my being, I almost wanted more of it. I just wanted to feel good. I wanted to feel loved and cherished … and when he touched me like that, it felt real.

      Darren dipped low and placed a gentle kiss on my neck. I closed my eyes as his lips on my skin forced my blood into an all-out marathon.

      “Hello, princess,” he drawled smoothly into my ear. My body immediately stiffened.

      Fuck, that voice of his.

      The knots in my stomach tightened from the mere sound of his voice. The deep baritone that could terrify and entrance all at the same time, and it made me shiver. His hands moved to gently pull my hair out of the ponytail and casually drape it over my right shoulder, and I couldn’t help but flinch from his touch.

      His breath tickled my neck, leaving behind a tingling sensation that I fought with all my might to ignore. Despite what this man had done to me, he was still able to leave me breathless with just the touch of his hand. I hated him for it, but I still craved it. The tip of his nose traced up the side of my neck, quietly inhaling me while his hands continued to burn into my shoulders.

      “How I have missed you,” he breathed into my ear.

      My body was on the verge of trembling, not only from anticipation but also from fear. It may remember the pleasure, but it also remembered the pain. It knew he was the reason for my wired jaw, my useless wrist, and the sharp ache of each breath I took. But apparently, none of that could compare to how good he could make me feel, and it had been some time since he’d made my body erupt in total volcanic bliss.

      Eventually, Darren stepped away from me, and my body shivered from his sudden lack of body heat. He pulled his chair out, unbuttoned his light gray suit jacket, and took his seat at the head of the table. He wore a white dress shirt underneath with a silver tie, matching his gray slacks as per usual. It was rare to see him out of a suit. Even on the island, he still conducted business via webcams or meetings on the nearest land outside of the island. At least, that was what Ginsby had been telling me.

      I could feel Darren’s eyes on me, but I just stared straight ahead out the window that gave me a perfect view of the white sandy beach outside.

      Thankfully, the island staff brought out our dinner, interrupting the silence before Darren could. A tall bowl containing beef broth and teeny-tiny vegetables and noodles was placed in front of me with a large straw. It was still all I could manage until my jaw was unwired. I was beyond sick of this liquid diet. I longed for something solid in my stomach; so much so, that I wouldn’t put it past myself to beg Darren for a fucking steak when I could finally open my mouth again. Darren started on his plate while I sucked small amounts of soup from my straw.

      “I spoke to Sid today about the progression of your recovery,” Darren said as he bit into the fresh island fish he’d been served.

      I merely glanced at him to acknowledge I heard him. I knew he didn’t like to be ignored.

      “He said you’re healing just fine, but he worries about your mentality.”

      I looked back at Darren confused. My mentality? The fuck was that supposed to mean?

      “Hmm?” was all I could manage. I had been reduced to muffled sounds in order to communicate now unless I wrote it down my tablet.

      “You’ve been diagnosed with depression, Jaden. I’m concerned.”

      I snorted. I couldn’t help it. It never ceased to amaze me that he would never understand why I felt the way I felt. Of course, I was depressed—this wasn’t news—but he would never guess why even if I spelled it out for him in capital fucking letters.

      “Do you find this funny, Jaden? Do you think your recovery is nothing but a joke to me?” he replied sternly.

      I raised my eyebrows in surprise, but then again, how could I be? He was the frickin’ cause for my recovery in the first place. Darren apparently didn’t see the irony and continued to glare at me until I backed down. I finally sat back in my seat and took another sip from my straw. I didn’t have the energy to argue with him, nor did I have the verbal capacity.

      “Tomorrow, the wiring in your jaw is being removed. If Sid doesn’t see a change in your attitude by the end of next week, I’m putting you on an antidepressant.”

      My gaze immediately shot to him, my eyes lit up in shock. He would drug me with fake happiness? Fucking seriously? I gave him my pleading puppy dog look and shook my head. He glared back at me with a warning in his eyes to let me know how serious he was. I had to do something to prevent this.

      I quickly turned to my tablet and pulled out the stylus, writing intently with my stupid left hand since my right was still in a cast, and flashed the pad to Darren so he could read it.

      ‘Compromise?’ I wrote.

      He barely even glanced at the tablet before the word no quickly left his mouth as he took a sip of his red wine.

      I looked at him incredulously before rolling my eyes and setting the tablet down. Of course, it was a no. Darren slammed his fist down on the table in response, causing me to flinch in my chair.

      “Goddammit, Jaden, this is not a game anymore!” he bellowed at me. “There are no more compromises. You will do what you’re told, and that’s final.”

      I looked at him with so much pain in my eyes I could practically feel them burning. No longer able to stand the sight of him, I shot out of my chair, ignoring the intense pain that raged through my ribs as I turned to leave the room. Hank immediately halted my attempt as he moved right in front of me, blocking my exit to the hallway. He then gently, but firmly, gripped my upper arm and escorted me back to my seat. Darren remained perfectly calm and seated as he nonchalantly took another bite of his fish while Hank forced me to sit back down. I crossed my arms and huffed an irritated breath through my nose as I stared straight ahead.

      “Finish your dinner, Jaden,” Darren ordered without looking at me.

      I didn’t move. Just stared out the window with hate in my eyes.

      “I swear to God, little girl, you do not want to push me today,” he warned, staring at me intently, that dangerous glare back in his eyes.

      Fear gripped my heart again as I felt my body shudder from the look he was giving me. Honestly, what more would he do to me? He couldn’t hurt me physically since he was so "concerned" about my recovery. If he took away any more privileges, I would definitely succumb to my depression, which would further slow my recovery. All this I had against him, yet I was too afraid of him to use any it. I no longer felt the need to test him because he would always exceed my expectations. Always.

      Swallowing back my fear, I tried to keep my hand from trembling as I reached for my bowl and took a small sip from my straw, hoping to placate him. He seemed happy enough as he returned his attention to his dinner. We were silent for the rest of the evening. I managed to finish almost all of my water and most of my soup and took my evening medicine without complaint.

      When we were finished, Darren gently took my hand and carefully pulled me from my chair to him. His other hand rubbed my arm up and down, softly caressing my skin as he looked me over. I kept my eyes down. I couldn’t bear to look at him anymore.

      Darren tugged me along to the parlor where a fire was flickering away in the white marble fireplace. Still holding my hand, he laid down on the couch and carefully pulled me down to lay on top of him.

      Even with broken ribs, I had to admit for as solid as he was, Darren was quite comfortable to lay on. My cheek pressed against his chest while he continued to clutch my hand near his heart, his other hand gently soothing me by rubbing my back and playing with my hair. I stared off into the fire, listening to Darren’s heavy pounding heartbeat.

      What I would give to hear it stop ...

      Eventually, his hands began to travel into my hair, and I found myself lulled into a trance of warmth and comfort. Darren might be a raging hurricane, but his softer side almost made him tolerable. I craved this part of him; the part that made me feel special and cherished … even though I didn’t want to be.

      Darren’s lips brushed against my forehead as he kissed me sweetly, rubbing my arm up and down until he finally exhaled a long heavy breath.

      “You’re going to go for a walk on the beach tomorrow,” he suddenly said. I tensed slightly, confused at his words. “I think the sunshine will do you some good. You’re looking paler than usual,” he finished.

      I nudged him slightly, letting him know I heard him. I didn’t have much interest in venturing outside my room or the island itself. I’d rather sleep my pain away than deal with it. But maybe he was right. Maybe some sunshine would do me some good. My skin was looking pretty pasty, after all.

      Eventually, I felt my eyelids grow heavy. I knew it was still early, but my meds often made me drowsy, especially after I had eaten something. I closed my eyes and released a heavy sigh as I allowed myself to slip into sweet unconsciousness.
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      Absolute calm. That was all I ever felt when I held Jaden like this. When she’d fall asleep in my arms, and all I had to focus on, at that moment, was her—her breathing—her heartbeat—her warmth. Absolute peace. I didn’t realize how much I needed it in my dark life until I almost lost her. When she escaped from me, I hadn’t known how deeply she had sunk her claws into my wretched heart; that was until she ripped them out and left me to bleed with rage in her absence.

      I knew I would get her back. The GPS on her collar saw to that, but I had learned my lesson in underestimating her, and I had a feeling she had learned hers as well. I doubted she would make the same mistake twice, but it didn’t matter much since she would never be given an opportunity like that ever again.

      Jaden would have round-the-clock supervision, and as soon as we returned home, she would have four bodyguards to watch her when I wasn’t there—two for the day and two for at night—twelve-hour shifts, no breaks. Until she had accepted her life, that would be the case. I already had two perfect soldiers lined up for the job. They were among my best men, and I felt I could trust them with Jaden’s safety as well as her tricks. They were sharp enough to recognize her deceptions and smart enough to remain professional at all times unless they wanted to be fed their dicks for breakfast.

      Things were slowly getting back to normal back home. The damage to my house was repaired, and after some more serious damage control and blackmailing, the news tape of Jaden speeding off on my bike was now a pile of ash. The guards who had allowed her to escape had been dealt with, and new security measures were being put into place at the estate to ensure what had ensued would never happen again.

      Jaden would not get away from me a second time. I was committed to her conditioning now more than ever as I realized how strict I needed to be with her. Her fragile state would make it easier. She wouldn’t fight me while she was still broken if she wanted to recover sooner, but then again, neither would I. Jaden just couldn’t know that. I was still worried about her recovery, and I didn’t want anything to interfere with that, but she still needed to accept her place.

      I knew Jaden was depressed even before Sid told me. I had anticipated it. Jaden was beyond vulnerable with her broken body, and she hated it. She hated that I had rendered her defenseless and useless, but she needed to understand that her skillset was a privilege under my roof, and I could easily take it away if I wanted to. I'd made her broken body her own prison, and I could see it was destroying her inside. Vulnerability was terrifying, especially for someone like her, and I hoped the fear of that alone would be enough to keep her in line. But still, her depression did worry me. I'm not so cruel as to wish constant misery on her. I wanted her happy with me while at the same time fearful of the consequences for opposing that.

      Regrettably, I knew her depression was a step in the right direction. It was a sign that she was coming to the conclusion she wouldn’t win against me, that there was no escape, and that she was better off accepting her life with me. It would still take her some time to come around, but once she recovered, I could start to show her how enjoyable life with me could be.

      I looked down at Jaden, sleeping soundly on my chest, and it warmed me like the sun. She was so small yet so ferocious. How was it possible that someone could be so adorable yet so diabolical at the same time? She had honestly impressed me with her successful escape plan, but it didn’t piss me off any less. I wanted her safe. Always. And if she was able to escape, my enemies would smell weakness and come running.

      If I couldn’t demonstrate my ability to control my own future wife, then how could I be trusted to control my own empire? Every decision was judged like a goddamn reality show; everyone was watching, and no one could ever afford to look weak. Otherwise, they were quickly chewed up and spit out, allowing the vultures to circle the remains until nothing was left.

      And I was the shark who enjoyed eating the vultures.

      Jaden stirred, and it brought my thoughts crashing back to her. My hand gently caressed the side of her face, just admiring the softness of her skin. I had to admit I was excited about the removal of the wiring in her jaw. I knew it was my own fault, but I didn’t want the headache of her screaming and arguing with me or anyone else for that matter while I cleaned up the giant shit storm she’d created.

      For the first few weeks, I had just wanted her silent and submissive. For the most part, she had been, but I knew it wouldn’t last. Once she was able to speak again, she would start expressing her complaints and objections in an array of cuss words that would only make me want to reinstall the wire. I’d have to find a way to instill her fear of me without fucking up her recovery. The only problem was I wasn’t around enough to continue to remind her of who owned her. I already had to fly back out tomorrow morning to deal with more shit, but I somehow managed to have one day this week that allowed me the time to come and visit her. It was overwhelming how much I missed her.

      Just feeling her silky red hair between my fingers was enough to remind me of how much I needed her. And it pissed me right the fuck off. In her presence, I’d become obsessive, but in her absence, I’d become pathetically dependent. She was always on my mind. Always. I felt like a goddamn drug addict just waiting for my next fix.

      In a very short span of time, Jaden had become the lifeline to the other side of my world where others didn’t often venture. A side that was warm, and bright, and safe, and Jaden was the fucking bouncer. I couldn’t get in without her. She was my gateway drug that led straight to paradise, the place where I could forget everything and just drown myself in her. The only problem was I treated her like a damn dog treats its chew toys. I just had to remind myself not to chew too hard lest I ruined her completely.

      Jaden was still so much an experiment—my perfect little puzzle. I was still figuring out what worked and what didn’t with her. If all else failed and she still refused to break, I had one last card in my pocket to draw. My final ace—one I hoped I wouldn’t need because the damage of that could be irreparable. It was a dangerous and fragile method, and I feared that if I used it, neither one of us were coming back from it. Ever.

      There was a price for everything and mine just might be Jaden’s sanity …
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        * * *

      

      The following day, I finally got the wire off my jaw, and it was the first time in weeks I was actually happy about something. After completing several exercises for Sid, it was determined that my jaw had completely healed, though I had to take it easy and keep up with the exercises to make it strong again.

      I still couldn’t talk much or eat hard solids, but at least, I could finally move my jaw again. It was sore and stiff while my voice was dry and dull, but Sid assured me that, in time, it would all go back to normal so long as I stuck to my recovery plan and followed the exercises.

      That day, I had scrambled eggs for breakfast, and it was the best damn breakfast I’d ever had, especially since Darren had to leave the island early for some mainland business.

      Darren was much busier while on the island. Since he couldn’t attend his meetings face to face anymore, he had to resort to new ways of delegation. It seemed that Scott handled a lot of it too since he wasn't around as he normally was. I didn’t mind it so much, as it meant more time away from Darren.

      Once I finished my breakfast, Ginsby told me that Darren had assigned another guard for my trips outside. Benito, a tall, lanky-looking SOB with dark hair, stood next to Hank; they both wore the exact same black suit, white shirt, and black tie. They even wore the same black sunglasses. Geez, had Darren contracted the Men in Black to guard me? I thought it was strange, especially since the guards on Darren’s estate all wore black combat gear. Maybe the threat out here wasn’t as great as the ones back at the estate.

      After being woken from my nap and reluctantly changing into a knee-length flowy dark pink halter dress and light brown leather flip-flops, I headed over to the door to signal I was ready to leave for my mandated walk. I wondered if I would get a treat afterward.

      Hank and Benito both stood from the fine black leather lounge chairs added to my suite to accommodate them and walked over toward the door to unlock it. Yes, I was actually locked in this room unless I was granted access to leave. Another fine reason to be depressed.

      Hank unlocked the door and stepped out. I followed him while Benito trailed behind me, walking through the house until we finally came to the front door. The house was actually quite spacious for an island home. Many windows to let in natural light and mostly creams and shades of blue and turquoise decorated the interior. Thankfully, my suite was on the first floor, so I didn’t have to walk the stairs.

      When we reached the front door, Hank opened it and allowed me to walk past him into the warm sunshine. It was very warm on the island, but the breeze was always something to be thankful for. Apparently, a hurricane had hit land several miles away, and the winds from it were felt all the way here.

      Humidity sank into my skin as I wandered down the stone walkway until I finally hit the sand. It was perfectly white, and the water couldn’t be a more beautiful shade of clear blue. But all the beauty in my sight couldn’t slake the overwhelming disinterest I felt. What good was a beautiful private island if you couldn’t even fully enjoy it?

      I slipped out of my flip-flops and left them in the sand before taking a few steps toward the shore. The moment my toes touched the water a, “That’s far enough, Miss Jaden,” left Hank’s lips. I didn’t even acknowledge him. I squished my toes into the wet sand, feeling the warm bath-like water wash over my feet. And still, I felt nothing.

      I casually strolled along the shore, Benito and Hank not more than twenty feet behind me. I did my best to let the scenery drown them out, but it was tough to ignore two stalking shadows behind you. At least, the water felt nice against my feet and ankles.

      As I walked, I pondered the necessity of this walk. One foot in front of the other. What difference did it make? I had walked five hundred feet from the front door and didn’t feel any better. But to be fair, I didn’t feel any worse either. In a stubborn fit, I stopped walking and plopped my ass down, my knees bent and my feet digging in the soft, warm sand.

      “Miss Jaden,” Hank said, “our orders were to take you for a walk on the beach, not to sulk in the sand.”

      Take me for a walk? The fuck was I, a dog?

      Irritated, I leaned over, took my two fingers, and started writing in the sand.

      ‘Drag me then,’ I wrote and went back to staring out at the ocean.

      They weren’t going to make me walk anywhere. I’d fight them, and they’d just end up injuring me. Walk over.

      Hank sighed heavily as he and Benito walked over to a nearby palm tree to lean against it. I didn’t bother to turn around. I knew where their eyes were and where they would remain. Mine, on the other hand, stared out at the roaring ocean before me. The wind was warm but fierce as it forced the water to rise and crash into the shore. The scene was beautiful and full of promise, but my heart just wasn’t in it. Even as the midday sun shined down on me, its rays warming my skin, I was reminded of a moment that would never last. Whatever second of peace I would receive would instantly shatter the moment I brought myself back to reality. This was not home. This was not life. This was not me.

      And technically, it wasn’t even me anymore, was it? Over the last few weeks, I had come to terms with the fact that I was now legally dead. Jaden Morgan Wilder was gone and buried six feet under, yet her killer was still at large.

      Now that I was dead, I wondered if it gave me an advantage. I doubted it, though. If it gave anyone an advantage, it was Darren. He could take me out in public, and no one would bat an eye. I wasn’t the missing girl anymore. I was the found dead girl in an alley, burned to a crisp after an apparent drug overdose. The search was called off, and the world would eventually forget about me. At least, if that were the case, I wouldn’t have to worry about any more gardeners recognizing me and getting themselves killed.

      I sat there in the sand for what felt like hours, watching the waves roll and crash against the shore, while the wind blew through my hair. I felt numb inside. Like those waves, everything was crashing around me, and I was helpless to stop it. I felt useless, hopeless … and utterly fucked. Sid was probably right. I wasn’t helping my condition by wallowing about my life, but I was running short on the positivity bank.

      What the fuck did I have to be happy about? I had no family now, no friends, no one to talk to, no one to laugh with or cry with, no one to see me as something more than just a pretty possession to keep. I was alive, I suppose, but was I really even living? Not legally, that’s for sure.

      Was this it? Was this the end? Was this the epitome of my life now? I hadn’t even contemplated my original vendetta of revenge against Darren. I still wanted it, but I was too emotionally exhausted to put any thought or emotion into it. Vengeance would have to hold on the back burner for a while until my body fully healed. Not much I could do until then, and that didn’t make matters any better. The longer my recovery, the longer I would inevitably be stuck with Darren.

      After what felt like hours of just staring into the horizon, I finally caught on to Hank’s voice.

      “Miss Jaden, it’s time to go back inside. It’s time for your dinner,” Hank said.

      Not hungry.

      “Miss Jaden,” Hank called again when I didn’t move.

      Rolling my eyes, I nodded and slowly started to make my way to standing. My lips formed into a tight line as I fought the ache in my side from the strain of my movements, but it didn’t last long as my shadows hurried over to help me up. Once I had the sand brushed from my legs and ass, they escorted me back to the house, Benito picking up my shoes along the way.

      As we walked back to the house, I finally got a chance to actually admire it. It turned out to be a beautiful Spanish villa. With lots of high windows, orange tiled roof, cream-colored brick, and rounded arches, it was a gorgeous compliment to the island … but I didn’t give a damn about it. It was just another prison. More pretty bars to cage me.

      When we finally made it to the door, I realized being outside didn’t really make me feel any better. I was still just as bloodthirsty as before. At least, I probably got some freckles … but then I remembered Darren liked my freckles. Damn them.

      Luckily for me, Darren was still stuck in some meeting off the island, so I’d be having dinner by myself. I had it in my suite; Benito stood watch while Hank called Darren to give his report of my day. I barely ate the soup that Ginsby had set down for me before she retired for the night.

      “You’d better finish eating that,” ordered Benito from the end of the room. I turned to him with a scowl. Motherfucker hadn’t said anything to me all day, and now, he was telling me what to do? Who the fuck did he think he was? I’d eaten maybe a quarter of it but didn’t care to finish now. Instead, I narrowed in on him and then slowly and deliberately pushed my bowl off the table like a thug life cat. The plastic didn’t break since I wasn’t allowed glass, but the soup spilled all over the floor.

      “What the fuck!” Benito yelled as he marched over from his chair. He looked down at the mess and then to me as I remained seated in my chair, not a single fuck given. “Clean this shit up!”

      I shook my head at him. Fuck him.

      I didn’t know why I was looking for a fight, but knowing Darren wasn’t on the island at the moment was making me brave … and just plain stupid. But for some reason, I wanted to annoy my guards. Maybe I needed the attention or the distraction from my own misery by causing someone else’s. Maybe that would be enough to lift my mood.

      I just didn’t fucking care about anything.

      Benito groaned at me as he went to fetch the staff to clean up my mess, closing and locking the door behind him, but then Hank appeared right after him. He held his cell phone to his ear as he approached me.

      “Yeah, she’s right here,” he said and then held out the phone to me. “Mr. Davis is on the line. Say hi.”

      I rolled my eyes and grabbed the phone out of his hands and held it to my ear, saying absolutely nothing while enjoying the confusion on Hank’s face when he looked down to see my spilled soup all over the floor.

      “Jaden?” came Darren’s voice on the other end.

      “Mmmhmm,” I mumbled in acknowledgment. He was silent for a moment before he spoke again.

      “How’s the jaw?”

      Oh, fuck him.

      “Fine,” I answered. The first word I’d verbally spoken to him in over a month.

      I heard Darren suck in a slow breath as he listened to the one little word I gave him to recall my voice. I knew he would want more but as per usual, fuck him.

      “Good. I’ll be gone for the next four days, so you need to listen carefully to your guards and medical staff while I’m away. I need you to get better, Jaden.”

      I snorted again. “’Kay.” I almost laughed.

      Here he was talking to me as if I was some kind of child who needed a reminder to behave while he was gone. Condescending cock stain.

      “I’ll see you in four days. Behave.” And then he hung up. I felt my hand clench the phone until my knuckles turned white.

      “Miss Jaden,” Hank said, holding out his hand for the phone.

      I glared at him, held it out, and then deliberately dropped it on the floor, just inches from his hand and right into my spilled soup. It crashed against the tile, completely shattering the screen and splattering the stupid smartphone with vegetable soup.

      Ha-ha.

      “Goddammit, girl! What the fuck did you do that for?!” Hank shouted as he bent down to pick up the phone.

      “Oops.”

      Hank groaned, scowling at me like he wanted to hit me, but there was no way Darren would have that. He was the only one allowed to break his toy. I just stared Hank down passively, until he finally turned around and exited the suite. I was alone for maybe fifteen seconds before Benito returned with a maid to clean up my spilled soup from the floor.

      I had to admit I was being childish now, but fuck it; if Darren wanted to treat me like a child, then I would behave like one.

      Let the fun begin …
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      For the next two days, I did everything I could to piss off Hank and Benito. It was actually pretty entertaining to see their faces heat up with nowhere for the rage to go. They couldn’t take it out on me. The most they could do was lock me in my suite, which was where I wanted to be anyway. I considered it a double win.

      The cast on my wrist was finally removed, and it felt so good to have the damn itchy thing off. I had physical therapy exercises to complete for that as well, but it was worth it to make my wrist stronger. That was the only thing I complied with since it really did benefit me, but everything else, I flat-out fucking refused.

      I refused just about anything I could. I didn’t want to wear that dress or that color. I didn’t want to watch that movie or listen to that song. I didn’t want to leave my suite. I didn’t want to go outside. I needed water. Never mind, I didn’t need it anymore. The soup is too hot. Now, it’s too cold. I didn’t break it. It must have fallen on its own. Can you not breathe so loudly? No, you shut the fuck up. I mean, literally anything.

      I was officially six years old again, and I found it funny as fuck. I’d never mouthed off so much in my life. I’d catch myself laughing out loud at their hilarious misery, especially since there wasn’t shit they could do about it.

      “Piss me off one more time, little girl, and I swear I’ll have Darren on the phone so fas⁠—”

      I laughed. “So you can tell him what? How incompetent you are at handling me? Good luck with that conversation.”

      Benito went so red in the face, I thought he was going to explode like a giant tomato. Too bad Hank was too busy taking a piss break to see it. And still I just laughed and walked away; but this time, Benito actually crossed a line.

      In a fit of uncontrolled rage, he grabbed my still healing wrist in a way too tight grip as I turned my back on him. I yelled out loud in pain like a wounded animal, attempting to pull away from him, but when he didn’t let go, and the pain only worsened, I did the only thing I could do.

      “Let go!” I shouted and swiftly brought my leg up, and roundhouse kicked him right in the side of the head as hard as I could.

      The moment my foot collided with his skull, he immediately released me and nearly fell to the floor, while I clutched my ribs like I had just been punched in the side.

      Fuck. Okay, no more kicking for a while.

      When Hank returned to see me hunched over against the wall and Benito counting the stars circling his head, he went nuts.

      “WHAT THE FUCK JUST HAPPENED?!” he shouted at us.

      I chuckled, even though it only caused more pain to my ribs. “Benito just learned what happens when you fuck with the wrong girl,” I replied with a smirk.

      Hank quickly turned to Benito in rage-filled confusion. “What the fuck did you do?” he yelled at him. By now, the nearby staff was starting to poke their heads around the corner to witness the commotion.

      “Nothing. Little brat started mouthing off again and tried to walk away.”

      “Yeah, and then you yanked my healing broken wrist, you fucking idiot,” I retorted, holding my wrist up. I could see bruises forming where his fingers had wrapped around my pale skin. Fabulous.

      “Let me see,” Hank said, rushing over to me.

      I held my wrist out for his examination but kept my eyes on his face. He knew this was bad. A guard touching me was bad enough, but bruising something that was already damaged and healing was even worse. He knew they were in trouble, but I wasn’t stupid enough to think I was home free. I was nothing but an instigator anyway.

      “Come on,” Hank said, taking me gently by the arm and leading me back to my suite. “Let’s have Sid take a look.”

      Once Sid had confirmed nothing had broken further, I was locked away in my room for the rest of the night, which was fine. I wanted to be alone. But no one could ever leave me alone long enough.

      Sid walked in by himself some time later and casually sat across from me in the reading nook. He crossed his ankle over his knee and folded his hands on top, staring at me with a disappointed look on his face.

      “Yes?” I said, raising my eyebrows and looking at him expectedly.

      He sighed deeply and relaxed his shoulders. “What are you doing, Jaden?” he asked me gently.

      I furrowed my brows. “What are you talking about?”

      “You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

      “No, asshole, I don’t.”

      Sid sighed again and rolled his eyes, like that would make this conversation any easier for him.

      “You’ve been acting like some spoiled child ever since Darren left the island. Don’t think I haven’t been monitoring your behavior. I’ve been watching very closely,” he said.

      It was my turn to roll my eyes. “What do you care?”

      “I care because, believe it or not, I do want you to get better, Jaden.”

      I scoffed at him. “Sure, you do.” I snickered, folding my arms across my chest and leaning back.

      “And I’m not the only one who cares, Jaden. Darren cares very much for yo⁠—”

      “Fuck. Him,” I said sharply, cutting him off. I couldn’t give a fuck less about whether he thought Darren cared about me. The only thing Darren cared about was controlling me.

      Sid rubbed his face in frustration. “I know you’re angry, and I know you’re depressed, but is this any way to handle it?”

      “And how do you suggest I handle it, doc? The same way Darren suggests? He’ll die first,” I spat.

      Sid cleared his throat before squaring his shoulders as if he was ready to give me some bullshit heart-to-heart speech.

      “There is no changing your situation⁠—”

      “Wrong,” I dejected.

      “But that doesn’t mean you can’t still thrive in it.”

      I straight up glared at him. Thrive? Was he serious?

      “I’m not allowed to thrive. In fact, I’m not even allowed to be having this conversation with you. Does Darren even know you’re here?”

      “No, this conversation is just between you and me.”

      “It won’t stay that way for long,” I replied. Darren always found out about everything.

      “Something I’m sure he’ll understand if it doesn’t.”

      I snorted. “Yeah, okay,” I said, turning my head to look out the window.

      “Jaden, this is no way for you to live your life, and toying with your guards is just a childish way of distracting yourself from the real problem. You need to focus and get better. You need to get healthy again. Stronger again. We can help you.”

      “No one can help me,” I muttered, my eyes lingering on the water that danced in the dark, almost reminding me of a certain pair of eyes I loathed.

      “You’re not alone in this, Jaden. You have help⁠—”

      “Sid,” I said cutting him off sharply. “I am more alone now than I ever was before. Please don’t insult me by telling me otherwise because I won’t believe you.”

      “Jaden, come on⁠—”

      “Just go,” I clipped, turning my head back to the window to hide the tear that slipped through.

      Sid sighed heavily as he stood; his gaze heated as he stood over me, but I was done with this conversation.

      “You’re better than this, Jaden,” he said forcefully. “You can choose to be a victim, or you can choose to be something else entirely. Stop being a little bitch about it and stand up.”

      I turned to him, almost ready to kick him right in the dick. “Get out,” I spat.

      Sid groaned, threw his hands up in the air, and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him.

      Fuck him. Fuck all of them.
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      My wrists burned in agony. Chains rattled above me. Dirt and sweat covered my body.

      Where was I?

      “Look at me, slave.”

      My heart stopped in its tracks. Slave …

      My eyes snapped to find him, and then I immediately regretted it.

      “There is no escaping this, and there is no escaping me. I am four times your size and over twice your weight. My strength and speed will always exceed yours. Always. Whatever hope you have left of beating me in this little game is false as well as foolish. In what world do you ever imagine escaping me and your future?”

      “FUCK!” I screamed as I jolted from my hospital bed.

      My heart was pounding out of my chest, my face was sweaty, and my breath was coming in and out of my lungs like I might die if I didn’t take my next breath that very second. I was back in my hospital bed; the last thing I remembered was passing out on my reading nook, so I didn’t know how I got there. Hank probably.

      Snagging the hair tie from my wrist, I bunched my hair back into a messy knot just to get it out of my face and ignored the ache in my wrist. When my hair was secure, I pulled my knees to my chest, rested my temple against my knee, and looked out the window. The sun was rising, and the birds were already awake. I closed my eyes and tried to focus on their songs, hoping to calm the storm raging inside me. I stayed like that until Ginsby finally entered my room unannounced.

      “Oh, good, you’re up,” she said, surprised. “I brought your breakfast.”

      “Not hungry,” I said without moving from my position.

      “Jaden, please!” she shrieked, and I immediately snapped my head toward her in shock and concern, scowling in her direction. She quickly backtracked. “I’m sorry,” she said in a huff, pinching the bridge of her nose. “You’ve just become so difficult these last two days.”

      For some reason, that was enough to make me feel bad. So I released a deep breath and traded my bed for the table, sat down, and attempted to eat my breakfast. Ginsby smiled and sat down to make sure I ate enough for Darren’s approval. I silently picked at my egg white omelet and sipped on my orange juice until I was full, which consisted of only three-quarters of it, but whatever. Valiant effort and all.

      After breakfast, I took a shower and changed into a flowing teal blue sundress, allowing my hair to air dry. I practiced my jaw and wrist exercises under Ginsby’s instructions, took my medications without complaint, and was rewarded with a trip to the pool. Escorted by Hank and Benito, who were still pissed off from yesterday, I lounged in the shade with my tablet and tried to read for a while, but my thoughts kept lingering back to my conversation with Sid.

      “You can choose to be a victim, or you can choose to be something else entirely.”

      The question was, what was that something else? What did it make me if I chose not to be a victim? I didn’t know. Was there even another choice of status? I was the stolen, and as of a few weeks ago, officially the forgotten. I was gone, but I was still here … barely a survivor, but a survivor nonetheless. Yeah, I was wallowing in my self-pity; so much so, I probably deserved an Oscar for it. I was only depressed because my body was useless. End of. Once my strength returned, so would the rest of my fire-breathing antics. For some reason, it was just hard to find the mental motivation.

      After a while, my lunch was brought out and placed on the table next to me. A bowl of hot creamy potato soup and a smoothie awaited me, but I wasn’t interested in the soup. It was too hot outside for that, so I sipped on the smoothie instead.

      From the corner of my eye, I could see Benito was still fuming as he watched me ignore my soup. He had a nice little red mark that led from the corner of his eye to his temple, courtesy of my foot. He’ll probably have to explain that to Darren later when he returns. That should be a fun conversation.

      By the time I finished my smoothie, my soup had gone cold, and I had even less interest in eating it. When the staff came around to collect my lunch, the same maid who had cleaned up my mess from my spilled soup the other day looked down at the still full bowl, disappointed.

      “You no like your soup?” she asked me politely, her accent conflicting with her English.

      “I’m not that hungry. Thank you,” I replied with a small smile.

      “Jaden, eat your goddamn soup,” Benito nearly yelled at me from across the way. I turned and glared at him something fierce.

      “Why don’t you come over here and make me, Benito,” I challenged.

      Benito took a rushed step forward, but Hank immediately stopped him before his back foot could even move by placing a quick hand on his arm. Benito stopped in his singular track and stepped back into place, taking a deep breath to calm down.

      Choke on it, Benito.

      Evading the tension, the young maid quickly collected my dishes and left without another word. I then decided it was probably time for some exercise. Since there was no chance of accidentally bumping into Darren anywhere, I decided to wander the house and do some exploring. None of it interested me, to begin with, but it was something to do.

      Most of the house was either hardwood or tile, lots of open space and windows, with orange and cream-colored walls dominating nearly every room. I eventually stumbled upon the home gym and became instantly envious. It was significantly smaller than the one at Darren’s home, but it still had all the same equipment.

      There was another home theater, still smaller, several random bedrooms and bathrooms, a parlor with a wet bar and pool table, and a finished basement of no important significance. The house was beautifully furnished, decorated in a Spanish setting with cultural references and adornments everywhere. For a moment, I almost thought I was standing in some Mexican drug lord’s home. Close enough, I guess.

      The rest of my day was dull and mundane. I played a game of pool alone in the parlor, practiced my jaw and wrist exercises several times, and took my medication, which eventually made me sleepy. I took a small nap in my reading nook for a few hours until it was once again dinnertime.

      Begrudgingly and absent an appetite, I was escorted back to the dining room, where my dinner was waiting. This time it was a thick, creamy zucchini soup. I pushed my spoon around in it for a while, taking one bite and immediately regretting it. Fucking gross. I noticed Benito’s face flare up at my refusal, but he said nothing. Hank stood next to him, slowly shaking his head in disapproval, until he left the room to take a call. That was when Benito made his move.

      He stormed over to me, slammed his fist down on the table only a few inches away from my bowl, and stood over me, fuming.

      “You’d better eat your goddamn dinner this time, you little brat. I’m done dealing with your stupid rebellious bullshit,” Benito seethed.

      I shook my head with a laugh.

      “Get the fuck out of my face, Benito, before I make your left match your right.”

      “Ya know, you’re never going to amount to anything,” he retorted with a snarl.

      The fuck did he just say to me? I looked up at him, enraged and shocked he had even dared to share that kind of shit with me.

      “What did you just say?”

      “You heard me, you little shit. Keep rebelling all you want, but it’s never going to get you anywhere. You’re nothing but a tiny girl with a bad attitude and a tight hole to fuck.”

      I immediately saw red.

      “You don’t know shit about this tiny girl, Benito. Keep pissing me off, and I swear I will burn your ass for good. All I have to do is flash you, and I get the pleasure of watching Darren kill you. Is that what you want?”

      Benito chuckled, and I almost punched him right in his stupid face.

      “Try it, Jaden. We’ll see who comes out of that one alive. Even if I’m dead, at least I died my own man and not someone else’s worthless whore,” he spat and then returned to his position against the wall just in time for Hank to return.

      My fists curled so tight my palms burned and my knuckles turned white till my hands shook with rage. I wanted to flip the table. I wanted to rip the walls down with my bare hands and shatter every window with the wrath blistering in my vocal cords.

      Worthless whore.

      Well, fine then. I would show Benito exactly what this whore was worth.
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      I didn’t know how I did it, but I managed to finish half my bowl of soup, even with a stomach full of rage and violence. I was then taken back to my suite, where I watched movies for a while, waiting for my opportunity. I sipped on some tea at my table, Hank and Benito quietly chatting at their designated chairs, until Hank was called away again.

      After a few minutes, I caught Benito watching me. On a whim, I took my teacup and gently pushed it right off the edge of the table and watched it shatter and spill all over the floor.

      “Goddammit, Jaden! Come on!”

      I shrugged. “Whoops,” I said and got up to head to the bathroom, which was only a few feet away from the door to the hallway.

      “Ugh! Do not move! I’ll be right back,” he shouted and then walked out of the door. But as soon as he was out of sight, I quickly snatched the door handle before the door could shut and lock me in. Bingo.

      I slowly pulled it open and peeked out. Benito was long gone, and now so was I. I snuck around the corner quickly, managing to avoid all eyes until I found my way back to the parlor, shut the doors, and locked myself in.

      Oh, Benito. You fucked with the wrong bitch.

      Smiling to myself, I walked over to the wet bar, grabbed a bottle of Jack and a shot glass and sat on the floor behind the bar where I could hide and finally enjoy some well-deserved whiskey.

      Let the fun begin.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      With Jaden now secured back in her suite, I summoned Hank to my office for the meeting I had called him about earlier. I was able to return to the island a half a day early thanks to some serious micromanaging and three dead drug dealers. Turf wars were always messy, but give them an inch and an entire city is taken … or attempted, I should say.

      Sid was sitting in the black leather chair across from my desk, waiting with an anxious look in his eye. I was currently flipping through Jaden’s medical file, looking over her latest updates and considering her current medical status.

      I was pleased to discover that Jaden’s jaw and wrist were healing nicely, along with her ribs. I hadn’t planned extensive damage when I broke them; just enough to remind her of what I could do and who she was fucking with. She should be fully restored in the next month, assuming she followed her recovery plan.

      Hearing her voice over the phone felt like a weight lifted off my shoulders, even if it was clipped and angry. I missed my name on her tongue and the way her voice shook when she was afraid. I planned to hear it again very soon. You never really realize how much you miss something until it's gone. Of course, I only missed her sailor’s vocabulary or her argumentative mouth a little bit, but that was something that would diminish in time. The only thing I ever wanted to hear was her moaning my name in brutal ecstasy.

      Much to my irritation, Jaden had, in fact, been diagnosed with depression, which wasn’t much of a fucking surprise. All she ever did was sleep and mope around like it was the end of the goddamn world. But it wasn’t the end of the world; it was the beginning of a brand new one, one I was very much looking forward to.

      But I had been watching her while I was away. She had been much more difficult with her guards and staff than I had anticipated now that she could voice her frustrations. I had been so enraged, I wanted to turn around and fly right home to deal with her, but I had to handle my own shit first. And that shit was now officially handled.

      When Hank finally gained access to my office, he quickly took the empty seat next to Sid and sat down, unbuttoning his suit jacket and tugging on his uniform black tie.

      “Mr. Davis,” he said with a nod.

      “So,” I said, closing Jaden’s medical file. “How productive has she been?”

      Hank cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable.

      “Not very, sir,” Hank said with disappointment. “She’s been far more difficult than usual. Lashing out, causing fights, and raising all kinds of hell. I don’t know what to do with her anymore. She just won’t listen.”

      I looked over at Sid, knowing I wore a disapproving scowl across my face as I glared at him, waiting for an explanation. He was the brains behind her recovery.

      He shrugged, looking down at his knees before finally answering. “This is normal. People with depression experience different symptoms all the time, and some of them are irritable, angry, and argumentative. This will pass.”

      “I’m aware of the symptoms of depression, Sid. What I’m unaware of is how to fix it in Jaden’s case.”

      “Can’t we just put the chick on some more meds or something?” interrupted Hank.

      I instantly scowled at him, rage burning my eyes.

      “That chick is my future wife and mother of my goddamn future children. Show some fucking respect, Hank,” I seethed.

      Hank bowed his head in submission. “My apologies, Mr. Davis,” he said quickly backtracking.

      “It’s not that easy,” Sid started with a deep sigh. “It’s not like Jaden has a chemical imbalance that can be fixed with a few prescriptions. She’s just upset over her current situation because she feels powerless. We just need to find a way to motivate her again. Give her something to look forward to besides sleeping and irritating her staff.”

      “Yeah, good luck with that,” Hank chimed in, and I couldn’t help but glare at him.

      “Sleep is her way of coping. She prefers it to her reality because she doesn’t have to deal with the pain of it,” explained Sid. “And when she is awake, irritating you and Benito is her way of distracting herself from her own pain. Her only form of real entertainment. We’ve got to give her a better reason to want to wake up in the morning.”

      “The only motivation she currently has is to fantasize about killing me,” I said bluntly.

      I knew Jaden still hated me and wanted me dead. I didn’t exactly blame her, considering what I had done to her, but eventually, I would change her mind. I just wanted something else entirely to motivate her to get out of bed.

      Hank and Sid exchanged looks in response to my admission, but they shrugged in a way of agreement. They could see it in Jaden’s eyes whenever she was plotting something. Nothing ever came of it, but I knew when her eyes glazed over and her jaw clenched, she was plotting. My little open book.

      “Well, we just need to change her mind,” Sid said positively.

      I chuckled. He acted like it was going to be easy, but Jaden would always have a place in her heart that burned with hellfire for me no matter how good I was to her. But it didn’t matter. This tiny disruption would not deter my plans.

      As soon as Jaden fully healed, she’d kick up her own ashes and give blaze to the buried embers still glowing beneath. This was just a minor setback for her, only temporary, or as temporary as I would allow it. I had to create a way for that spark to ignite those flames again, and it would start with her mental health first.

      “So what do we do?” I asked with irritation.

      “Well, I can tell, she is very lonely. We cou⁠—”

      “What the hell do you mean she’s lonely?” I cut in. “She’s surrounded by people twenty-four-seven.”

      “But no one who’s allowed to converse with her casually,” Sid responded cautiously. He did have a point. I didn’t allow casual conversation with Jaden because not only did I not trust her, but I didn’t trust my staff with her either.

      “What about the damn nurse?” I ask Sid.

      “Ginsby? No way. She’d bore Jaden to death.”

      I groaned in frustration. This was not how I planned this conversation to go.

      “So what do you suggest? I find her a temporary island BFF?”

      Hank scoffed with amusement but quickly retracted his response when I glared at him from across my desk.

      “Actually, that’s not a bad idea. Jaden could use a personal trainer to get her going again. Maybe we could find one who’s friendly enough to get Jaden back into shape. Maybe someone around her own age?”

      I looked away from Sid, considering the idea. Maybe finding her a temporary friend was a good idea. Jaden wouldn’t like it, and she’d refuse it all, but then again, it wasn’t really her choice anymore. Maybe this “friend” could give her something else to focus on, like herself. She’d have to have the right personality, someone who could really encourage her to get better. She’d also have to have skin thicker and tougher than a crocodile. Or possibly just someone almost annoying enough to motivate Jaden to get rid of her, and to do that, she’d have to push herself to get better.

      “All right, fine,” I finally agreed. “Start looking for a personal trainer. Let me know when you have it down to a final three, and I’ll make my decision. I’ll discuss it with Jaden after we choose a trainer. And I want good credentials, Sid, the absolute best. Until then, not a word of this to anyone,” I said, eyeing Sid and Hank.

      “You got it, boss,” Hank said with a nod.

      “I’ll get started right away,” Sid said, getting up and heading for the door.

      “Oh, and Sid,” I added as he stopped at the doorway. “Find someone … annoyingly happy.”

      He smirked. “I’ll have your candidates by the end of the week.”

      I nodded while both left my office without another word. I worried about bringing another person onto the island to be with Jaden, but it couldn’t cause any more harm than I’d already done. Maybe this person could give Jaden something else to focus on besides her misery and determination to try to kill me. I rolled my eyes at the thought. She needed to get over herself and stop denying the truth. You’d think she would have learned by now she wouldn’t win against me. Ever.

      Thinking about all the times she’d fought me before had me itching to have a go at her again. It’d been so long since I’d last had her squirming and moaning beneath me. Just the thought had me reaching to adjust the hardening length in my pants. I didn’t trust myself with her, though. Not in her fragile state. If I had my way with her now, I’d set her back weeks of recovery, and I couldn’t afford to wait any longer than I already had to. I already wanted her too much as it was, and it only got harder every day. Literally.

      The sounds of banging and yelling from the hallway cut my thoughts short. The sounds were faint, but I could hear someone calling out Jaden’s name in anger.

      Fuck, what had she done now …

      I left my office and followed the source of the chaos to the parlor, finding Hank banging on the door, and Benito screaming Jaden’s name, along with some very unsettling threats that made me see red.

      I stormed over to Hank and Benito, who upon observing me, immediately ceased their failed forced entry.

      “What the fuck happened now?” I growled. I could hear loud rap music coming from the other side of the doors.

      “The stupid bitch locked herself in the parlor!” shouted Benito.

      Without thinking, my fist instantly collided with his jaw, knocking him right to the floor. Wrapping my hand around his throat, I swiftly hauled him up to standing and slammed his head into the hanging glass picture behind him, hoping the glass would dig into his skull.

      “And how the fuck did my stupid bitch manage to do that?” I asked, my voice laced with venom as I stared him down.

      “She … snuck out,” he tried to say when I came to realize I was squeezing too hard.

      “Obviously,” I said, dropping his useless weight to the floor. Marching my way toward the locked door, I lifted my knee and kicked the handles of the double doors in, splintering the wood and knocking one of the doors completely off its hinges.

      I stormed inside, my eyes immediately scanning for Jaden and any possible threats, even though I knew there were none. Ludacris boomed through the stereo system overhead, drowning out the chance of hearing any other sounds in the room, but that was okay. My hearing wasn’t totally necessary for the interesting sight before me.

      “Move, bitch! Get out the way! Get out the way, bitch! Get out the way!” came Jaden’s voice as she rapped along with the lyrics, a bottle of Jack Daniel’s in her hand as she stood on top of the pool table in the corner of the room. Her back was to me as she danced to the song in her silky white pajamas, rotating those hips of hers and stretching her arms above her head. She was clearly too drunk to even notice the doors had been kicked in or too drunk to care.

      The song then remixed to “Get Back,” and Jaden nearly lost her shit as her feet instantly switched to a fighting stance and her fists came out to fall in line with the rhythm of the bass. She rapped the lyrics like it was another language, and if I hadn't been so pissed, I might have actually laughed at how cute and entertaining I found it.

      It was then that she finally turned around and noticed me standing right behind her, my arms folded across my chest as my glare finally caught her face. Yet she didn’t react. No thanks to the alcohol. Instead, she pointed at me, a big goofy smile on her face as she rapped, “I ain’t playing around. Make one false move, I’ll take ya down. Get back, motherfucker! You don’t know me like that! Get back, motherfucker! You don’t know me like that!”

      Had this not been so dangerous, I probably would have pulled up a chair and watched the show, maybe even tossed a few hundreds in the air, but the fact was Jaden was still recovering, was on medication, and was at risk of falling and further injuring herself. I had to call the curtain.

      I quickly marched over to the pool table, swept my arm under Jaden’s knees, and caught her upper body gently, easily removing her from the table and setting her down on her feet before me. It might have been the first time I picked her up without a single hint of protest from her.

      Jaden swayed from side to side as the bottle still hung from her left hand. I snatched it out of her hand, setting it on the pool table behind her. Nearly half of it was gone.

      Fucking Benito…

      I glared down at Jaden, my hands on her shoulders to hold her steady, but all she did was giggle at me. I grabbed the remote to the stereo, which happened to be sitting on the edge of the pool table, and turned off the system.

      “Hey!” she whined. “I likethatsong.”

      I shook my head at her. She was already slurring.

      “What have you done?” I asked darkly, my hands now moving to her face, tilting it up so I could examine her eyes. Bloodshot.

      She smiled and chuckled. “I got into the liquor cabinet,” she slurred with another giggle.

      “I can see that,” I replied angrily, looking over her face. Flushed.

      And then she turned, bent over, and threw up all over the rug under the pool table.

      Fuck …

      I quickly stood behind her, held her hair out of her face, and rested my arm under her pelvis to keep her supported without putting too much pressure on her ribs or stomach. She threw up for several minutes, eventually dry heaving since her stomach had now completely emptied all over my rug. When the nausea had passed, she slumped in my arm while her other arm rested on the pool table to support herself. After easing her down onto one of the nearby chairs, I placed a trash bin in front of her and stormed out of the room.

      “Is she okay?” Hank asked as I bypassed him.

      “Get her cleaned up,” I ordered and went straight for Benito’s throat, hauling him back up against the wall. He barely even fought me.

      “HOW THE FUCK did you let this happen?” I roared at him, slamming him back into the already broken picture frame.

      “I- I don’t know. I left the room for one second⁠—”

      “You left her alone?!” I shouted at him as he cringed in fear. I shook with fury.

      Rule number one was that Jaden was to remain within sight at all times. No exceptions.

      “No, she manipulated me. I didn’t mean⁠—”

      “You were warned about her tricks, Benito. You were supposed to be watching her … and you failed.”

      “I-I, I didn’t … I wasn’t⁠—”

      “It’s okay, Benito. Don’t worry.” I got in real close to his ear. “At least you’ll get to die your own man and not someone else’s worthless whore.”

      Benito immediately ceased his struggle as he caught on to my words. And then I snapped his neck.

      Benito’s lifeless body fell to the floor in a heap, and I stood over him in complete satisfaction. I had listened to his little conversation with my worthless whore earlier today, not to mention the bruises he’d put on her already damaged wrist. He was lucky we were on the island and not back at the estate. Otherwise, I would have taught all of my guards a lesson in respect. I would not tolerate others disrespecting Jaden, especially to my face. I would always defend her honor. To disrespect her was a direct insult to me, and I would not fucking have it. Blood would spill first.

      After calming my racing heart, I dragged Benito’s body from the hallway and out of Jaden’s sight. Even though she should probably get used to the sight of death around me, I didn’t want to give her stomach another reason to jump ship. I then pulled out my phone and arranged for two new guards to arrive in the morning. One to relieve Hank and watch Jaden at night and the other to replace Benito. Hopefully, the next two wouldn’t turn out to be disappointments.

      I then dialed Sid, who answered on the first ring.

      “Yes?” he said from the other line.

      “Two days, Sid. I want someone in two days. No excuses.”

      “Yes, sir,” he replied, and I ended the call.

      Once Hank and Ginsby had Jaden successfully back in her suite, cleaned up and passed out in bed, I went back to check on her a final time for the night. It was now well after midnight, and Jaden should have been in bed hours ago. But as I watched her sleeping form, all moments of rage ceased to exist.

      Jaden’s gorgeous red hair fanned out over her pillow, and I found myself wanting to wrap my fingers around it. I wanted to hold her small frame against my own and feel the heat coming off her body as she melted into me. And I wanted to hear her voice my name, even if it was only a whisper. As gently as possible, I carefully ran the tip of my finger down her cheek, slowly tracing along her jawline before running my knuckle back up to her temple. Her skin was so soft, so warm, and too damn tempting.

      “Don’t worry, Mr. Davis. Ginsby said she’s going to be just fine,” said Hank, interrupting my serenity.

      “Hank,” I said, my eyes still lingering over Jaden.

      “Yes, sir?”

      “Have someone clean up Benito.”

      I swear I could hear the man gulp.

      “Yes, sir,” he said softly then moved to the corner of the room to quietly make a phone call.

      I went back to focusing on my serenity for the next several hours.
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      I woke up the following morning with a splitting headache. The sun beamed right in my eyes, forcing me to turn on my side with a groan and pull the sheet up to cover my entire head from the light. But then the sound of the blender flooded my ears with a loud grinding noise and my irritation became too much to resist.

      “Hey, turn that shit off!” I shouted at Ginsby, yanking the sheet off my face to yell at her. But as she ignored me, my eyes traveled to an angry looking Darren sitting at my table, watching me with that disapproving look. The blender then stopped. “Oh, forget this. I’m going back to bed,” I whined then pulled the sheet back over my head and curled into myself.

      I could hear Darren’s furious footsteps as he marched over to me and ripped the sheet from my body. “Get up,” he commanded, but I just curled tighter into myself, groaning with agitation. “Get up, Jaden!” he roared over me, and I flinched instinctively before slowly unraveling myself, my eyes trained only on him, afraid he might move me himself. When I was finally sitting upright, he visibly relaxed, but his eyes were still as cold as ever. “We need to have a little talk, you and me.”

      I sighed, pulling my knees up to rest my elbows on my thighs and rub my face awake. “I’m too hungover for this. What do you want to talk about?”

      “Sobering you up. Go take a shower and meet me on the patio for lunch in thirty minutes.”

      Lunch?

      “Wait, what time is it?” I asked, groggy.

      “Twelve thirty. Now, get up,” he ordered.

      “Yes, Heir Hitler,” I said with a salute.

      Darren ignored my humor and walked out of the room, his phone immediately seeking his ear. Shit, had I really slept that late? It certainly felt like it.

      “Good morning, dear,” Ginsby said with a smile, walking over to me hopefully with my hangover cure. “Or should I say good afternoon? Here, drink this. It’ll take away that nasty hangover.”

      “Thanks,” I said and accepted the cup.

      “You know you shouldn’t be drinking with the amount of medication you’re on, sweetheart. It could cause serious complications to your health. Don’t you want to get better?”

      I sighed heavily as I took a sip of what she gave me. Fuck, it was delicious.

      “I know, Ginsby. I had a momentary lack of self-control. I doubt it will happen again.”

      I was sure Darren would see to that.

      “I certainly hope so,” she said nervously. “We only want what’s best for your health, dear.”

      “I know,” I said with a nod and focused on finishing my hangover cure.

      Once I had showered and changed into a black cotton sundress, Hank and some other guard I had never seen before escorted me. This one was blond and maybe a head shorter than Darren; a little older, too. Where was Benito?

      I looked up at Hank as I walked through the hall. “What happened to Benito?” I asked.

      Hank didn’t respond; he didn’t even look my way. Neither did Blondie.

      Whatever.

      My headache was slowly subsiding, thanks to my pain meds, but my body still felt like shit. My jaw and stomach were sore from all the rapping and retching I did last night. I still couldn’t believe I did all that in front of Darren. I hadn’t anticipated him for another day, but I had obviously done a fantastic job at getting myself totally wasted in less than thirty minutes. Otherwise, I would have probably been terrified out of my mind. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d gotten drunk like that, much less had a sip of hard liquor.

      Oh, wait. I do remember. And the ending wasn’t very pretty for me then either.

      What a sight I must have been. Had I been sober, things probably would have ended very differently. Then again, I probably wouldn’t have snuck out at all if I had known Darren was back. Fuck.

      I wondered if Darren enjoyed my little performance. Probably not. I was sure he was pissed with my recent behavior and the fact that I had snuck away from my guards. If anything, I was just showing him their weak spots. He should really be thanking me. Maybe that was what he wanted to discuss.

      The patio was on the east side of the house and, of course, faced the ocean. The roof covered the entire span of the patio area, with large dark brown pillars to support it. The ground was an array of different orange-colored bricks laid out in a swirl pattern while large green ferns decorated each corner. There was a long glass table fit to sit eight people in the middle with bronze chairs all around it. Soft patio furniture strategically scattered around here and there, and a small fireplace centered between it all.

      I sat down at Darren’s usual right while he read something on a tablet in his hands; he ignored my entrance completely until he was finished with his business. He was dressed casually today; a white dress shirt, buttons undone at the top, sleeves rolled to the elbows, no tie, and khaki dress pants. His hair was stylishly messy while that sexy light brown shadow lingered on his jaw and chin. At least Darren had one good thing going for him—he was fantastic to look at until he caught you looking, and then your heart stopped a little.

      When he finally looked up at me, he had an uneasy smile on his face, but my scowl remained as I sat back in my chair. Breakfast was immediately placed down before us by the staff; scrambled eggs and slice bananas for me, an omelet for Darren.

      “So how’s the jaw now?” he asked casually, but I could hear the snide undertone of his voice.

      The nerve of this fucker. I felt the grip on my fork tighten as my mouth formed into a tight little smirk.

      “Never better,” I said with a hard glare. My jaw was still stiff and talking tired it out quickly, but I wouldn’t give Darren the satisfaction. I could feel his eyes on me, lingering longer than usual. They almost burned.

      “Good,” Darren finally said as he started on his plate. “It seems like it must be perfectly healed now considering how well you used it last night.” There was that lingering smirk on his mouth I was looking for.

      “I’m glad you enjoyed the show.”

      “Yes, it was very entertaining, actually. I’ve never seen someone imitate Ludacris so well.”

      I slowly chewed my sliced banana before swallowing. “Consider yourself a lucky witness. I wasn’t expecting you for another day.”

      “So because I’m not here, that suddenly means my rules no longer apply to you?”

      I shrugged. “It just means I care less.”

      “I see,” he said, taking a sip of his coffee. “Would you care more if I told you your actions cost Benito his life?”

      “Nope,” I said automatically, taking another bite, even though my stomach squirmed a little at his confession.

      I had my suspicions about Benito. I warned him. Once again, my ability to manipulate Darren was proving to be a productive experiment. Had I planned for Darren to kill him? Would there have been any other result? It seemed either you followed Darren’s rules or you died. I doubted there was an in between.

      “Really?” Darren said, actually sounding fascinated.

      “Really,” I said staring at him. “You obviously see those poor girls you sell as less than human. Why shouldn’t I assume the same thing about anyone who works for you?”

      Darren considered me for a moment, a smirk forming on his lips.

      “Interesting point,” he said slyly as he watched me. “Though, you should be careful with a statement like that. I may make you regret those words one day.”

      “Yeah, I bet,” I snapped, turning back to my plate, but he was still watching me, his fingers scratching his jaw while his eyes wandered.

      “It’s all just so fascinating, Jaden.”

      I stopped in the middle of my cutting to read him. “What is?”

      “How quickly your desensitization has grown.”

      My desensitization …

      “Wasn’t that one of your goals?” I said blankly, cutting into my eggs with my fork.

      “Yes, but again, you surpass my expectations.”

      I looked up at him, my brows furrowed in confusion.

      “I just inadvertently made you kill one of your own guards. How is that surpassing your expectations?”

      “Benito was expendable. He should have anticipated your behavior, and he didn’t. Instead, he lost his nerve thanks to your manipulative and childish antics. Yes, he may have dug his own grave, Jaden, but you handed him the shovel.”

      I smirked.

      “Happy to help,” I said with a genuine smile.

      Darren actually threw his head back and laughed, that deep chuckle rolling into my ears and making my stomach flutter.

      “Oh, God … you are so perfect.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” I replied, pushing my half-eaten eggs around.

      “So are you less hungover to discuss more pressing topics?”

      I huffed. My whole life was one big hangover now. What difference did it make?

      “Not really, but you’re going to discuss them anyway,” I said. “So by all means.”

      He smiled and leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table. My eyes couldn’t help but follow the tattoos down his bare arms, my eyes lingering over the golden hawk that clutched that shield so tightly.

      “Your personal trainer has been selected.”

      I turned my head toward him and gave him a confused look.

      “My what?” I asked.

      “She starts tomorrow,” Darren said as he took another sip of his coffee. “And you are to follow everything she says. No arguments or complaints.”

      “Wait. Who is this person?” I asked, gaping at him.

      “Her name is Holly. She is going to help you get back on your feet until you’re ready to leave the island.”

      I scowled at him. “I don’t need help. I just need to be left alone.”

      Darren rolled his eyes, sagging his shoulders, and gave me the most irritated look.

      “Really? Are we seriously going to do this already?”

      I scoffed at him. “Did you expect anything less?” I asked with a smirk. Like I’d suddenly stop arguing with him. What a tool.

      “What I expect is for you to shut up, stop arguing, and do what you’re told.”

      “And where has that ever gotten you?”

      I could have sworn I caught the sight of a few grays at his sides earlier. God knows they’d be on my account, and I enjoyed the thought of aging him prematurely. Maybe that was how I’d ultimately kill him. Stress him to death.

      “I could ask you the same question, smartass,” Darren said with a growl.

      I shrugged my shoulders. I was beyond over this.

      “Just so you know, I don’t expect Holly’s first day to go very well.”

      “Holly’s first day will go exactly as expected, without issue and one-hundred-percent successful. And should anything interrupt that, there will be severe consequences,” he snarled.

      I snorted. “Like what? You’ve already killed my entire family. What more can you do to me?”

      I watched him with a glare as his shoulders squared and his jaw clenched. Darren’s eyes darkened as we stared each other down while I waited for him to admit the truth.

      “I’m waiting,” I snarled.

      “Then you’ll keep waiting,” he finally said. “Because aside from your uncle, I’ve done nothing to them.”

      I shot up from my chair, completely outraged with his obvious lie. “You fucking liar!” I shouted at him, my jaw now flaring in pain. “What did you do to the⁠—”

      Before I had understood what was happening, Darren had risen, grabbed my throat, and hauled me to his chest. My heart practically backflipped while my stomach nearly jumped to my mouth as my hands gripped his thick wrist. Darren’s grip wasn’t as tight as it usually was, but it was certainly possessive as I hid my eyes from him.

      “Look at me, Jaden,” he said with that dark, steady voice; the same voice that advocated against arguing. My sass no longer entertained my villain.

      Begrudgingly, I dragged my unwilling eyes from his chest to feel like I’d been punched in the gut when they finally settled on those deep dark blues of his.

      “What is the one thing I told I would never do?”

      “There are a lot of things you said you wouldn’t do. Like letting me go, for example,” I replied through gritted teeth.

      “And that one will never change,” he said gripping me a little tighter for emphasis. “Think back to rule six.”

      My eyes wavered off to the side as I tried to remember the stupid fucking rules he had recited for me months ago, but then it became too obvious.

      “Lie,” I finally bit out.

      “That’s right. So before you start accusing me of shit I didn’t do, I suggest you calm the fuck down and check your attitude before I correct it myself.”

      I glared at him a moment longer, anger seething through my veins, but he was right; he had said he was a man of his word. So did that mean he was still planning to kill them?

      “So what have you done with them?” I asked, checking my tone before pissing him off even more than he already was.

      “Nothing,” he said seriously.

      I raised my eyebrow in suspicion. “Not a thing?” I questioned, hope floating in my chest.

      “Aside from keeping track of them, no harm has come to them. Yet,” he said with that final warning. My stomach dropped. It wasn’t over. They were back to being leverage. But why? I was very aware of his hand still firmly wrapped around my throat, and I didn’t want to give it cause to tighten, but I had to know.

      “Why? You had them all in the palm of your hand. Especially at my funeral,” I said, narrowing my eyes at him.

      Darren’s eyes darkened as an evil smirk formed across his lips. I felt my heart quicken.

      “I attended your funeral, Jaden. It was actually quite touching; however, my initial targets were not in attendance,” Darren said with a menacing grin.

      My eyes immediately lit up. He went to my funeral…

      He went to my fucking funeral…

      But then it suddenly hit me.

      My initial targets were not in attendance…

      Did that mean?

      Holy fuck! It did! They had gotten away!

      I couldn’t help but smile in his stupid fucking face. Mission accomplished.

      “Fucking. Win,” I sneered with a smirk.

      In a fit of rage, Darren released my throat with a hard shove, causing me to stumble back and my throat to ache, but the smile remained on my face.

      “You won’t be smiling for long when I find them. And I will find them, Jaden.”

      “Good luck.” I smiled, my jaw now pulsing hard with a tired pain I fought to ignore. I had fucking won. I felt elated—light and airy—like I had finally accomplished something Darren couldn’t prevent. I was pushing my luck with my smug attitude. Darren still had plenty of my other family members at his disposal, and even though my main focus was on my immediate, I didn’t want anything to happen to the rest of my family. He might kill my family, but he would torture Jason to death … and I’d have a front row seat to that show. I was not fucking letting that happen.
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distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
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remain under this license does not apply to any document created
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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