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To the overlooked and underestimated …
you don’t need permission to rise.
Do you and blow their fucking minds.
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Chapter 1



Boston


“Fiancée swapping prick.”


I down what’s left in my glass, set it on the edge of the tub, and sink to my neck in the steamy water. If only the heat could melt the anger and, yeah, the nagging little bitch whispering I told you so over and over from my mind the way it’s threatening to melt the makeup from my face.


Of course, the man who shall not be named would pop back onto the grid after months of no contact the moment my father reached out to him with a better offer than the one I had made.


Marry me and gain access to my family’s underground empire, that was going to be my proposal.


Literally, considering I was offering him my hand, but all I had a chance to say was “marry me” before he took a single step closer and agreed, effectively cutting off the remainder of the fifteen-minute pitch I’d prepared, because yes. My life had become nothing but a business transaction.


The man crowded me after those two weighted words, hiding me from the view of his security detail, and instantly making me regret having snuck away from mine. He cocked his head and stared at me for ten silent seconds, those dark eyes as daunting as his massive frame.


“You wanna be mine?” he’d said when he finally spoke, his voice no more than a rumbly whisper. “Now you are.”


That was it.


Seven words to seal our fate, then he turned around and walked away.


No negotiation. No confirmation. Not what I would even call a conversation.


I didn’t have to mention a marriage to me would end the feud between my father’s operation and his own, and an alliance would form. We didn’t discuss how, and I wasn’t given the opportunity to affirm the second part would take time plus trust, but it didn’t matter.


He knew.


The ins and outs would come as the contract was finalized, and with a single signature he would get what every powerful man from here to the coastline was after without success.


The Revenaw name behind his own … assuming he stopped trying to bury it, of course.


He needed no other information, but then again, why would he?


It was no secret to us or any of the crime families that the Fikile name wanted to wash ours off the streets so they could rise from our ruin, and legitimately take over a section of the criminal organization we were a part of, rather than fight for the claim of the territory my father says he has no right to but took up residence in.


My offer saved him time, money, and the lives of his men. With one signature and a contractual “I do,” he would be indefinitely tied to the most influential names in the underground crime world.


I offered him this in the shape of myself and he agreed.


And then my father did one better.


He put gold on the table, and everyone knows only a fool would pass on gold for silver.


So, again, of fucking course he shows up now.


But where the fuck was he when the date he demanded I return from my “visit home” passed and I still didn’t return to his prison? I surpassed the little deadline by weeks now, and my supposed fiancé hasn’t attempted to contact me once. Not even when my father told him I changed my mind, and no longer wanted to be his bride, breaking what was supposed to be a life-binding contract.


But why would he? It’s not like he came to me and asked for the marriage of convenience. I sought him out. I set up the meeting, ditched my guards, and met him alone on Alcatraz Island, hoping he didn’t feed me to the sharks right then and there.


Obviously, that didn’t happen, but now I can’t help but think it would have been a less humiliating way to end this, for me anyway.


Irritation prickles at my skin so I run my palms along my arms, wishing the lavender petals would do their job and calm my nerves.


I’d bet the asshole was betting on this happening, maybe even planned for it.


What other purpose would the clause in our marriage contract hold?


It wasn’t a safety net to “ensure his investment” – I should have run at the word choice alone.


If Boston Revenaw is unable to fulfill her duties, her twin sister must take her place. 


Every marriage of convenience has an added little twist from each party, a pretty little threat of sorts, in attempt to keep both in line. I nearly scoffed at his. Why? Because it was a laughable idea.


Or so I thought.


Never in a million fucking years did I expect my dad to offer up his diamond daughter in place of his damaged one … but he did.


He called the man I was to marry and told him he could have my sister instead. The prize Revenaw.


So yeah. Him showing up the minute my father offered him a trade-up makes perfect sense.


My stomach twists a little at the thought.


Even a man who has never met Rocklin chose her over me. 


I swallow past the thought and remind myself I don’t care.


That I’m better off.


That Enzo Fikile is a dangerous, dark man I never should have put myself in the same place as, let alone promise myself to. And that is the only reason I ran when I found out he was on his way to Greyson.


Fuck him.


I don’t want to see him.


I don’t want to see him with her … 


I blink, clenching my teeth to force my mind to act right.


This is nothing new and, in reality, should be the furthest thing from a shock. Rayo Revenaw, while a good dad as far as good goes in our world, is a calculating man. If the empire he built is threatened, he will act. He will do any and everything in his power to eliminate it … or die trying.


Well, the joke is on him.


Or maybe on both of them.


Enzo might be on his way to the Greyson Manor to attempt to collect his new, shinier trophy of a bride, but it won’t be that easy. Not with the tattooed psycho Bastian who – shocker – is obsessed with my sister, in the picture. He’s killed in her name already, so when Enzo tries to take her like the cattle my father promised to trade her as, he’ll have a hell of a fight on his hands.


I hope whatever Rocklin’s man has planned for him hurts.


Maybe he’ll even get his dick chopped off. 


Sighing, I close my eyes.


The scent of chamomile and lilac wafts over me, and finally the smallest bit of tension escapes.


I have no idea what’s happening at Greyson Manor, my home away from home. The second my father took off to drag my sister back into town, I ran.


Sure, I only made it to the underground garage before running right into an asshole, but he ended up being an unsuspecting ally, and helped me hide here, at some random spa at the edge of town. Little did he know I have no intention of “staying the fuck put” as I was told.


Bastian and my sister got back last night, and the man I was supposed to marry is on his way to attempt to take her.


While they’re occupied, battling it out for the better Revenaw, I’ll be on my way to Belize.


I may not be the ultimate protégé my twin is, but I’m not as useless as my father has made me out to be.


If there’s one thing I’m good at, it’s being on my own.


“Fuck you, Enzo Fikile.”


“Don’t worry, princess, you will.”


I nearly choke at the intruding voice, my body flying upright, eyes wide as panic licks down my spine, attention instantly locking on the man standing at the edge of the tub.


Dark eyes framed by long, thick lashes stare into mine, making me gasp.


I open my mouth to say what, I don’t know, but the slow shake of his head has the words balling up in my throat, shriveling and suffocating me on the spot.


Enzo bends until he’s crouched before me, our gazes now even with one another.


His narrows, jaw clenched tight as he stares at me with unreadable eyes and runs a finger over his lower lip as if in contemplation.


Without a sound to give them away, a second person reveals themselves when a black bandana appears before my face.


“N—” I try to shout, but I’m gagged before I can. Panic surges and I jolt, watching as Enzo pushes to his feet in no particular hurry. He watches, almost as if annoyed he’s here in the first place, as I’m yanked to mine by the person behind me.


Tension cords its way through my every limb as I wait for Enzo’s gaze to hit my bare body and reveal his aversion, but his eyes never so much as leave mine as a robe is slipped over my shoulders, my arms shoved in. It’s tied tight around my waist and then my hands are tied, too.


Enzo steps forward then, towering over me and forcing my head to tip up just to keep my gaze on his. Something dark flickers across his features, making him appear even more devilish, and then his chest is against mine.


His hand rises to my face, and I flinch. A frown flashes over his brows in an instant, but that hand keeps coming, only slower this time. Just before his palm reaches my cheek, he spins his wrist, his knuckle pushing a wet strand of hair from my face.


With one quick swoop and no warning, I’m tossed over his shoulder, carried from the space and into the main hall.


I kick and try to scream, using all my energy to flail around, hoping I fall from his arms, but his grip is unrelenting.


Each door we pass, a new guard falls in line behind us like a fucking marching band putting on a show, and it doesn’t stop until we’re at the end of the hall, no less than two dozen men silently trailing, nothing but their eyes visible above the bandanas – the infamous Fikile face masks.


None meet my eye and not for my lack of trying, so when we get into the lobby, I breathe a sigh of relief. This place, it isn’t an establishment run by those in our world. Someone will see and demand action, but my hope is killed as we move through the space and the corners of the room come into view.


They have the entirety of the staff gathered up like a flock of sheep, each one hovering on their hands and knees, but instead of the black bandanas revealing only their eyes like the guards, or stuffed in their mouths like mine, theirs are being used to steal their sight.


Great, there won’t be a single witness to my kidnapping.


I must lose some fight in me then, as Enzo’s chest shakes with a gruff laugh.


Asshole.


The massive double doors are yanked open, and we step outside, the sun beaming and bright.


That’s when I hear the deep, obnoxious laughter of another, and a rather pathetic growl works its way up my throat.


Enzo sets me on my bare feet, but I no sooner wince at the burning gravel my skin is met with than I’m hoisted right back up again. He shuffles, and this time when I’m lowered to the ground, my feet slide into a pair of shoes that swallow them whole.


A quick glance down reveals the man is now standing there in a six-figure suit with nothing but socks on his feet. I ignore the gesture completely and whip around, threatening to cut the dick of the traitor who laughed with my eyes.


Hayze might be the best friend of my sister’s new man, but he’ll become the dead best friend if I have my way.


He said he’d help me hide until the tornado that was sure to be the arrival of Enzo on the Greyson grounds passed, not lead me right into the eye of it.


“Sorry, baby girl.” He grins, knowing damn well what I’m thinking. “Orders and all.”


“Call her baby girl one more time and I’ll send you back without your tongue.”


My head snaps toward Enzo, and he grips my arm, urging me into the back seat of a giant Hummer limo.


Who the hell still rolls around in a limo? 


This time, when I meet Hayze’s gaze, it’s with a plea.


Don’t let this man take me.


The psycho only laughs harder.


“See you soon, sweetheart,” Hayze singsongs, then his eyes go wide as a low whistle whooshes past my ear.


“Oh shit.” Hayze drops to the ground with more grace than I would have given him credit for and will never, ever mention. He growls, rolling on the gravel and hopping up on one foot, his hand covered in blood when he removes it from his thigh.


Confused, I look over my shoulder, jarring back when I’m met with the cold, black steel of a silencer not three inches from my face. My eyes snap to Enzo’s, but the sharpness of his expression warns me not to question him. Hilarious, considering I don’t exactly have a choice in the matter, mouth stuffed with a bandana and all.


Enzo slips inside the car, his free hand wrapping around my finger, and when I hesitate, deep brown eyes slice to mine once more, his chin lowering the slightest bit.


I should run. Right now.


As if reading my thoughts, Enzo lifts a dark brow, daring me to try and promising without words to give chase. Fucker would probably get off on that.


I climb into the stupid fucking car.


The ride is silent, and I try not to shrink into myself or look around the space, but I use my peripheral to take in what I can.


There are two guards sitting across from me, both male and both with bandanas slung over their noses, and Enzo is pressed firmly at my side. I’m pretty sure he’s glaring at the guards, but I don’t want to look to confirm, far too humiliated to even consider such a move.


My hair is probably a ratted, soapy mess, drying in that frizzy, awkward curly way it always does, and my face is a mess of melted makeup, half washed away from the water, the other half smeared by sweat.


I’m exposed and I hate it.


Never in my life have I gone out of the house, much less looked into the eyes of another, without all my armor to paint me the prima ballerina.


The daughter of the Don.


The perfect princess.


Well, as perfect as the second-rate twin can be, of course.


This is humiliating, but maybe that’s the point, to knock me down a few more pegs so I know where I belong. Below the rest of them.


But why am I here?


Where is my sister?


Did Bastian refuse to give her up?


Did Enzo settle for what was left, and agree to go back to the original deal my father agreed to?


Me on a silver platter?


I swear if he hurt her, I’ll kill him in his sleep.


Or maybe the only reason he came for me is on principle.


We had an agreement, and that agreement was broken. In our world, that’s betrayal and can’t go unpunished.


My thoughts loop with the same worries as we drive for what feels like hours, and who knows, maybe it has been. The sun is gone now, after all, and as we pull up in front of the Fikile estate, too many emotions to name fall over me … and then a sack does.


I scream around the gag, kicking and begging them to stop this. To let me go, to threaten them with my father’s wrath, but that thought has me steeling myself.


If Enzo is here, alive and unharmed, where is my dad?


Did he kill my family?


Take them like he took me?


Angry tears prick at my eyes, but I force them away. I can’t look weaker than I already do.


Once again, I’m lifted into what I’m assuming are Enzo’s arms ; only this time, I’m carried bridal style. A knot forms and twists in my stomach at the irony of this, but I ignore it.


He walks for several minutes before the distinct ding of an elevator sounds, and silence fills the space. With each ticking second, Enzo’s hold on me seems to tighten.


It’s not long until we’re moving again, and then a door is thrown open with a harsh bang, the sack on my head clearly intended to keep me from figuring out where his massive fucking mansion he’s taking me is.


I’m set on my feet, the bag lifted off my head, and ties removed from my wrists. Before I know what I’m doing, before I can think better of it, my hand rises.


I slap the man clear across his handsome face.


Alarm slams into me and I jolt backward, hitting a small table as I wait for his wrath.


Enzo’s jaw tics and he reaches up, dabbing his thumb to the corner of his lips, pulling it back to reveal the small drop of blood there.


His eyes flash and I choke around the gag, holding my hands out to plead.


If I had a weapon I would use it, but I’m defenseless in this moment and his gun gleams from the holster near his hip.


He keeps coming until his chest is flush with mine, and my arms fall to my sides, palms flattening on the furniture behind me as a way to brace myself.


He leans in, and my body starts to shake with indecision, my eyes clenching closed as the heat of his cheek meets mine, sliding along my skin until his lips find my ear.


“Such a bad little bride,” he whispers.


And then he’s gone.





Chapter 2



Boston


My heart pumps wildly in my chest, beads of sweat rolling down my skin, and every muscle in my body screams in resentment, but I ignore its rebellion against me, having every intention of running through every routine in my mind at least one more time in attempt to drown out my endless thoughts.


Thirty more seconds and then get back up, girl.


“If you’re done sighing to yourself, you may stand.”


I fly up from where I’m laid out on the floor, head snapping toward the voice.


A woman is poised in the doorway, her gray hair pulled back into a sleek bun at the top of her head, reminding me of my very first ballet teacher. Her facial expressions are as stern as that vile woman’s was, too. Annoyance flickers across her elegant face and she clasps her hands before her. “Stand. Please.”


I’m so thrown off by this little visit, I don’t even argue.


I stand, stretching my neck and laying my hands gently at my sides. Chin high, shoulders straight, face soft so as not to draw a single smile or laugh line to it.


The woman – who clearly has no intention of introducing herself – walks closer, her ivory gown dragging slightly as she does. Hers is the first face I’ve seen since Enzo dropped me in this room with no phone, no television, and worst of all … no music. I’ve been left to nothing but my thoughts for seven long days. Even when the staff would bring meals to my room throughout the day, they would simply push open the entry door and roll a cart inside. I didn’t see so much as a hand.


So yes, this is unexpected, but I guess he couldn’t leave me to rot in here alone forever.


Or he could, I guess.


There are no laws that apply to men like Enzo Fikile.


The woman continues closer as she makes small sounds of appraisal – a “hm” here and “ah” there – but even when she places herself directly before me, I don’t bring my eyes to hers. I know this game.


“At least you’re well-trained,” she mutters, reaching out and pushing my lips down to check my teeth. “And well-maintained. I assume you’re bare?”


At that, my attention does snap to her. “Excuse me?”


“The only part of you Mr. Fikile is interested in. Is it bare?”


Wow.


Wow. 


“I guess he’ll find out if we ever say I do, won’t he?” I stare her down, her words cutting deeper than they should. “If your boss thinks kidnapping me was a good way to get my dad to come busting down the doors with my sister in tow, ready to make the swap he was promised, do me a favor? Tell him not to hold his breath. If rescuing me means putting Rocklin at risk … you’ve gained yourself a new, lifelong prison mate.”


Unless Rocklin is here and I’m already in prison for attempting to break the contract.


Holy shit, what if that’s exactly what’s happening?


The woman’s eyes show her age as they narrow on me, but she simply strides past to the private bathroom connected to my room, or maybe I should call it my temporary jail cell. Not sure which it is just yet.


She steps up to the giant, blue-tinted glass doors and pulls them open, running the water like I’m a child who needs help. “Leave the water at the temperature I set. Any warmer and your pores will open and any colder and they will clog. You will take ice baths once a week to help prevent wrinkles, and use of the sauna will be mandated if your clothes grow too tight.” Her attention flicks over me in my nightgown with reproach and she pinches her lips together. “Your driver will arrive promptly two hours from now, but your meal will be served at the breakfast table this morning in one, so move it along, Miss Revenaw. Your days of sleeping the hours away are gone.”


“Driver?” Something swirls in my stomach and I’m not sure if it’s anticipation or dread.


She blinks, walking past me. “Your wardrobe will be on your bed once you are done. If you’re so much of a princess that you need help with your hair, call for me.”


I don’t need help with my hair, but her words irritate me, so I stomp to the side until I can see her in the room. “I don’t have a phone!”


The woman ignores me, moving toward the closet that’s stocked with basic, thoughtless outfits, so I do the only thing I can in the moment. I take a fucking shower.


Despite what I expected, the water temperature is quite nice, but I don’t stand beneath it for long, not with the threat of time against me. Father always stressed the importance of appearance, so if I’m going to live up to the expectation of an heir, I need every minute I can get, especially when the products stocked in my room are not ones I’d typically choose.


I’ve just swiped my lipstick across my lower lip when the soft click of the bedroom door opening garners my attention – I was waiting for it this time.


Pushing my long blonde hair over my shoulder, I step into the room to find the same woman standing there. She sweeps her hand out, only to jump in front of me when my feet reach her.


Her glare points toward the floor. “You’re not wearing the heels I set out.”


“No.” I keep my eyes pointed forward. “I’m not.”


She scoffs but says not another word, silently leading me down the hall.


This is a different part of the mansion than the one I was in before. Before, there were at least tapestries above the windows and images hanging on the walls. They were bland, matchy-matchy things to make it look as if the house was put together, likely things that were already here when he bought this property, and he didn’t care enough to change anything.


This area is no different in the sense that it’s not a home, but it’s even emptier than the wing I was tucked away in last time. There’s no furniture in the giant room we pass along the way to the dining room, and nothing decorates the walls in this never-ending hall.


Truly, the only sign of life is the slight smudge of shoe prints that gleam against the shiny floor. Not the kind that come from grime, but from someone taking the first step over a freshly waxed marble.


It’s eerily silent for the home of a crime boss, nothing but the sound of the woman’s heels clinking against the floor and making sure to stay a step ahead of me. No guards, no other staff, nothing.


Finally, at the end of the walkway, we curve left, pausing in front of two giant mahogany doors.


At first, I wonder if she’s waiting for me to open them for her, but then they open on their own, and instantly, my head snaps up in search of a camera.


Sure enough, a little red light blinks in the corner. It isn’t hidden, just right there for all to see. Not that anyone is around to spot it. My sister has similar cameras set up in The Enterprise, the underground club she runs, but they’re concealed.


I guess Enzo wants you to know he’s watching.


Is he watching? 


Suddenly the high-waisted, high-slit midi-skirt this woman set out feels too tight.


The unmistakable tang of freshly cut pineapple wafts over me then and I step forward, peering into what I can see of the dining space. Several staff members appear from around the corner, trays in hand. They’re single file, one after another, and just as quickly as they stepped out, they retreat, now empty-handed.


The woman lets out a long, annoyed breath beside me, so I wait two extra seconds out of spite, and then step into the space. The moment I do, my eyes instantly snap to the left, and I hate how my feet falter at the sight, but to be fair, it’s the last thing I expected to find.


Enzo sits at the head of the table, a tablet in his hand and a coffee mug in the other. He cut his hair.


How or why I notice that, I don’t know. I only got the smallest of looks at him the day he brought me back, but that day it was a little longer on the sides, as was his facial hair.


Today, his dark hair is shaved short at the sides, the top slightly slicked back and a little to the left, like he got out of the shower, ran a hand through it and it just stayed that way. His facial hair is no more than a light dusting of stubble, an intentional five-o’clock shadow. My attention falls to the thin white tank top he wears underneath the open button-up, or more to the necklace tucked into it. It’s a thin gold chain with something hanging in the circular center, but I can’t make out what it is, I just spot the small indent between the swell of his pecs. It must be significant.


Men don’t tend to wear jewelry that isn’t, and certainly not jewelry they tuck close to their heart.


“Sit.”


My eyes fly to his face as the terse demand leaves him, but he’s still tapping and scrolling away on his tablet, not offering to look up from his work.


Over his shoulder, I notice a man in all black standing with his back pressed against the wall, a small folder hanging from his hands. He stands there like a creepy-ass scene in some horror flick, focusing hard on the wall opposite of his position … a completely blank wall. Not even his eyes stray toward me.


No one ever looks my way here. Not during the three months earlier this year when I was here to “get to know” my future husband – who was away on business the entire time – and apparently, not now.


Slowly, I step to the right, moving for the seat at the farthest end of the table from where he sits, but a harsh screech of wood sliding against marble stops me. I look over as he tucks his leg back underneath the table, having kicked the chair beside him out and sending it crashing to the floor.


My heart pounds wildly, and I don’t know why, but I glance at the woman behind me for help.


Shockingly enough, she gives it in the form of a small nod, so I draw in a full breath, remember I’m a fucking  Revenaw and was eating eggs with murderous men at our breakfast table since I was old enough to hold a fucking fork, and make my way across the room. Just as I begin to bend to pick up the toppled chair from the floor, Enzo shoots to his feet.


His brown eyes snap to mine, catching me in his snare and holding me captive for a long, tense moment.


They’re dark but not as dark as I had remembered them to be. There’s a hazel, honey-like hue within them, bleeding out and softening as it meets and is swallowed by the dark chocolate color, but any thoughts of him being soft or sweet is trickery of the best kind. He’s not.


The pits of hell smiled upon Enzo Fikile, giving him the gift of the gods with his long, black lashes and sharp jaw. He’s cut and carved into perfection and oh-so very tall.


A solid seven or more inches than me, and he uses it to his advantage, stepping close enough to force me to bare my neck in order to look up at him like he’s the king and I’m just a girl he’s gracing with his presence.


That’s exactly what he thinks.


The smallest crease forms at the edges of his eyes as he moves, silently demanding my gaze doesn’t abandon his as he bends, gripping the heavy, mahogany leg in his hand. He flips it upright, scooting it until the edge of the seat presses the outside of my knee.


I take the cue, turning slightly, and he pushes it in as I sit. My ass isn’t even firmly placed on the cushion before he’s seated again and looping his ankle around the leg of the chair to yank it closer to his. So close, there’s little arm room for me to reach for the glass of water he pours for me without my knuckles brushing along the sleeve of his shirt when he goes to grab a small pad of paper before him at the same time.


He flips it over, hiding the handwriting on the other side as he places it before me, leaving just enough space for the server to lower a plate.


I look up with a small smile, a thank-you on my tongue, but it dies when the server whips around and all but runs out of the room, three others entering as he exits.


A platter of fruit, one full of protein, and a third of nothing but carbs are lowered before us.


A steamy cappuccino is set before me, and I stare at it a moment, wondering if I should ask if I could have it prepared the way I like or if it will paint me as more of the spoiled brat he likely sees me as. Before I can decide, a small pouring cup is set beside me, a stainless-steel Whip Tech next.


I blink, my eyes moving to the server, but again, he’s already gone, having delivered exactly what I would have asked for.


I can feel the heat of Enzo’s gaze. He’s watching me, probably to see if I’ll complain, but I don’t want to look at him, so I take the whipped cream dispenser and cover the top of my espresso with it, deciding to only add a small drizzle of caramel.


The glass dish no sooner hits the table when Enzo picks it right back up, pouring the fresh, warm – homemade? – caramel over the top until it looks like it’s part of the whipped cream.


My gaze does snap up to meet his this time, and honestly, it’s so awkward and uncomfortable. Not to mention weird.


We’re technically, legally engaged, but we haven’t seen each other or spoken to one another in months, and even then, there were no conversations. We literally talked once outside of the day I approached him with my idea, if you don’t count the meetings with our lawyers to draft the contract, which I don’t. Last he heard, I changed my mind and pulled out of the deal. Then he showed up at the spa and dragged me back to his home, all to lock me in a new room for a week without a single word from him. Now here we are having breakfast together.


Like I said. Awkward.


Clearing my throat, I wrap my hands around the bubbled cappuccino cup, enjoying the way it warms my palms. “Thank you,” I say, going in for a small, sugary sip.


“Don’t thank me.” He begins to pile his plate with sausage and eggs, opting out of the fruit and waffle options. “If you want something, take it. Don’t wait for someone to give it to you.”


“Is that what you were hoping to do with my sister?”


“Is she here?” he quips easily.


My eyes narrow and he looks up, slowly chewing a piece of meat.


“Is she here?” he repeats.


“I don’t know …” I pop a blonde brow. “Is she?”


Enzo stares, blindly taking his knife in his hand. He brings it forward, probably wondering if I’ll flinch, but he wouldn’t just kill me right here, right now.


Would he?


“If I wanted your sister …” He stabs it into a triangle waffle and slams it down on my plate, and then he stabs a thicker, square one, doing the same thing. He keeps going until my plate is piled with more carbs than I could eat in a month before going back to eating his own food. “She would already be mine.”


“You’re quite confident for a man who couldn’t hold on to the fiancée he did have, aren’t you?”


His fork freezes halfway to his mouth, and his eyes slice to mine.


I don’t cower, staring right back, and his narrow the slightest bit before he tears them away, eating once again, only slower this time.


It was stupid to say. We both know if he wanted to come for me when I didn’t return, he could have successfully done so with little effort.


The fact of the matter is he simply … chose not to. The why remains to be seen.


Maybe he didn’t care to or maybe he was in no rush. I can’t pretend to guess anymore.


I take a few more small sips of my cappuccino, then using my knife as well, I slice into a piece of melon, bringing it to my lips straight out of the serving bowl. I let my teeth scrape across the metal and push away the plate in front of me, the one he took it upon himself to serve me.


Enzo pushes it right back, those eyes boring into mine. They’re darker now, irritated.


After my third piece of melon, he shakes his head, flipping over the small notebook in front of me.


“Read that.” He takes his cup in his hands.


Leaning forward slightly, I look at the chicken scratch of handwriting, starting with the top line. I get to the third word when I realize what it is and pause.


Is he for real right now?


Apparently, as he doesn’t bother meeting my gaze and his next demand comes quickly. “Out loud.”


Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I look to the paper once more. “I take this man to be my husband, promising to honor and obey him until the end of time.” The words are rushed and bland as they leave me, and I shake my head. “What is—”


“I take this woman to be my wife, promising to honor and care for her until the end of time.”


I blink up at him, and it doesn’t escape me how he chooses to leave out the word “obey” in his version, but seriously? He wants to what, practice vows when we haven’t even discussed my breaking the contract or whether or not he plans to go after what my father offered him?


He glances over his shoulder, and I follow his line of sight, settling on the man in all black at the back of the room.


“That do?” he asks him.


“That will do, Mr. Fikile.” The man bows his head, disappearing the same direction the servers did.


Enzo goes back to eating, finishing off every last bite on his plate.


My mouth opens, closes, and opens again, yet still nothing comes out. Not even when he pushes to his feet. I watch silently as he drains what’s left in his mug and wipes his mouth with a cloth, his long fingers now moving across the buttons of his dress shirt.


“That was your declaration of consent, by the way,” he finally offers, his attention on his waist as he tucks his top into his charcoal-colored slacks. “The marriage license you signed before you tried to leave me will be filed by nightfall.” He slides his jacket on as he walks to the door opposite of the one I entered through, pausing with one hand pressed to the heavy wood. His eyes finding mine. “By this time tomorrow, Boston Revenaw will cease to exist.”


Wait.


What?





Chapter 3



Boston


I’ve been staring at the door Enzo stormed out of for no less than five minutes, trying to work out the weird-ass breakfast we just shared. Despite being contractually engaged months ago, this was officially the longest conversation we’ve ever had, which is so fucking weird in itself.


Declaration of consent?


I’ll cease to exist?


What the hell does that even mean?


Obviously, he’s just trying to rile me up and assert dominance as if I didn’t already know I’m the meat tossed into the lion’s den, but that doesn’t explain why he would overlook my leaving him at the altar, so to speak.


Is it some sort of pride thing, he agreed so he’ll keep his word regardless? I agreed so he’ll force me to keep mine on principle? Is he on the brink of a turf war and in need of what my father can offer? Did he finally realize my sister was spoken for and the trade-up wasn’t a possibility?


Fuck, I need to find a way to call her, see what hell was unleashed after I ran, and how I ended up right back in this giant, desolate mansion.


At the thought of speaking to Rocklin, an excited energy rolls through me, but I don’t show it as I follow an elderly man in a light gray uniform toward the foyer. It’s pathetic, really, but also not. This will be my first time out of the house in a week, and even though I don’t know where this driver is taking me, my chances of being able to speak to my sister are at least higher than they are while locked in this fortress.


Plus, I’m bored and I can’t possibly dance any more than I already have without causing a major issue for my back, so yeah, I’m thrilled to see the sun today.


I used to spend my free time rehearsing or composing, outside of my mandated training sessions on Greyson grounds. Only when my body was spent with exhaustion and my back completely at odds with me did I stop, soaking in the luxury of lavender and chamomile with a book and a glass of wine.


My sister used to tease me, saying I was two people in one, a princess with an old soul, but she was wrong. I don’t live multiple personas, picking and choosing between the two. I’m simply multi-faceted, and in our world, that’s not exactly a good thing.


As the daughters of the Don, the leader of the criminal underground district of the north we were born into, we were expected to be many things, but it all led to the same thing : perfection.


For my twin, it was even more than that.


Of the two of us, Rocklin was chosen to represent the union between the power families as the daughter of the northern district – alongside three others, the heiresses to the south, west, and of course the east – whom has yet to show her face to the world. The heiresses of the founding families, known as the girls of Greyson.


I was the leftover heir, the lesser of Rayo Revenaw’s kin.


I was as perfect as they painted me – hair never out of place, makeup forever fresh – but that was only the surface.


My sister embodies what a mafia princess is meant to be, according to my father.


She’s fierce, bold, and beautiful every minute of the day.


I’m … different.


I’m not weak and I’m not ugly. I’m aware of that – she and I share a face, after all – but I don’t shoot for sport and haven’t memorized every law book in existence. Where Rocklin is the picture of poise in situations that call for it, I am not.


She can smile in shitty circumstances, planning all the ways she’ll take you down in her head, where I’m more along the lines of take you down with a bottle to your head. 


Which is why she was coveted, and I was the pain in the ass.


The daughter who didn’t listen, would rather dance in pointe shoes and read fiction than rule the world one scheme at a time. The rogue Revenaw I’ve heard people call me, all because I made no point of hiding my displeasure for the rules a daughter in this world is supposed to follow.


We’re the kids of murderers, drug runners, and more, for fuck’s sake. No shit we’re terrible at following the rules.


My invitation into Greyson Elite Academy, the accredited school for the blood of bad men, royalty, and upscale gang members my sister helps lead, was meant to whip me into shape, but so much good that did.


Where do you think I found the guy that helped me track down the man who wanted to kill my father and take his place? Son of the go-to family for PI work? Of course he goes to Greyson Elite. 


It’s funny, though, being around the spawns of the most notorious criminals in our world, you see firsthand the difference in expectations we all had – or have - held over our heads.


My dad wanted his daughters to be strong leaders, perfect on the outside and even more so on the inside – soldiers in sapphires and satin – where other power families trained only the men. The females were raised to be submissive, to never meet the eye of a man and bend to their every will. To be soft, sweet, and basically a virginal weakling doomed to be traded for opportunities she grants a man.


I had issues, and my father knew it just as I knew my sister was the future for our family, so it made sense he didn’t breathe down my neck like he did her. That meant I had to figure out which version of a mafia princess to be and that was difficult when I hated both options.


I’m a terrible listener and I do things out of spite.


They think I’ll try to steal the show – I steal it or I don’t show up at all.


They think I’ll give little effort – I give zero or I upstage everyone.


It’s easy to be what people expect and the fun part is everyone expects something different, so maybe I’m the lazy brat they assumed me to be, and then in the next second, I’m collapsing with overexertion. It makes for an interesting shit-talking session at the galas, others taking bets in what the other twin will or won’t do since no one can say for sure which role I’ll play when the moment arises.


If my mother were alive, she would have helped me find my way, but she isn’t so I found what makes me feel less like a piece on a chess board – you can’t back a girl into a corner if you’re unsure whether she’ll cower or claw her way out.


I knew with my mother dead, the promise my dad made to never force us to marry had died too, so with my sister taking over the family name, that meant I would be treated like the other heiresses to powerful men. I’d be given to whomever offered my father the most incentive.


There was no way Father would go to his enemy, the only man who had the power to burn my family’s empire to the ground ; he was way too proud for that.


So I went to him myself, thinking it was the smartest move I could ever make.


If my sister got the power of the name we were born into, I would find one just as supreme.


It was a fool’s way of thinking, but I’ve been called worse.


Looking down the long drive, I watch as a sleek silver car comes into view, curving along the giant paved path, and again, my heart beats a little faster.


Finally, a tiny hint of freedom. I don’t even care where he’s sending me, but at least it’s not in a cell with four blank walls and no room to dance in, let alone zero means to play music to dance to.


My lips curve up the smallest bit as the car slides between the giant beams, pulling to a stop a few feet from the glass door I stand behind. I watch as a gorgeous woman with long dark hair and bright red lips steps out, her skirt tight across her thick thighs and heels so high her feet are damn near pointed.


My eyes fall to the black flats at my feet, and I wince as I curl my toes within them.


Clearing my throat, I stand tall, waiting for the elderly man to open the door so I can step out and join this woman for whatever the hell Enzo planned for me … but as I stare at her, she faces forward, her smile spreading, her tongue flicking out to run along her upper lip.


I scoff, swallowing it, and I swear the man at my side bounces with silent laughter. My eyes slide his way, to find him smiling ahead, and mine breaks free.


Tired of waiting, I go to pull the door open, but my hand freezes on the giant, swirling handle when the red-lipped woman opens her arms as if in greeting.


The person she reaches for appears a moment later.


Enzo.


He steps from the small conclave, having exited through a door I can’t see from here, and he doesn’t stop until he’s right before her.


She says something that makes him smile, and it’s an unexpected punch to the gut. The man will hardly look at me. He ignored me for months before I left, locked me in a room since the day I was dragged back, and here he is. Smiling and chatting freely with the gorgeous woman that is closer to his age than I am.


His hand slides along her lower back and he stares into her eyes as he responds to whatever she said.


She winks, climbs back into the car, and a hollowness I don’t understand blooms behind my ribs as Enzo slides in beside her.


“Come, dear.” My head whips around to find the woman from this morning behind me.


Once again, her face is blank, giving nothing away. I frown but when she only turns on her heel, heading down the hall, I sigh.


With one last glance, I look out the glass doors, but this time, the car is gone. A million questions run through my mind, the ones screaming the loudest being who the fuck is she and where the fuck did they go? but I give nothing away as I face the old woman once more.


I hold my head high as I follow behind, knowing without a word I’m being taken back to my room. I step inside without turning back, and even when the door closes behind me, a lock clicking softly after, I keep my spine straight.


Before I know what I’m doing, I’m sitting in the plush chair in front of the north side window overlooking the front of the property, and I don’t move.


Sleep evades me.


And Enzo doesn’t return.





Chapter 4



Boston


As I step from the shower, I find my reflection in the mirror, sighing at the dark circles forming beneath my eyes. Across the room, the balcony mocks me, the large bay doors latched from the outside to keep me from enjoying the summer sun while it lasts.


The balcony may be completely bare, but I would happily sit on my ass if it meant I could at least listen to the sounds the outside world offers. Anything over the suffocating silence of this room.


Summer is almost over and I have no idea what comes next for me. I still have two years left of the scholar program at Greyson Elite, not that I really care about that. All I ever wanted to do was dance anyway and the only books I like are the ones with couples on the covers.


Another sigh leaves me, and I pull the comb from the drawer, slowly brushing through my hair from root to tip. Rather than blow-drying it, I part it down the middle, slicking it straight down to my scalp. Looking through the cabinets and drawers, I search for some hair glue or wax, but of course those items weren’t thought of when this room was prepared for me. I find nothing, so I squirt a small amount of conditioner into my palm and drag it along my part. It’s not perfect and it won’t hold with the slightest bit of wind, but the baby hairs are hidden and it’s not like I’m going anywhere anyway.


The knock comes at the same time as it did yesterday, but I don’t bother moving toward the door. The woman can come to me, and if she wants me to be polite, she can at least offer me her name. If she doesn’t, I’m going to start calling her Grandma. Bet that will do the trick.


Sure enough, it’s her who comes around the corner, pausing in the doorway. She waits for me to look her way, but I continue rubbing in the facial cream I found in the drawer into my cheeks.


“You have a vanity,” she deadpans.


“Yes. I do.” Leaning closer to the mirror, I run the pad of my middle finger over my brows. “Two in fact, one at my family home and one at Greyson Manor. Both full of my things.”


“Perhaps you shouldn’t have taken all of your things when you went home for your … visit.” She says visit as if it’s a two-syllable word, chastising me without directly calling me out for the lie it really was.


She assumes I would deny the truth, so I do the opposite. “Had I planned to come back here at all, I wouldn’t have.”


Her brows snap together so fast I could almost smile. “So you admit, you intended to run from your obligation?”


“Intended?” I face her fully now. “I did run, did I not?”


Her spine straightens then, gaze narrowing. She wants to say something else, but decides against it, instead looking back to the near empty countertop. “If you require something you need, only ask.”


That has me looking her way with a blonde brow raised.


The woman lifts her chin. “I can bring an iPad in, and we can order you whatever you wish.”


Scoffing, I shake my head and move past her. “Online shopping is not shopping. It’s a result of boredom and procrastination.”


“Then it should suit you well.” Our eyes meet once again. “Are you not bored?” she asks, not waiting for a reply. “Are you not procrastinating?”


“For what?”


“The inevitable.”


I glare but she’s done being chatty, already moving to the closet and coming back with another outfit I didn’t pick out but won’t admit I don’t hate.


When she pairs the silky wide-leg white pants and purple sleeveless bodysuit with a matching pair of purple pumps, she scowls my way, letting them hang from her fingertips a moment longer than necessary before setting them at the foot of the bed.


“Mr. Fikile expects you at the table by eight sharp.”


“And does Mr. Fikile plan on being home by then?”


The woman’s mouth twitches, but she spins on her heel and walks out.


Flipping off the empty space, I finish getting ready because what the fuck else is there to do?


As promised, the woman is back when she said she would be and once again, she glares down at my flats.


Shaking her head, she spins and we walk the same way we did yesterday, right into the dining room, only this time, Enzo isn’t here.


I swallow the bitterness that coats my tongue and take the seat closest to me, as far away from where I decide is his usual seat. I’ve just settled onto the cushion when the same server from yesterday appears.


He stiffens at my placement, but pivots quickly enough, delivering my cappuccino and all the fixings, just as before.


“Thank you,” I tell him before he has a chance to run away, but he pretends as if I hadn’t spoken, leaving me alone in the dining room.


I’m tempted to cross my arms like a brat, but the rich aroma of Columbian espresso beans is too compelling for that. If nothing else in this place is enjoyable, you better believe I’ll relish my drink when it is.


So, I squirt a ton of whipped cream and drown it in freshly made caramel. I’ve just brought it to my mouth, the cream pressing softly against my upper lip, when laughter floats from the door across the room.


Female laughter.


My spine shoots straight, and I freeze. Surely, he won’t—


The door opens, scratch that, Enzo pushes the door open, holding it with one strong, long arm and then the gorgeous brunette from yesterday steps through.


She’s all dolled up once again, hair curled and pinned, heels high and skirt higher.


Enzo, however, wears what he did yesterday, nothing new about his outfit other than a few wrinkles. The woman steps through, Enzo’s gaze shooting my way the moment he starts to follow.


He halts where he stands, the door slapping him in the back, but it doesn’t set him off-kilter.


No, even the giant, heavy mahogany doors kiss his ass, bouncing off him like he’s the one made of hundred-year-old, solid hardwood.


Those hazel eyes rage, but his face remains impressively blank.


I lift my cup again, taking a sip, before flicking my tongue over the cream I know my lips are now painted with. It’s a hazard of my drink choice and well worth it.


The vein in Enzo’s jaw tics. It’s one single time and the only break in his armor I spot before forcing myself to look away.


“Miss Revenaw.” The woman seeks my attention.


Out of spite, I make her wait four solid seconds before giving her what she wants, and imagine that. The exact moment our gazes meet, is when she realizes her skirt needs straightening. It’s an obvious and pathetic attempt to draw assumptions to my mind.


Little does she know I didn’t need her little show of supremacy. I saw the twist in her skirt the instant she walked through the door, and I would bet if I took Enzo’s fingers into my mouth, it would be her I tasted on them.


Bitch.


“Mrs. Fikile.”


Both our heads snap toward the man at her back when he speaks, but he’s only looking at me.


The woman’s smile is as fake as the bored expression I’m suddenly struggling to keep on my face.


“I’m sorry?” she asks.


“You will address her as Mrs. Fikile,” he says with a harsh sense of finality that has a strange sensation sparking along my spine.


The woman doesn’t seem to pick up on his no-bullshit tone, responding, “That seems odd considering—”


“There is nothing odd about it. You will call her Mrs. Fikile. That is who she is.” His eyes hit mine. “Mrs. Enzo Fikile.”


Wait. What?!


My brows crash despite my efforts, and this time, a cruel smile curls his lush lips.


That is your declaration of consent, by the way. The marriage license you signed before you tried to leave me will be filed by nightfall. By this time tomorrow, Boston Revenaw will cease to exist.”


Holy shit.


The little line he had me read wasn’t just some narcissistic way of reminding me he owns me. That I offered myself up for the taking, then signed my future away to him. That he paid the fee my father required for my hand … with literal dollars.


The man in black was a priest or pastor or what the fuck ever, there to witness the declaration of intent, as he called it.


He married me. Very fucking poorly, but he went through with it, even after I left, and he was told I wouldn’t return, that I had “changed my mind.”


Enzo came and took me back himself, threw me in a tower and then made me the queen of it.


This isn’t a bluff. The truth is there, swimming in his dark gaze and in the way his shoulders are loosely set in what can only be considered satisfaction.


I am his now, more so than the contract had already detailed I would be.


I’m fucking married.


My stomach dips. Flips and rolls.


Must be from shock … right?


I do my best to offer no other reaction, not even when he passes the chair at the head of the table and continues this way.


He moves directly toward me, and I pull in a deep breath through my nose to hide the way my pulse jumps with each silent step. How a man his size, who emits as much power as him, can stalk so silently, I don’t know, but he manages it with ease.


I wait for him to tear me from my chair or to get in my face with a warning that he’d prefer not to speak about the bombshell he dropped in front of the bombshell he brought home, but he does neither of those things.


He simply takes the seat to my right, leaving me at the head of the table. He looks to my cup, the whipped cream having already melted into the drink, and lifts the Whip Tech, adding more, following up with caramel drizzle.


The move is so strange that I can’t help but stare at him as he does it.


At the sharp cut of his jaw, the heavy beat of his pulse just below it.


The harsh lines of his Adam’s apple.


There’s a sweetness in the air, rich and almost buttery, and I can’t say if it’s coming from her, him, or the fresh pour of caramel he hit me with.


The woman clears her throat, but he doesn’t look at her. He turns, slowly, our gazes locking like magnets.


Annoyed and, admittedly, self-conscious of my appearance this morning, I lift the damn cappuccino to my lips.


As if that’s exactly what he was waiting for, Enzo finally sits back, the tight pinch to his mouth soothing some.


“Ann-Marie. Have a seat, please. Let’s get the introduction out of the way so things will move along easier.”


Perfect. He wants me to officially meet his mistress.


The woman does as she’s told, her eyes scrutinizing as she takes me in as much as she can from her seated position. They settle on the mug in my hands, and a mocking smile graces her lips. “Hot chocolate. Cute.”


She watches me closely, waiting for me to shrink into myself at her not-at-all-subtle way of calling me a child. Of pointing out the obvious age difference between her and me. Between Enzo and me.


Enzo is watching me, waiting to see if I’ll tell her a distinct mixture of imported beans were grinded and blended together to make the perfect cup – perfect to my liking, of course – but instead I simply take another sip.


Annoyance flickers in her gaze and slowly she settles at Enzo’s side.


She reaches across him, holding her hand out for me to shake, her red fingernails sharp like talons.


“Sorry,” I begin. “But I’ve just washed my hands. I’d hate to dirty them up before breakfast.”


Her lips press into a tight line and when she retreats, she lays her palm against Enzo’s forearm.


My eyes lock onto the spot of contact like it’s the target and I’m the missile.


“You didn’t tell me she was so … witty,” Ann-Marie says to him.


That’s because he doesn’t know me. 


Enzo removes her hand, and I manage to break my gaze from the spot just in time to meet his. “Ann-Marie and I are—”


Fucking? 


Having a baby?


In love? 


“Working through the details of our arrangement,” he says.


“So, is this like an even day, odd day situation?” I cut him off, unable to help myself. “Do we split holidays, too, or am I being too presumptuous to assume I’d be awarded anything outside of the occasional arm candy? Or maybe it’s all in the name and I’m just the broodmare.”


Enzo’s expression grows thunderous, and eerily slowly, he leans forward in his seat. “Excuse me?”


The coolness of his tone has me pausing, the weight of his full attention more than I’m prepared for this morning. I seal my lips and wait for him to tell me what our arrangements are, being they were made without me.


Maybe being the pawn in my father’s games the last few months did spoil me. I almost forgot how things work in this world.


A wife is a pretty party piece … and whatever else her husband allows her to be.


He’s the law.


She is the added task to his overflowing calendar.


Enzo continues to stare, so I’m grateful when the slight clink of kitchenware dings in the space, giving me an excuse to glance away without seeming weak.


The food comes out then, the staff placing the options on the table before us, and my lips curve slightly when the server places the fruit closer to me today than yesterday. He doesn’t look at me, but I attempt to smile my thanks before he’s gone again.


Enzo piles his plate with the exact same items as yesterday, and from the corner of my eye, I watch the woman at his side grab the small tongs, closing them around what looks to be a blueberry scone. Before she can lift it from the plate, Enzo slaps his fork against the item, halting her movement.


“My wife chooses first,” he tells her, his gaze sliding my way.


I can’t bring myself to look at him.


Is that supposed to be sweet, because now I kind of want to throw an apple at his head in response.


And he called me his wife.


I’m … a wife.


A bitterness coats my tongue, but I don’t swallow it down, and I don’t offer him the satisfaction of a reaction either, instead placing a few strawberries on my plate. Enzo’s gaze burns into my cheek as I stab my fork into the fruit, bringing it to my mouth.


He slams his fork onto the table, but I’ve been on the receiving end of my father’s outbursts more times than I can count, so I don’t so much as flinch, smiling to myself when the mistress nearly jumps from her chair.


Enzo, reaching across me to tug the pile of baked goods closer, moves a few things around until he finds what he was looking for, setting a strawberry muffin and strawberry bagel onto my plate.


I dig my fingernails into the palm of my hand, focusing on the sting there so my cheeks don’t turn an embarrassing shade of pink at being treated like a child in front of the woman who so clearly views me as one.


Ignoring everything he gave me, I force myself to eat another piece of fruit, staring longingly at my mug. It’s no longer piping hot the way I like it, but chilled and drowning in melted whipped cream. Further proving that my server is in tune with his position, he steps from the kitchen just then, a fresh cappuccino in his hands.


He lowers it before me, turning the handle so it faces me perfectly, and moves the Whip Tech within reach of my dominant hand – another thing he must have picked up on.


“My savior.” I smile at his back. “Thank—”


“You’re fired.”


I jolt, my head lashing toward Enzo.


He stares at me coldly, anger and annoyance in his gaze. In the same second, the doors behind me are thrown open, and I glance over my shoulder.


Two guards step in, their black bandanas slung low over their noses. My server steps up to them, pulls the matching one from around his face, exposing himself for the first time, and hands it to the first, silently falling into the middle of the man-muscle sandwich. They lead him from the room without a word.


I gape at the empty exit, my mouth open and ready to say, I don’t know what. What the fuck just happened feels about right, but I don’t get the chance to speak.


Enzo shoots to his feet, charging off in the opposite direction.


“Ann-Marie!” he barks.


Just like that, the woman follows after him, and I’m left alone at the breakfast table.


Anger brews low in my belly and I slap my hand on the tabletop, glaring at the doors he just walked through.


I have no words for how this morning has gone, but I’ll be damned if I sit around as if hoping he’ll come back.


I didn’t even know he was going to be here in the first fucking place.


What I hope is that he chokes on his next meal, especially if his next meal is her.


I don’t wait for Grandma – that is officially her name since she didn’t warn me this was a three-way breakfast when I have no doubt she was aware – to collect me again today, but calmly step up to the sealed double doors and wait to see if they open.


They do, so I head back to my jail cell of my own accord, and somehow manage not to slam the door once inside.


I kick my flats off, shove the chair against the wall, roll the rug up and scoot the vanity closer to the window. I shove the pants from my body, leaving me in the bodysuit, and step into the center of the clear space.


Closing my eyes, I take several deep breaths, allowing my muscles to relax before straightening my shoulders. Starting with the opening chords of Mickey Valen and Joey Myron’s “Chills”, the dark version, I play the melody from memory in my head, moving my body to the beat.


I do it over and over and over again.


I don’t stop until my spine burns, spasming, and sends me crashing to the floor.


I cry out slightly, staying there long after I should before slowly climbing to my feet and wincing my way to the tub, turning the water as hot as it will go.
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