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Content Warning

Passion & Betrayal
may contain triggers for some. As readers, we find trigger warnings
to be spoilers, but as authors, we understand that they are
sometimes necessary. Although we are not going to list each one,
there are many. Please feel free to email us with your specific
trigger(s), and we will let you know if that trigger is in this
book.

Lila Fox
jensen065@gmail.com

Jade Marshall
author.jmarshall@gmail.com

For those of you who wish to go
in blind, please remember that this is a work of fiction, and we
do not condone any of the situations or actions of the
characters.


Chapter One

 


Doom

 


The moment I saw Isabel Russo
for the first time, I knew my life would never be the same. She is
ethereal in her beauty, and so far out of my league, I have no idea
how I will ever convince her to give me the time of day. The
strapless blue dress she is wearing clings to her figure, and I
have to constantly remind myself we are in a church.

I stare past my younger brother
as he marries his mate, not hearing a single word of their vows.
All I can focus on is Isabel’s dark hair and fair skin. She is tall
and thin with small, perky breasts that I want to suck on.

Her scent seeps into my pores.
Freshly baked cookies are my favorite childhood memory. I watch her
like a hawk as she clutches my sister Rylee’s arm and follows the
happy couple outside to have photos taken. I watch her genuine
smile when she hugs Aryanna before they leave.

Rylee pulls me aside. “I need
you to listen to me, Cian.”

“Okay,” I reply, never taking
my eyes off of Isabel.

“Cian, I’m serious,” she says.
She pulls my arm until I focus on her. “Isabel isn’t like us. She
has been sheltered for most of her life. You need to be careful
with her.”

“I know what I’m doing,
Dutchess.” I wink and press a kiss to her cheek before handing her
over to her own mate.

Isabel has disappeared into the
empty church, and I follow her. I have this insane urge to make
sure she’s safe at all times. Walking into the dimly lit area, I
instantly zeroed in on her, kneeling in the middle of the aisle,
picking up some of the rose petals that were strewn there.

“What are you doing, Beauty?” I
ask once I kneel beside her.

She blushes a deep red before
replying. “I’m gathering some of these for Aryanna. They left so
quickly, and I’m afraid she didn’t get any for her scrapbook.”

“You’re a good friend.”

“I hope so. Ari has been my
best friend my entire life.”

“Do you miss her now that she
is living at the compound?” I ask, pressuring her to talk to me so
I can listen to the cadence of her voice.

Isabel nods, never lifting her
gaze to mine. Gently, I place my finger beneath her chin and tilt
her head until I can stare into the hazel pools. I feel both lost
and found with this woman before me.

“You are always welcome to
visit her at the Fallen Legion compound.”

“Really?” she asks, shock clear
in her voice.

“Yes, Beauty. You will always
be welcome anywhere my club is,” I reply honestly. My gaze strayed
to her plump lips.

“Your club?” she whispers.

I nod, leaning closer. “My
father has stepped down, and I am now the president of the Fallen
Legion MC.”

She closes her eyes, a shudder
running through her body. I can smell the scent of her arousal
around us. My cock is hard already, weeping pre-cum down the shaft.
But now isn’t the time to claim her, and my cock will have to
wait.

“I know you don’t know me,” I
say. “But I am going to change that really soon. You’re my mate,
and I won’t be kept away from you for long.”

“Cian,” she says my name
softly.

“Can I kiss you, Isabel?”

“Please,” she whimpers, and I
can’t wait to have her begging me for other things.

I don’t need to be given
permission twice. My lips feather over hers as my hands caress her
hips. Rylee was right. Isabel isn’t like us. She is so much better
and needs to be treated like a queen.

Her lips spread beneath mine,
and I swipe my tongue inside, fully tasting her for the first time.
I am already addicted to her in every way possible. The sound she
makes as she wraps her arms around my neck and threads her fingers
through my hair, pulling me closer, make my knees feel weak. It
takes everything I have inside me to draw away from her and the
kiss.

Resting my forehead against
hers, I hold her until our breathing returns to normal once
more.

“I am going to do everything I
can to be worthy of you, Isabel,” I say lowly.

“Cian—” she starts, but I cut her off.

“I’ll see you at the reception.
Save me a dance.”

I press a quick kiss to her
now-swollen lips before turning and forcing myself to walk out. I
want to return to her, I want to do despicable things to her, but I
know I need to take my time, or I might scare her off. In the
recesses of my mind, my panther roars in outrage. I wish I could
throw her over my shoulder right now and keep her forever, but I
will wait.

 


****

 


Isabel

 


God, I can feel his eyes on me.
They follow me around the room, and the heat of his gaze burns into
my pores. I do my best to listen to the vows my best friend gives
her mate.

I hold back my tears as I watch
the newly married couple leave the church. They are mostly happy
tears because I love seeing Aryanna so happy. She deserves it. But
some of my tears are sad that I’ll hardly ever see Aryanna because
she’s so busy with her husband and their first child on the
way.

I wave as their car pulls away.
I stand and watch until I can’t see them any longer. The rest of
the group started heading to their cars to drive to the reception,
but I stood briefly in a daze before thinking of the flower petals
they’d used down the aisle. I know Aryanna would like to have
some.

I pick up some of the petals
when I feel the air around me sizzle and his scent wraps around me.
I have to concentrate on settling my breathing, which is fast and
deep, and my heart feels like it will burst from my chest.

When he crouches beside me and
helps me pick up the petals, I feel the heat of a blush cover my
face, and I think I might faint if he gets much closer. I have a
hard time concentrating on my task. I know if I look at him, I will
stare like a lovesick puppy. He is the most beautiful man I’ve ever
seen. His masculinity and alpha personality are what I noticed
first.

“What are you doing,
Beauty?”

God, I love that he calls me
Beauty. It makes me feel special. I explain about the petals. I
know he couldn’t care less, but I like how attentive he is.

I have a hard time keeping up
with our conversation. I only want to crawl onto his lap because I
know he’ll keep me safe. Or spread me out on the nearest flat
surface and fuck me until I’m unconscious.

It is funny and a little weird
how many dreams I’ve had with a faceless person, both of us naked,
and he is between my thighs, pistoning into my cunt so many times I
become raw. I vaguely guessed that Cian was my mate a few months
before, but I let him make the first move.

I put Cian’s face on the
faceless person in my dreams. It makes the heat of desire grow
inside me. It’s a sensation I’ve never felt before. My first
inclination is to be afraid of the magnitude of my desire, but the
heat inside me makes thinking nearly impossible.

I suck in a breath when he tips
my head up. Looking into his eyes makes the searing heat
expand.

He mentions that I’m always
welcome in his home to visit Aryanna. As much as I want to see my
friend, I also need to give her and her husband space because I
don’t want to intrude. Besides, when I visited Aryanna, I had to
deal with the way Cian made me feel. Just thinking about him would
make my body hum, but being close like this made it impossible for
me to think.

A sigh escapes when he leans
forward and takes my lips in a kiss so blatantly erotic it feels
like my blood has turned to molten lava in my veins. Hell, I want
him to fuck me so badly I ache. It takes me a moment to remember
that we are in a church and out in the open.

I know the two of us are a
mated couple. But for some reason I can’t explain, I know something
is missing. Am I not supposed to feel complete when I’m with my
mate? It’s something I’d talk to Aryanna about.

 


****

 


He keeps me on the dance floor
at the reception and in his arms for most of the night. My feet
ache, and my cheeks are sore from smiling so much.

When the party starts to shut
down, Cian takes me to my father.

I was thankful Cian didn’t
broach the subject of the other man, but I knew it was just a
matter of time.

My father stands against the
wall with his hands clasped behind his back. I can tell he isn’t
pleased about us being a mated pair, not with one but two mates,
but no one can fight the universe.

Cian stands tall, looking my
father in the eyes. The challenge in Cian’s expression is apparent.
I don’t feel intimidated by these two oversized men because I know
either would set their lives down for me.

“You know we’re a mated
pair.”

My father nods, but I can see
the muscle in his jaw throb, telling me he is not at all happy, but
there is little he can do.

“Yes, I do know. I want you to
give her time to get to know you. I also want to warn you that I’ve
been very protective of my daughter, and that will never stop.”

Cian nods. “I get it. I will
come for your daughter tomorrow afternoon. We’ll go out on a short
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