
  
    Floyd (Dark Romance Entre 6)

  

  Chapter 1

  Dedication



To the darkness that surrounded me since I was little whenever I found myself alone, thinking it was my end, but on the contrary, it only made me stronger



To all the girls who dream of one day being kidnapped by a rich mafioso or pursued by a stalker, or perhaps a masked guy who, when he finally shows his face, you'll discover he's incredibly hot



Who, perhaps after one or two books, still wonder why you're single? Or wonder if you made the right choice with your current relationship



For the simple fact of the fetish of being touched like the woman in this book



I wish good luck to your current and future partners because it's impossible not to try to compare after reading books like this



To all the women who dreamed of a Prince Charming on a white horse but now sigh madly to belong to a villain



I ask for forgiveness right from the start, not because the book is heavy, since it's now very clear how my beloved readers are anything but saints, even if no one knows it (but I know), so I want to give some advice



It's better not to read this book in public places or when you're not alone, as I already know how difficult it is to resist the temptation to cross your legs tightly when reading a (You are mine) or in this case "You are ours"



Or perhaps because of the characters' promises, who always say how much they'll make the heroine scream their name



Spoiler: She will scream... a lot... not just one, but 5 different names



So, my loves, I will dedicate this book to you who, like me, are obsessed with characters of dubious character, great madmen, psychopaths, and possessives, and who, like me, urgently need a psychologist (although perhaps I will never seek one, as this is an obsession of mine that I do not intend to cure)



And also to those who dream of living a Dark Romance, but at the same time are afraid of not being able to handle it or perhaps not having the mentality for it



Let's be honest, friends? Who would think of anything else or refuse a man, yes, crazy perhaps... cruel for sure, and possessive as hell, but who would love you so much to the point of giving you his own life if you asked?



I would never refuse......



And also to those who dream of being treated like a princess but who would also give a silly smile looking in the mirror and seeing the marks on their body to remind you how good last night was...



To those who may judge at first but later will dream of having a hand on their neck while hearing an I love you in their ear



And also to you who hide behind your cell phone screen and don't even comment so as not to get caught reading something as heavy as this book



It's okay, friend, let's pretend that your ideal type of man isn't the one who calls you princess but who in bed would make you scream until your lungs burn, until you feel your legs begging for help, unable to even bear the weight of your own body



  Chapter 2

  Warning



This book will contain: Adult content, with very detailed hot scenes, and possible triggers such as: Anxiety attacks, attempted murder, grief, physical and verbal aggression (Making it clear that the aggression will not be directed at the female character), swear words, and manipulation (NOT GRAPHIC).



And also a polyamorous relationship, not between three but between 6 people... one woman and 5 men, so if you don't like this type of reading, I advise you not to read this book, it's not for you, as I always make this very clear in the titles and at the beginning of my books, and even so, there's always someone who complains ....



I also want to make it very clear that, like all Dark Romance books, don't expect the characters in this book to always be nice (They won't be).



I thought a lot about whether or not to bring this book, especially because I think it's a bit heavy for this application, but since I saw that you liked the books I brought with this theme, then let's go ...



So, to summarize, this book, like the others I've written, is for those who see themselves in a relationship different from all others.



For those with an open mind who know that the great truth is that in love, there are no rules.



Or a right way to love, after all, who can judge something so true? As wrong as it may seem.



I wonder how many of you have imagined being loved by a man different from others, despite all his flaws, but who would be capable of facing God and the world if necessary to have you by his side.



Maybe a masked man....maybe a mafioso....maybe a serial killer (yes, I know you've had big meltdowns in the middle of the night reading a book where the guy was a crazy psychopath and still attracted you like hell).



But what about a big billionaire? A cold and calculating control-freak CEO with a dual personality who has not an ounce of pity for those who get in his way.



Perhaps a sadistic and sarcastic bad boy who can read people perfectly, who, even though he had a fortune and women at his feet, it was never enough for him because he was addicted to illegal things, from fights and drugs... to dangerous races that, in the end, involved so much money and added so many zeros to his bank account that even he didn't dare to count.



Maybe your father's head of security and best friend, who actually hid a cruel, murderous monster responsible for taking so many lives that not even he could count, who on the outside seems to be just a damn handsome man, but on the inside, even he wonders if there's still a little light amidst so much darkness, a true masochistic, sadistic, and antisocial torturer.



Or a handsome lawyer who, in the end, is responsible for money laundering and even for acquitting filthy men just to give them their punishment, since he himself knows that no law other than his own would be capable of truly making them pay for their sins, besides being the gang's private lawyer, he is a possessive sociopath and psychopath.



Or maybe the son of the town's Sheriff, an ex-army marine whom his father raised hoping to create a good man of the law, but who actually became his gang's hacker, a cruel, murderous bipolar man with the mind of a psychopath....besides an innocent appearance like that of an angel, but a soul as dark and cold as that of a demon.



  Chapter 3

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



I look around as I let out a frustrated sigh, since it's been more than three hours since the last sign of civilization.... three hours that I've been looking around and all I see is just wilderness.....trees and mountains.



Not that I'm finding it bad....okay, maybe I am....but honestly, I even kind of like it, you know? My mother loved nature, and that's why she made sure I joined the school's scout group.



But here's the thing, I'm a fan of horror movies, and everyone who has watched at least one movie from the "Wrong Turn" saga knows how much can go wrong on a trip like this.



Especially being alone in the middle of nowhere, in a place I don't even know, and I don't even know if I'm lost or not... Heaven forbid.



I look around once more, wondering if I'm really on the right path since the damn GPS seems to have glitched out, and since I'm so lucky, not to say the opposite.



I have no signal.



Oh, glory... This is God warning me that maybe I'm going to live a much shorter life than I thought, since I'm only 24 years old.



Or maybe it's just a lecture, since I should have accepted when my father offered to come pick me up.



This is what I get for being stubborn....but I just wanted to show that I'm okay since he's very worried....maybe because he had to put up with me crying like a baby over a phone call three months ago.



I smile thinking about how cliche my life is....Born in a small town in rural Virginia, a town I don't even remember what it's like, since my parents divorced when I was only 3 years old and my mother took me with her to the big city.



I grew up seeing my father only on special occasions, birthdays, or school performances, since I didn't even come to stay with him during vacations.



It wasn't his fault, as I was always kind of very attached to my mother, and the idea of being without her for a day when I was little was terrifying. And as I grew up, I kind of never got interested in knowing the town where I was born, because as much as I like being close to nature, living in it is another thing.



Losing signal, now that's scary as hell for me.



At least the car is working, and thank God I managed to remember to download my music playlist.



But anyway, here I am, returning to the place where I was born and to the only family I have left, since I lost my mother a year ago.



I sigh, remembering how hard it was to get used to waking up every day and not seeing her there, but what can I do? Since unfortunately, they still haven't found a cure for cancer.



I am Alyssa Bennet, and this is my story. I will tell you how my life changed so much and became such a huge mess from the moment I decided to return to the town where I was born.



  Chapter 4

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



It is indeed very difficult to have to try to draw strength from where you have none to keep on living... when the person who filled you with life is no longer by your side.



I remember how I still held onto the hope of waking up and it all being just a nightmare, like the ones I had when I was younger and my mother would wake me up smiling while whispering that everything would be alright.



But I've had no other choice since then. My father and I grew closer, he became my best friend, and I think that's not very easy for him, since I used to wake him up in the middle of the night because I was always tormented by anxiety attacks that wouldn't leave me in peace, and just hearing his voice calmed me down.



So, this was my life after my mother's death... just surviving, I would say, since everything felt empty, as if she had taken the colors with her, leaving me in a white and gray world.



It was then that I met Luan... a handsome guy from college who was always flirting with me. However, I was always focused on my studies, but I needed to relax and, I don't know, maybe try to fill the void I felt.



We saw each other for three months, and he asked me to be his girlfriend. That's when I remembered the advice my mother used to give me.



Mrs. Beatrice. I remember how she hated being called that, since she never left her teenage side behind. She always made me smile with her advice; it was something like...



"Life is too short. Study, yes, daughter, but also enjoy your youth. In my time, when I was your age, I used to spend hours in the library, and at the end of the day, I always ended up in the arms of the librarian's assistant, three years older than me... And believe me, he was much better than the boys my age."



I used to smile and make a face because in the end my mind always ended up imagining the scene, and she would just say, "Life is too short, my girl, enjoy your youth because the adult world is very boring."



That was also one of the reasons I didn't have many friends; I didn't need them, since my mother was more like one of those slightly crazy best friends from movies and books, you know?



Anyway, because of this memory, I thought: why not? Luan was handsome... the sex was good, and I was just hooking up with him anyway. Putting a label on this relationship wouldn't change much.



So I accepted... And I ended up liking him more than I should have.



Everything was going well until, 5 months ago, I decided to go to his dorm room and I found him with one of the college freshmen on his lap.



I broke up with him. I went home having a horrible breakdown and called my dad, who, when he saw my state, almost rushed to my side... or rather, after Luan, to give him a good beating, which wouldn't have been such a bad idea, but I convinced him I would be fine and that there was no need for that.



  Chapter 5

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



I was always different from other girls my age. For one thing, I could get attached to things very quickly. Yet, if I set my mind on not wanting something, nothing could make me change my mind.



So I simply looked at myself in the mirror and thought.... I didn't want a relationship, but rather someone who would try to fill the emptiness inside me. That's why I accepted, and it didn't even work, since even with Luan, the emptiness was still there, as if a knife was piercing my chest saying: 'Look at me, I'm still here.'



I didn't cry because I was cheated on, but because of the breakdowns. And I didn't give a fuck about Luan, since I didn't love him, nor had I ever loved anyone in my life except my parents.



And God, why the hell would I waste my time crying over something that wasn't even worth it?... A year ago, I was indeed broken.... but weak, that I am not.



So that's when I thought I didn't need anyone to help me get rid of this emptiness, since it hadn't even worked, and I hated everything about relationships.



Having to explain myself to someone about my life.... getting stressed out because of someone else, as if the problems I already have weren't enough, and seeing myself tied to someone, unable to do anything I wanted.



I realized I wasn't born for that. Maybe in about ten years, but right now, I really just want to enjoy my life.



The downside is that I was crazy about sex ... Because it was what calmed me down when I was nervous. I remember how insatiable I became during exam periods.



That's when I started going out more, meeting more people, and at the end of the night, I always ended up in a hotel with a guy. Of course, I also had my rules; I wasn't stupid enough to go out with a stranger, so I chose the hotel myself .... I brought the condoms, and the most important rule of all: I never spent the night with anyone.



Believe me, I did that once with some guy from college, and he already thought he could propose to me.



I really didn't want a relationship, and I had learned a lot from the slight disappointment I had with Luan.



I wouldn't accept less than I deserve; it was simple.



You want me?



Show it with actions, not just words.



Lied?



Keep your lies and forget me.



Miss me?



You know my number and where to find me, call me. Don't expect me to guess it and come after you ....because I won't.



If you don't understand my silence,



Better not even try, since you won't understand my words either.



Did I do something you didn't like or that hurt you?



Tell me, talk to me.



Want priority?



Treat me like one first.



It's not rocket science or anything like that. It's so simple to win over a woman; it's not always just about appearances. What's so hard to understand about that?



But as I said, that's a matter for a few years from now, since right now I really don't want to be tied to anyone anytime soon.



  Chapter 6

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



Anyway, after all that, Luan kept bugging me, but that's not the main reason I'm going back to Floyd.



It's because I ended up telling my dad that I feel a little lost after finishing college. To tell you the truth, I started studying business administration because I thought I would like it or because it would be easier to get a job.



But here I am, on my way to my dad's house after he convinced me to stay with him for a while so I can think about what I'm really going to do.



I even refused... several times, but when I heard:



"Daughter, I'm feeling lonely. I haven't seen you in months, and I don't even know when I'll be able to see you since the farm is taking up a lot of my time. So please, have mercy on this poor, lonely old man and come keep me company."



That was kind of a low blow, so I accepted. And here I am, 5 hours into the trip, 3 of which I've had no signal and without seeing a single living soul.



And thank God I haven't seen any dead ones either.



But I really think I'm lost, since this trip should have taken 4 hours, not 5.



I stop the car while I fiddle with the GPS again, and yes, believe it or not, this thing is bugged... I should have figured, since I bought it too cheap.



I think about what to do, but what the hell could I do? I'm lost, alone, and to top it off, I'm almost out of gas.



I look at my phone again, and I still have no signal. I open the window, staring at the dirt road.



Two options: keep driving, possibly stopping God knows where, or go all the way back to where I last had signal.



What took three hours by car would take twice or three times as long walking.



I open the car's glove compartment looking for anything that can help me and find nothing... except my documents, a little money, and a small pocketknife I always carried with me. It had been one of my mom's gifts. I didn't quite understand it, but since we used to travel by car, she always said we might need it.



I really hope I don't need it... but what would I do with it since there's no one in this middle of nowhere?



I spoke too soon....



I see a car approaching, a black BMW. The paint shines so much I'd even say it must have just left the dealership.



I grip the pocketknife in my hand.



Okay, he's not going to stop, he'll drive right past, and my only worry will be how I'm going to manage to call my dad.



The car drives a little further, and I sigh in relief as it passes me... stopping right in front of my car.



Oh crap, is this when a totally disfigured man with a bow and arrow... or an axe is going to get out of it and kill me right here, right now?... God, I know my fate wasn't going to be that great, but being killed and becoming dinner for some redneck is too much, don't you think?



  Chapter 7

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



I hold the razor in my hand even though I know that if this guy or whoever this person is really wants to kill me, a razor is nothing compared to an axe or a bow and arrow.



Or whatever, a gun... anyway, regardless of the weapon, I'm fucked.



I see the door opening slowly and my heart is about to jump out of my mouth.



I look a few more times, blinking... if I'm in a horror movie, they've made things very difficult for me.



Not that I'm complaining about not having some disfigured psycho.



But feeling attracted to your future killer is a low blow... very low.



God, I must have finally gone crazy or maybe I'm just dreaming, that's it, I fell asleep while driving and I must have crashed the car, that's the only explanation for this.



I see him approaching as his blond hair seems to shine even more because of the sun, his white skin and his blue eyes... he has an Angelic beauty, I swear I didn't even realize he was already next to me when he knocked on the car window and I thought twice but ended up lowering the window.



Man: Hello—he said, smiling, perhaps the most beautiful smile I've ever seen—What happened to the car?



I looked at him suspiciously; as beautiful as he was, I'm still too young to die, and he smiled again.



Man: You don't need to look at me like that, I swear I'm not some crazy serial killer looking for beautiful women... even though you are fucking beautiful.



We looked at each other for a few seconds and he put his hand to his face, messing up his hair.



Man: Okay, I admit that sounded weird, but I swear it was a harmless compliment.



I gave a smile, agreeing.



Alyssa: Nothing much, actually the gas is running out but... that's not the problem.



Man: Are you lost?



I shrugged, agreeing, and he smiled again.



Man: Alright, the roads can be a bit confusing, indeed, but luckily today is your lucky day.



Alyssa: Is it?



Man: Yes... it's very difficult for cars to pass this road, we are very far from the city.



Alyssa: So what are you doing here?—I said, raising an eyebrow, even more suspicious.



Man: Maybe because I was given the mission to find Luke's lost daughter—he said, smiling even more—I think I found her, since you are a spitting image of him, only much more attractive, of course.



Alyssa: You know my father?



Man: We're friends.



Alyssa: And why did he send you specifically?



Man: He sent my father, but as I was bored and, I admit, curious to meet Princess Bennet, I came—he said, leaning against the car.



Alyssa: And your father is?



Man: Arthur Stilles, the Sheriff of Floyd.



I opened my mouth in a big, perfect O while he just smiled, amused.



Man: Alright, you're right not to trust a stranger who appeared out of nowhere.



We both smiled as he leaned against the window, smiling, and I could smell his perfume; it was pleasant, sweet, and woody.



  Chapter 8

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



Man: Don't get me wrong, I'd love to stay here talking to you since I admit I quite enjoyed seeing you smile, but it's getting late and it's not very good to be on these streets at night.



Alyssa: And the car?



Man: We can send someone to pick it up later. Do you have a suitcase or anything like that? I have plenty of space in my car.



Alyssa: A little, since I'm moving - I said, finally getting out of the car after he opened the door for me.



Man: Moving? So you're staying? That's good.



Alyssa: Is it? Why? - I said, still smiling.



Man: Well... It'll be good to get to know you better, Linda. I don't want to scare you by already wanting to ask you out on a first date, even though it's pretty clear I'd like to, and if you still don't trust me enough to think about it, you can bring this too if you want - he said, pointing to the razor in my hand - I wouldn't mind having a candlelight dinner with you, watching you with a razor in your hand, or maybe imagining where it might be hidden under your dress.



Alyssa: Oh my god... sorry, I didn't even notice I was still holding this.



Man: It's okay, Linda... You're smart, I like that - he said, winking and smiling at me as he went towards the back of my car - May I? - I nodded and he opened my car trunk, picking up my suitcases all at once as if they weren't heavy as hell, since I spent a lot of time carrying them one by one to the car - Linda... can you open the trunk for me?



Alyssa: Oh, sure.



When he put the last suitcase in, I put the razor in a backpack and he smiled seeing that.



Man: You won't need it anymore?



Alyssa: I don't find you that dangerous.



Man: How can you be so sure of that?



Alyssa: I don't know... I just feel it - I said, shrugging - And Linda?



Man: I like to give nicknames to people I like, it's natural for me.



Alyssa: You like me? We've known each other for what... 20 minutes?



Man: I don't need much to know when I want or am interested in something or someone.



Alyssa: And what should I call you?



Man: What do you want to call me?



Alyssa: Wouldn't it be easier if you just told me your name? - I said, smiling - Alyssa Bennet.



I said and offered my hand while he smiled, taking it and kissing it without stopping looking at me.



Man: Alec Stilles, nice to meet you, Linda.



Honestly... at this point I must be bright red since my heart is beating fast as hell, his smile was so beautiful it made me bite my lips without even knowing what to say.



Maybe the countryside isn't so bad after all...



Alec: We better go since it's getting late and it's not safe.



Alyssa: Is it that bad at night?



Alec: No... that's not the issue.



Alyssa: Then what is?



Alec: It's not safe because I'm clearly interested in you and watching you look at me like that isn't making things any easier for me, so we better go.



Alec Stilles, 27 years old, son of the Sheriff of Floyd:



  Chapter 9

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"



I look out the window, watching the sunset... and I smile, remembering how much my mother loved this. We used to escape our problems by going to a mountain or hiking a trail just to watch the sunset together.



I wonder how long the pain of grief is supposed to last? At the funeral, everyone said the same thing... it'll pass soon, everything will be okay, and only the good memories will remain.



But what are we supposed to do when the pain doesn't pass, and even memories like this hurt so much?



It's horrible to feel this emptiness in your chest that can't be filled or forgotten.



I know we all have our time to come into this world and to leave it, but just because I know that, does it mean I also have to understand?



I used to be strong as hell, even as a child; it was very rare for anyone to see me cry, even when I'd fall and scrape my knee. So damn it, where is that strong Alyssa? Why can't I just deal with all this? Every day that passes, I try and fight to keep going, but nothing seems to make sense... other than this damn feeling of being left behind.



I see people my age... some are in relationships, others aren't thinking about it; some are already building their careers, while others are just letting time decide what they should do.



Regardless... they managed to move on, so why am I still stuck in the same place, as if there's no path ahead for me to follow, nor even one for me to go back to?



Maybe I'm just too weak, weaker than I should be... Or maybe it's because I lost my anchor, the one who always helped me see a light when everything seemed dark.



This place suits her... the flowers in the gardens, the mountains, the sounds of birds.



I wonder why she left... I know living in the same town as your ex-husband can't be easy, especially when it's a small town and you might run the risk of seeing him every day. But now, seeing the trees falling behind...



The first houses appearing, the streets with some people walking by, smiling as they greet others who are standing around chatting, as if everyone knows everyone.



The smell of damp earth, the buildings I didn't get a good look at, but I think there might be a mall... three markets, and other stores.



She must have loved all this, and it must have been hard to leave.



Alec: Seems like you like the town.



I looked at him as I saw his blue eyes watching me through the rearview mirror.



Alyssa: It's pretty... not what I imagined.



Alec: Let me guess... you pictured dirt roads, wooden houses, old saloons, and people walking around in jeans and boots like in Westerns?



Alyssa: Well... something like that.



Alec: How long do you plan to stay?



Alyssa: I don't know... two or three weeks.



Alec: I don't think so, Alyssa, he said, smiling.



Alyssa: Why?



Alec: Because Floyd Linda suits you.



  Chapter 10

  Alyssa: Suits me? Well, it's not that I didn't like it, but I'm used to the big city.



Alec: I know a small town like this is nothing compared to what you're used to, but Floyd has its qualities.



Alyssa: Like what?



Alec: Well, we have a mall, markets, bakeries, some clothing stores... We have enough, and if you need company, it'll be much better to show you than just tell you what we have to offer.



Alyssa: We have? What do you have to offer me? - I said, smiling.



Alec: A dangerous question, beautiful, that I won't answer.



Alyssa: May I know why?



Alec: Of course... for the simple fact that you won't be able to handle hearing the answer.



Okay.... what do I say now? I looked at him with my mouth open while he just smiled.



Alec: See? You're so surprised, but I didn't say anything much.



Alyssa: Let's just say I expected something else.



Alec: Like what?



Alyssa: I don't know... you seem like the cute and romantic type.



Alec: I see... let's say I can be a middle ground. I can be romantic if I want to, but most of the time you won't find much romance in me, beautiful... and since the subject came up, what's your type?



Alyssa: Good question.



Alec: And what's the answer?



Alyssa: I don't know.



Alec: You don't know or you don't want to say?



Alyssa: I don't know because I've never found someone I could consider my type.



Alec: You're very interesting, beautiful.... hard to read.



I smiled as I looked back at the window.



What's your type?



Now I realize I've never been able to answer that question, because I don't quite understand it.



Are there specific things that attract me? Yes.



But I've met someone with all of them and still didn't fall in love.



Maybe my type isn't so obvious because it's not just carnal.



Maybe in a few years, I'll just want to find someone of the type that I look at and everything inside me will scream.



"I found it."



Alyssa: And what's yours?



Alec: My type? - I nodded, and he spoke calmly - I think we're tied on this subject since I don't have someone I consider my type.



Alyssa: Really?



Alec: I don't need that, beautiful... if I want it, I take it, whether it's my type or not.



Alyssa: Just like that?



Alec: And why should it be difficult? If we want something, why not do it?



Alyssa: I wish I could be like that too.



Alec: And what's stopping you?



Alyssa: I think your questions are very difficult to answer - I said, smiling.



Alec: That's where you're wrong, beautiful, you don't need to answer because I think I already know the answer.



Alyssa: And what would that be?



Alec: You'll find out yourself, and it won't take long if it depends on me.... but Alyssa, constantly preventing yourself from having unique experiences in life isn't good, I speak from experience, that's not living.



Alyssa: So you stopped being a good boy?



Alec: Depends on what you consider a good boy. I'm good in my own way.... but I stopped depriving myself of living how I want, beautiful... without caring what people think or don't think, without stopping myself from anything. If I want something, I get it. If I feel like having something, I take it. And if I want to do something that many consider wrong, I don't care. That's life... I recommend you try it, beautiful, you won't regret it.



  Chapter 11

  "Alyssa Bennet narrating"


For the rest of the way, I remained silent, perhaps because every time we said something in this conversation, it stirred something in me. I don't know, being attracted to someone like him, wow, it's more than normal. Because if I didn't feel attracted to Alec, then I'd admit I had a problem.


But that changes when he's a complete stranger.


Is he handsome and saved me from being stuck for hours on that deserted road? Yes.


But just being handsome doesn't change the fact that I don't know him, and well, he's not making things very easy for me, because I feel his stares and the way he talks to me.


It's clear there's an absurd sexual tension between us.


But God, I don't want to get into trouble. Let's just say that because I always got involved with some men in my city, people ended up talking more than they should.


And mind you, I lived on a super busy street where everyone left early for work and only came back at night after a long day.


But it seems that even with the daily hustle and bustle, people insist on finding time to judge and meddle in other people's lives.


Which, honestly, I think is bullshit because I didn't do that to anyone. Seriously, what for? What's the point in wasting time when I could be doing something useful for myself or for others, instead of going around judging others behind their backs as
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