
        
            [image: Cover]
        



    
        
          Fire

        

        
        
          Sinful Desires

        

        
        
          A.L. Long

        

        
          Published by A.L. Long, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIRE

    

    
      First edition. February 21, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 A.L. Long.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235887466

    

    
    
      Written by A.L. Long.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


   Contents




Title

Copyright

Acknowledgment

Synopsis

Prologue

Chapeter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter  Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

About the Author

Releases

Contacts


 

 

 

The Fire

(Sinful Desires #1)

 

 

 

 

A.L. Long


Copyright © 2022 A.L. Long 

Fire (Sinful Desires #1)

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.  

 

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior consent of the author 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictionally, and any resemblance to any actual person, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

 

Editor:  H. Elaine Roughton 

Cover Design: ALLongbooks Publishing

Formatting: ALLongbooks Publishing

Publisher: ALLongbooks Publishing

Acknowledgment

 

To my wonderful husband, who is with me heart, body and soul through each word I write. If it weren’t for him my dream of writing would have never been fulfilled. I love you, sweetheart. And to my family, whom I also love dearly. Through their love and support, I can continue my passion for writing. 

 

To the many readers, who took a chance on me and purchased my books. I hope that I can continue to fill your hearts with the passion I have grown to love. 

 

Most of all I want to thank my incredible PA, Barbara Danks. I don’t know where I would be without her and to my wonderful Street Team (Athena Kelly, Lori Hammons, Kristen Ann Tanner, Marsha Black, Sallie Ann, Andrea Miles Rhoads). You ladies have been a godsend.


A wise man once told me that even good people have skeletons in their closets. If that was true, mine was overflowing. That the same man wasn’t wise at all. He was the enemy and one that needed to be stopped.

 

Getting involved with a woman was a bad idea.

My life was too complicated to bring another person inside.

Kenzi Horton was like a drug, and I couldn’t get enough of her.

If she found out who Axel Layton Riley was, it would tear her in two.

How would I ever be able to tell her the truth? How would she ever 

forgive me for destroying everything good in her life?


 

 

 

Prologue

 

 

Thirteen years ago

 

Axe

 

“You’re nothing but a cocky seventeen-year-old. One of these days, that attitude is going to get you into trouble, boy. Getting a bloody lip is going to be the least of your worries.” My dad’s eyes matched his tone. They were hard and dead set on mine. “Now get me a fucking beer.”

 

I held back the hatred I had for my dad as I swiped my tongue across my swollen lip—my lower lip was still tender from the last time he smacked me for telling him he was nothing but a worthless drunk. In three more months, I would be free. By then, I would be eighteen, and I could leave this shithole and the constant abuse from him. It wasn’t so much the physical abuse that hurt. It was the continuous mental games he played that really dug deep. He was right, though. I did only steal air meant for people who mattered. I could barely read, having had to quit school to take care of my mom because my dad gave more attention to his liquor than he did to her. After the day she passed, his drinking only got worse. That was three years ago. I thought for sure by now, he would have seen what it had done to him and gotten some help. Instead, I got the brunt of all his anger for Mom dying. He blamed me for not taking better care of her. I was fourteen years old, for Christ's sake. How was I supposed to know how to make my mom better? The doctors gave it a fancy name, chondrosarcoma. All I knew was she was sick, and cancer had invaded her bones. 

 

I pulled the refrigerator door open and shook my head. Instantly, my stomach grumbled with hunger. Other than the six bottles of beer, there were only three slices of moldy bread, a few condiments inside the door, and two shriveled oranges, which didn’t look very appetizing but were likely the only food that wouldn’t make me sick. Grabbing two beer bottles, I stuck one in my back pocket and twisted the cap off the other before kicking the refrigerator door closed. Maybe if I drank a beer, the pain across my lip would feel better and the grumbling in my stomach would go away.

 

With unspeakable thoughts of what I wanted to do with his beer, I stretched my arm over my dad’s shoulder and placed the full beer bottle on the kitchen table in front of him. Without so much as a “thank you,” my dad handed me his empty beer bottle while taking a long pull from the other. I wrapped my hand tightly around the neck, trying hard not to lose my cool. I turned toward the trash can and tossed the bottle inside, giving my dad the finger as I left. The bottle clattered against the empty bottles inside, causing a chain reaction of noise. 

 

If I didn’t want to lose my cool, I had to get out of here, away from the worthless man who was only a sperm donor, in my opinion, because he most definitely wasn’t even close to being a father.  

 

Before I pulled open the front door, I twisted the cap off and pressed the bottle against my lips. It was garbage day, so instead of drinking my beer while I walked, I downed the contents and chucked it into the overflowing garbage can. Being charged with “minor in possession” wouldn’t be good for me. It would only give my dad another reason to beat the crap out of me.

 

There was nothing good about this day except that it brought me one day closer to my freedom. The day I turned eighteen, I would finally be old enough to sign up for the army and get the hell out of here. I couldn’t care less how it would affect my dad. Drinking himself to death would suit me just fine. 

 

The army recruiting office was only a few blocks from where I lived. I hadn’t been there for a few weeks and found the need to check in with Sergeant Wilkerson to see if he heard anything about my application. Sergeant Wilkerson assured me he would try and pull some strings to get the basic requirements out of the way before I was eligible to enlist. With my eighteenth birthday only three months away, and knowing my situation, he was pretty sure he could. I couldn’t wait until I was finally away from this shitty town and my shitty life. 

 

When I opened the door to the recruiting center, Sergeant Wilkerson was assisting a guy about my age sitting with an older man who I assumed was his dad. If only my life could be so simple. As I took a seat in the waiting area, I pictured myself doing the same thing with my dad. Yeah, right? Like that would ever happen. 

 

I watched Sergeant shake the guy’s hand first and then his dad’s. The smiles on their faces spread from cheek to cheek with appreciation. Before they got to the entrance door, Sergeant Wilkerson’s eyes connected with mine. “Take a seat in my office, Mr. Riley. I’ll be right there.”

 

 

Nodding my head, I quickly stood and headed to his office. When I entered his office, the American flag standing upright in the corner of the room greeted me proudly. The privilege to serve my country consumed me and made me proud to be an American. 

 

Sergeant Wilkerson walked up behind me and placed his hands on my shoulders. “I’ve got some good news for you, Axe. You can start the enlistment process if you leave your home and show that you can support yourself.”

 

It sounded simple, but how would I be able to support myself? “How am I supposed to do that?” 

 

“It’s easy. I own an apartment building, giving you an affordable place to live. You can work here for a handsome wage to pay for your rent, food, and anything else you might need. After thirty days of living on your own, with no support from your dad, the army would have no reason to turn down your enlistment application.”

 

Everything that Sergeant Wilkerson said seemed too good to be true. I had to trust that he knew his stuff. “How soon can I do this?”

 

“You can start living on your own today. I’ll float you enough money to cover your rent and food until your first paycheck.”

 

“Why are you doing this for me? There is no way I could ever repay you. No one has ever been this nice to me.”

 

Sergeant Wilkerson’s expression turned serious. He leaned forward in his chair and looked at me with an unnerving grin. “When you decide you have had enough of the military life, I’ll be in touch. For now, though, all you have to do is serve your country the best way you can.” 

 

I didn’t know what he meant, but it was a no-brainer. If I wanted to escape my current situation, I had to do this.


 

 

 

~1~

 

 

 

 

Axe

 

What the hell was I thinking? Getting involved with a woman was a bad idea. But Kenzi Horton had my attention from the day I met her. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Her spitfire personality drew me in from day one, and there was no way I could pull back and get the hell away from her. 

 

My life was too complicated to bring another person inside. If Kenzi found out who Axel Layton Riley really was, she would run for the hills. The shit storm I left behind years ago was about to hit. I thought for sure I buried that life for good. Boy, was I wrong! Learning that the man you’re dating blew up buildings for a living wasn’t exactly a hot topic of conversation. “Oh, yeah, Kenzi. Did I happen to mention I blew up buildings for a living?” 

 

“So, you used to demolish old buildings?”

 

“Not exactly. I blew up buildings. If the little guys who owned the buildings didn’t agree to sell them. I would come in and make the decision for them.” 

 

I was totally screwed. Why the hell had Van Wilkerson called me after ten years? There was no doubt that it was good money. A half a million was nothing to cry at. Why didn’t I tell him no? Kenzi Horton, that was why, or at least it should have been. 

 

“Axe, I want to stop off at my apartment before we head out to Reyna and Davian’s.” Kenzi’s sweet voice broke my thoughts.

 

“Okay, babe. Are you ready to go?”

 

“Almost. I just want to touch up my make-up.”

 

In my opinion, Kenzi was gorgeous just the way she was. “Take your time, babe. I have to make a quick call.”

 

Stepping out of the bedroom to the kitchen, I knew I should have taken care of this the first time. I dialed Van’s number to tell him to find someone else. After one ring, he picked up. “Van, I’m out. Find someone else,” I said, pacing the room like a scared kid.

 

“Are you sure you want to do that, Riley? Half a million is a lot of money. I’m sure your hot little girlfriend would enjoy spending it for you.”

 

“Leave my girlfriend out of this.” How the hell did he know about Kenzi?

 

“Do the job. Show up at the meeting tomorrow, and I will keep our little agreement to myself,” Van hung up before I could say another word. He made it clear that if I screwed with him, he would screw with me. 

 

I was fucked. I would fight for Kenzi at all costs, even if it meant eliminating the threat. I should never have accepted his generosity thirteen years ago. Two tours in Iraq as a Delta Force should have been enough, but not for Wilkerson. The minute I set foot on American soil, he got in touch with me, just as he promised. Even though I was still the government's property, he made sure I paid him back. His recommending me for the EOD training program began to make sense. He wanted to make sure I learned everything possible about making and deploying explosives. I was the answer to his illegal side job.

 

“Who was that?” Kenzi’s soft steps hadn’t alerted me when she entered the kitchen. “And, leave me out of what?”

 

She couldn’t know the truth behind my comment, so I lied. “A bet between the guys.” Conjuring up a quick BS story, I swiveled the barstool in her direction to answer her next question before she had time to ask. “The guys bet me a case of beer that you would have my place redecorated within a month with all kinds of girly shit when you found out that I bought most of my stuff from a second-hand store. So, I told them to leave you out of it.” 

 

Kenzi’s laugh was the cutest thing ever, and brought a smile to my face. “The guys don’t know that I used to climb trees and play in the mud when I was a kid.” Forcing herself between my legs, she wrapped her arms around my neck and interlocked her fingers. “Besides, I don’t have girly shit. My things are very womanly and tasteful.”

 

I could vouch for that. When she first moved in with me, she brought an abstract painting of colored smoke floating in a vase full of water. There was nothing girly about it. We both decided it would look great above my king-sized bed. Besides purchasing new bedding from IKEA to match the painting, Kenzi hadn’t changed anything in my apartment. She loved it just the way it was. If she added a few things of her own or replaced some of my stuff with hers down the road, I wouldn’t care. The only thing that mattered was making her happy and, of course, protecting her from all things evil. Van Wilkerson.

 

Replacing her words with a few of my own, I placed my mouth over hers. Wrapping my arms around her tiny waist, I pulled her closer to deepen the kiss. If I had my way, I would whisk her back to my bed instead of going to Davian and Reyna’s housewarming party. The love those two had for each other was unmistakable—something I could see happening between Kenzi and me. Even though I could never afford to build a mansion like Davian had built for Reyna, I wanted to build a home for Kenzi. I hadn’t brought up the subject of marriage, but the love I had for her was as pure as gold. My relationship with Van would end after this job. It had to if I wanted a life with Kenzi. 

 

Just as I began to enjoy having Kenzi pressed against my body, she broke the kiss and pushed away from between my legs. “We better get going. We don’t want to be late.”

 

“How about we skip the party and stay here instead? We could have our own party in the bedroom.” 

 

Kenzi slapped my arm, not at all amused by my comment. “Reyna would kill me if I didn’t attend her housewarming party. She has been talking about showing me the new house for weeks.”

 

Kenzi and Reyna’s friendship went deeper than friendships should. Reyna wouldn’t kill Kenzi, but she would be pissed if Kenzi didn’t show up. Instead of arguing with her, I released my hold and allowed her to move away. Rising to my feet, I waited for Kenzi to grab her purse before heading out.

 

I had barely opened the passenger door for Kenzi when my cell phone rang. I didn’t have to look at the screen to know who was calling. So instead of answering, I let the call go to voice mail. Van Wilkerson was getting on my nerves, not to mention he had the worst timing. When he called again, seconds later, I knew he wouldn’t quit until I answered. Avoiding the risk of Van calling again, I powered off my cell and stuck it in my pocket. The last thing I needed was for Kenzi to ask why I wasn’t answering my phone. Undoubtedly, Van would call again, repeatedly, until I responded to his call. 

 

Kenzi’s eyes were fixed on me with an annoyed stare when I got behind the wheel. Doing my best to ignore her, I placed the key in the ignition and turned on the engine. I put the truck into drive and said, “Damn solicitors,” hoping that would appease her curiosity. 

 

Kenzi only smiled back, even though she knew I was bullshitting. It was written all over her face. Questioning me would be a lost cause, so instead of saying a word, she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and turned her head toward the passenger window. Her reaction reminded me of what an ass I was. I should be telling her the truth about my past and Van Wilkerson. But that meant losing her for good. What woman in her right mind would have anything to do with a man who stole the livelihood of others only so high-profile companies could fill their pockets, not giving a shit about anything besides the value of a dollar?

 

Consumed with anger, I slammed my hand against the steering wheel. I had forgotten that Kenzi was in the vehicle until she placed her hand on my thigh. “Is everything okay? Something has you pissed off.”

 

If she only knew the truth behind my anger. Blowing out a breath of air, once again, I lied. “I think I forgot to turn the coffee maker off.”

 

Bad lie.

 

“You are so full of shit. What is going on, Axe? You’ve been acting strange ever since we left the apartment.” Kenzi’s grip on my thigh increased, making me aware of her irritation. “No more bullshit.”

 

It would be a death sentence if I told her the truth. I pulled to the side of the road, made a U-turn, and headed back to my apartment. “We’ve gotta go back. I don’t want to ruin another coffee pot.”


 

 

 

~2~

 

 

 

 

Kenzi

 

Saying I was frustrated with Axe and how he was acting was an understatement. As we headed back to the apartment to make sure Axe had “shut off the coffeepot,” as he said, he got reticent. I don’t mean in the ‘I’m listening to music’ sense. He became unnervingly silent. This was so not him. In all the months I had known Axe, he had never given up the chance to sing along with the radio when a song he recognized came on. Granted, he was a horrible singer, and I wished he would remain silent, but it was unlike him not to rock out with the radio or even carry on an adult conversation. Something was up with him, and before the day ended, I was going to get it out of him.

 

Davian and Reyna's beautiful home came into view once we drove past the tree-lined driveway. A lot of work had gone into building the house. Even the landscaping was done to perfection. With the grand entrance and the breathless architecture of the mansion, I would have thought we were in Hollywood instead of Atlanta. The pillars stood tall at the entrance and were wrapped with white stones of various sizes. I would bet my life that Reyna had a say in every stone that was chosen. 

 

Axe stopped at the front entrance and put the truck into park. ‘Gone with the Wind’ came to mind at the elaborate staircase leading to the front door. I got out of the truck and took in my surroundings. Determined to find out if the interior of Reyna's home was just as perfect as the exterior, I headed up the steps. Before I placed my foot on the first step, Axe took hold of my hand and squeezed it lightly. It was his way of letting me know he was there.

 

The flower pots sitting on each side of the large wooden door filled my senses, reminding me of my mom's flower garden back in Arkansas. Now and then, I wondered if the new owners of my childhood home still planted flowers in the garden my mom loved so much. The thought caused me to think about her and how nice it would be to catch up to see how the small bookstore was doing. After leaving Arkansas and moving to Atlanta, my mom bought the old building. She wanted to get a fresh start—away from the memories of my dad and his passing. It was her dream to run a bookstore, and with the money my dad left her, her dream came true. My dad wanted her to be happy. Both of them worked hard for everything they had. Instead of working for the Books-n-Things bookstore, my mom now owned it. It was my dad’s dream, too. Sad, but true—if Dad hadn’t died of cancer, Mom might still be a waitress back in Little Rock.

 

Reyna opened the large wooden door before Axe and I had made it to the top step. The smile on her face conveyed her happiness that we came to celebrate her new home. Davian was standing right behind her, in all his handsome glory. His expression mimicked the one spread across Reyna's face. They beamed with happiness and clearly were living a perfect life. I had never seen them so happy. 

 

Engulfing me in a big hug, Reyna held me tight. “I’m so glad you came.”

 

“I wouldn't have missed this day for anything. I'm so happy for you, Reyna.” I shared her excitement and gave her a light squeeze.

 

Axe stepped around Reyna and me and shook Davian’s hand while patting him on the back. “From what I can see, you’ve really outdone yourself, Davian.”

 

“Nothing is too good for my princess,” Davian said, his eyes on Reyna’s, letting her know he meant it. “Let’s go inside.”

 

The way Reyna and Davian had welcomed us, one would have thought they hadn’t seen us in years, when in fact, it had only been a few months. It wasn’t by choice, but with my bar exam and Reyna’s graduation, not to mention the construction of her new home, neither one of us had a moment to spare for a get-together. It had been only a week since I got back from Chicago. I wasn’t sure how to tell Reyna why I went there and that I was moving to Chicago permanently. Not even Axe knew. I did not know how to tell him. Certainly, he would understand. How could I pass up the opportunity to become a junior partner at one of the largest law firms in Chicago? Today was about Reyna and Davian. For now, I needed to focus on that. Tomorrow I would tell both of them the bad news. Who would have thought that I would be leaving Atlanta in less than three weeks? 

 

As we headed inside the mansion, I could smell the newness of the house. Taking in the beauty of their home, I immediately fixed my eyes on the large painting of Reyna and Davian hanging on the wall just above the fireplace in a room I assumed was Davian’s study. “Wow! That portrait is badass.” My comment was more for me than them.

 

I hadn’t realized I stated my opinion out loud until Reyna stood beside me. “Davian arranged for a well-known artist to paint the portrait when we were in the Caymans. Isn’t it beautiful?”

 

Beautiful wasn’t the word that came to mind. Hot, sexy, and even dirty were the words I would have chosen to describe it. The painting didn't surprise me based on what Reyna had said about Davian and his sexual appetite. Tastefully done, it was evident that they were both naked beneath the blue silk scarf carefully draped between and around their bodies. It left their most intimate parts covered and played in
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