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        They say the bigger they are the harder they fall. But when he’s so determined to have you, he’ll move heaven and earth to get you, being big and bad is a good thing. In fact, it’s everything.

      

        

      
        This book is dedicated to those of us who pass Captain America by so we can drool over the other guys. You know the ones. Frank Castle, Wolverine, Deadpool.

      

        

      
        Yeah, those guys.

      

        

      
        So if you think that’s you,

        let me introduce you to Angel Fury.

      

        

      
        This one is for my editor, the incomparable Tammy Payne, my Beta Readers, and my ARC team, you are each of you sensational and I adore you.

      

        

      
        Thank you for helping me get these book babies, just right.

      

        

      
        Oh, and Shelly? I didn’t forget about you. Look for the meeting you asked for between the pages.

      

        

      
        XOXO,

        C.D.
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        There’s no room for mercy in a kingdom built on lies.

        Beneath the veneer of polite society exists a criminal organization known for its utter lack of mercy. They call themselves the Vipers. The men who belong to this syndicate are cruel, cunning, and unforgiving. Ruled by a king, this band of brothers knows no boundaries and takes no prisoners. To cross them is to sign your own death certificate.

        But even serpents have weaknesses.

        And sometimes that weakness is just a flower.

      

        

      
        Our Bad Boys:

        Nico Fury

        Luc Batiste

        Angel Fury

      

        

      
        Content Warnings:

      

        

      
        This is a contemporary romance series of connected standalones, featuring familiar tropes such as enemies to lovers, forced proximity, arranged marriages, secret babies, and contains some violence, and explicit sex scenes. Profanity, graphic, steamy scenes, violence, homicide, talk of deceased relatives, references to sexual assault and abuse (not by the MCs), mention of domestic violence (not perpetrated by MCs), mention of suicide, alcohol consumption, misogyny (not the MCs), questionable morals, hurtful past, manipulations, fake relationships, lies, revenge, forced marriages, very bad decisions, and romantic obsessions that may be unhealthy, or toxic.

        This is a fictional story with fictional characters. This is not real life.

        *Always take care of your mental, emotional, and physical self because you are important.
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        Denial is just another type of lie. But sometimes it’s all a girl has.

      

        

      
        Giselle

        Okay, so I threw a glass of beer in his face the first time I saw him. I thought he was his cousin and that he was treating my best friend badly.

        It was an honest mistake. I didn’t know the psycho was going to see it as a challenge and form a fixation on me. My answer was a firm, resounding no.

        But that didn’t seem to stop him. And when a group of drunk guys decided to follow me home one night after I left the Den, I had to admit, it paid to have a stalker who was six foot six inches of pure, tattooed muscle.

        Angel Fury was something to behold, and now that he made it into my bed, I was afraid he’d slithered into other places. Like my heart. There was only one way to get rid of the man who would only cause me pain in the end.

        Deny. Deny. Deny.

      

        

      
        Angel

        The first time I saw Giselle Vega, I knew I wanted her. The curvy goddess stood toe to toe with a monster like me and didn’t even bat an eyelash. It wasn’t every day I met a woman feisty enough to take me on.

        She could keep spouting her pitiful lies, but I knew the truth. I felt it every time I touched her. She was crazy about me. And I wanted to keep her. I just had to get her addicted. So, I decided to lay in wait, like the Viper I was.

        That was the thing about snakes. Sure, we hibernated at times, but we always struck when least expected.

        My pretty Little Doll has no idea what was coming for her.

      

        

      
        Pitiful Lies is the third in the contemporary romance series of connected standalones, Jersey Bad Boys. This series features familiar tropes such as enemies to lovers, forced proximity, arranged marriages, secret babies, and contains some violence and explicit scenes.
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            PROLOGUE ONE-ANGEL

          

        

      

    

    
      Early Summer

      Anticipation is something a lot of guys discount, but it’s kept me alive for forty-two years.

      Some people think a lifestyle like mine is part act, and they aren’t wrong. There is something to say about being the Enforcer to the most powerful criminal organization in town and showmanship.

      But if this is an act, then I am always on.

      I don’t wear a costume. All of this is me. And it is real.

      My height.

      My bulk.

      My ink.

      The metal in my ears.

      And the weapons strategically concealed around my body.

      I sit in the shadows, a tightly coiled serpent, waiting to strike at anyone who comes into my house with ill intent.

      The Vipers’ Den is our place.

      It is dark and loud. A little pretentious, and one of the most sought after night spots in the tri-state.

      A nightclub and bar, it’s the perfect cover for a syndicate like ours. Nico, Luc, and I run the Vipers, and this is our base of operations.

      We each have offices in the basement, and like any good snake pit there are hallways and secret passages that serve our needs well.

      We run a tight organization with Nico as our king. He’s my real cousin, but me, him, and Luc are all blood brothers. We’ve each put in enough blood, sweat, and tears to make this thing ours.

      I don’t mind having a king. A snake needs one head to lead, and Nico is perfect for the job. Luc is all brains, and his team of lawyers keeps us solid. I’m the guy in charge of all security, and I’ve spent the last few weeks increasing our fucking numbers.

      This feeling I have, it’s been building. I don’t know what it is, but something is happening.

      The atmosphere is ripe with expectation.

      Like some shit is about to go down.

      But I’m ready. I am always ready. I have to be.

      The DJ is spinning some shit with a heavy bass, but I’m not really paying attention to the song.

      Things are getting tense. But Nico’s mind isn’t where it should be.

      Oh, I know where it is. Ever since I brought that cute little baker girl here to clear her brother’s debts, a part of him has been MIA.

      It’s none of my fucking business. Nobody else’s, either.

      Nico, Luc, and I built this thing up from the ground when we were still wet behind the ears.

      Nico is the king because he fucking earned it.

      I don’t want the crown.

      I never did.

      I am happy right where I am. Doing what I do best. Cracking skulls and putting the fear of God in those who are too stupid to know they shouldn’t fuck with us.

      The Vipers are feared and respected. We are the gatekeepers. We control the ports and that means money and power. Never mind the cops, businessmen, and politicians we have in our pockets.

      The thing is, when you have assets like that, there’s always some asshole wanting to test you. And with Nico otherwise occupied, it’s on me to make sure no one gets through our defenses.

      I’m the Enforcer.

      The guys who work under me are all muscle, and they are loyal to the organization. I see to all our security needs, and I make sure anyone needing a lesson gets it.

      Luc is the Council.

      A bonafide fucking Princeton grad and a lawyer to boot. He handles all the business deals and makes sure our legit side is where it needs to be.

      As for my cousin, Nico?

      Well, like I said, he’s the undisputed King of the Vipers. That means he does a little bit of everything.

      Nico is unhinged in the best possible way. He is cunning and sharp as a tack. I’m proud of the fucker.

      I started working with him and Luc when they were just teenagers, and I was barely twenty. A bad batch of heroin sent Nico’s mother and Luc’s sister to their graves far too fucking early.

      That skinny brainiac and my hotheaded cousin took on the local dealers themselves and almost wound up dead for their efforts.

      That’s where I came in. I started out as an amateur MMA fighter, but I switched from main event type shit to underground matches.

      When I got a hold of Nico and Luc, all black and blue from a beating they took, I decided to teach them a thing or two about fighting.

      So, at my core, that’s what I am.

      A fighter.

      The three of us together were harder to defeat than any of the old gangs wanted to admit.

      But look at us now.

      We are the Vipers.

      And no one crosses us and lives to tell the tale.

      So, when the king is busy, I watch over the Den. Here I sit, minding the king’s throne and making sure everyone knows who and what we are.

      A group of scantily clad women sashays past me, and I give them a once over.

      It’s what they want. What they expect. And I am a man who appreciates beauty.

      They’re too obvious for my tastes, though. I’m forty-two, not twenty-five. Spandex and stilettos aren’t what I look for in female companionship these days.

      But then something, or rather, someone, catches my eye. She’s about five foot four inches tall and about a buck eighty, by my estimation.

      That might be large to some guys, but not to me.

      I’m six foot six inches tall and I am easily twice the curvy little woman’s weight.

      My cock starts to twitch behind my slacks as I take in her purposeful stride.

      Little Doll is walking right towards me, I realize and raise my eyes to her face.

      Holy fuck.

      If looks could kill I’d be dead on all accounts.

      The woman is, well, there’s no other word for it, stunning.

      She is stunning.

      Thick, dark tendrils of curls spiral down her back, past her shoulders, in a wild mane that bounces when she walks.

      I want to see it spread across my pillow like some dark dream. I bet it will look sexy as fuck.

      I adjust my thickening cock and sit forward, placing my full frosted beer mug on the table at my side.

      Her hips switch as she walks, bringing attention to the indent of her waist. My eyes travel down her body. I moan at the sight of her cleavage. Her big tits jiggle with every move, and that is not even the best part.

      Lower still, my gaze rakes over her covetously, stopping once I get to the little skirt she has on with two slits on either side.

      Holy. Fuck.

      Little Doll has got a set of legs on her.

      Oofah.

      Every time she steps, a flash of pale skin shows her thick fucking thighs as she walks.

      I want to feel those thighs wrapped around my head while I feast on her dripping cunt.

      I lick my lips, my gaze going back to her sweetheart of a face.

      But she ain’t smiling at me. In fact, her pale green eyes are flashing with an emotion I register as anger.

      Like white hot fucking anger.

      She is closer now, and I gotta admit I’m more than a little curious.

      I mean, I don’t know this woman from Eve.

      But I want to.

      And I want to know why she’s pissed.

      Of course, I wasn’t expecting her to grab my mug of beer and toss the contents in my face.

      “You bastard! Are you really just sitting here looking for your next fuck after you knock my friend up!” she yells, and I’m soaked, but I don’t even blink.

      How can I when she looks so fucking divine in all her fury?

      But that’s my name. And I’m about to show her what it means.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            PROLOGUE TWO-GISELLE

          

        

      

    

    
      So, this whole shitshow that is my life all started when I tossed a mug of beer in Angel Fury’s sexy as hell face.

      Of course, the enormous fucker just sat there after I did it, freezing me in place with his icy blue eyes.

      Jesus. Christ.

      Those eyes of his were like nothing I have ever seen. And for a split second, I hated myself for wanting the man my best friend was hung up on.

      At the time, I had mistaken him for his cousin.

      Anyway, after about a second, he stood up, towering over me. After his eyes and his bulk, the next thing I noticed were his tattoos.

      He was inked up from head to toe, it seemed. And I liked it. I liked it a lot.

      He stunned me, grabbing me by my waist and slamming his mouth against mine in some kind of barbaric claim.

      I was shocked to say the least.

      And turned on. Very, very turned on.

      And that was something that completely horrified me. But I had to admit, I didn’t push him away. I kissed him back.

      The first thing I tasted was beer. Likely the one I’d tossed at him. The second thing was him.

      Masculine power and mint.

      Not realizing he wasn’t the father of Anna’s baby, I did the only thing I could do in self-defense.

      I slapped him.

      But that only made him smile, and the second I saw that expression, I was done for.

      “I don’t know what it is you think I did, Koukla, But I promise I’ll fix it,” he said, then he kissed me again.

      “Wait,” I gasped, and turned my head, trying to catch my breath.

      “What about Anna?” I asked.

      “Anna? Who’s Anna?” he replied, and my mouth dropped open.

      “Aren’t you Nico Fury?” I asked.

      “Nah, Little Doll. I’m his cousin. Angel. Angel Fury,” he said, still not letting go of me.

      “Oh shit,” I murmured, realizing my grievous mistake.

      “Yeah, oh shit. You disrespected me in front of an audience, Koukla. Now you have to make it up to me,” he growled into my ear.

      Knowing who and what the Vipers were, I nodded my head. I didn’t need that kind of trouble in my life.

      I said no the first few times. But then, well, I agreed. And yeah, I went out with him.

      Well. Not out out. Just to the Den.

      I did it so he could save face. I played the part, acting like the big bad Viper’s girlfriend.

      It was easy at first. Falling into bed with Angel was downright enjoyable.

      The best I ever had.

      While Anna and Maria were finding their happy-ever-afters, I was dreaming about mine.

      But I’m not lucky like them.

      Angel isn’t like Nico or Luc. He’s not anything like his namesake.

      No. The big, sexy man is a devil in disguise.

      Still, I didn’t expect him to break my heart. But that’s my fault. I believed he wanted me as much as I wanted him.

      I have to be honest, though. Angel made no promises or declarations. And after seeing him in the Den with a skinny blonde perched on his lap, I didn’t need any.

      I dated cheaters before, and it never ended well for me. I wouldn’t do it again.

      So, I ran.

      I took the easy way out.

      I skipped town when my best friend was about to have a baby, and I did it for the most cowardly reason of all.

      Because my feelings were hurt.

      Pitiful, right?

      Fuck.

      I am not usually such a wimp, but I just couldn’t face a lying, cheating bastard like Angel Fury.

      Anna and Maria will forgive me. That’s what best friends do.

      I just need some time to myself. Away from my mess. Time to heal and forget whatever that was I allowed to happen between us.

      The fact is, it’s over now. I have to move on. I will move on.

      Because I’m a motherfucking badass, and Angel Fury is nothing to me.

      Liar.

      I wince as the word enters my brain and I force it out just as quickly as it snuck in.

      I can get over this, over him, I know I can.

      It’s just a matter of time.
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            PROLOGUE THREE-GISELLE

          

        

      

    

    
      Almost two months later.

      I close my phone after checking out the newest images of Nico Jr. that Anna just sent over and I will myself not to cry.

      Fuck.

      Everything is so fucked up. I don’t know what to do anymore.

      I know it’s stupid and weak, but after seeing Angel with that beautiful blonde stranger plastered all over him, I couldn’t just stick around.

      I had to leave town.

      For weeks, Angel made me believe we were an item.

      The real deal.

      Sure, it all happened unconventionally. I mean, I did toss a beer in his face, and he did kinda force me to play his girlfriend.

      But somewhere the lines got blurred. I went from acting a part to believing it.

      Maybe it was when he bent me over the sofa in his office, lifted my skirt, and fucked me from behind like a man on a mission.

      Or it could have been when he drove me home later and cupped my face tenderly, kissing me until I damn near melted into a puddle of goo.

      There was no audience either time.

      Just us.

      After that, our fake-relationship seemed pretty not-fake to me.

      Angel seemed to like my super curvy and ultra thick body. And I sure as fuck liked his giant-sized muscular one.

      Angel Fury is simply too hot for his own good. His face is perfection. Sometimes, it hurts to look at him.

      The asshole.

      His eyes are more aquamarine than sapphire blue, and I love them. Sometimes, they look almost white.

      Ethereal.

      Gorgeous.

      Fantastic.

      His cheekbones and powerful jaw are almost too masculine, but it’s all softened by sinfully delicious lips.

      Seriously, I just wanna sit on his face for like hours with those things.

      I have.

      Which makes this so fucking hard. I wish I hadn’t tried to surprise him. I wish I didn’t know about her. The other woman.

      But I do know. And it’s killing me.

      It only emphasizes how little about the man I actually bothered to learn during our tryst.

      Angel isn’t what I would call a sharer. I’ve never even seen his house.

      Yes, we hung out.

      Usually at the Vipers’ Den.

      Yes, we fucked like bunnies.

      Again, usually in his office, which, for obvious reasons, sported a huge bedroom.

      But we rarely talked. And we didn’t do other things normal couples did.

      We didn’t date. Or go out to dinner. Or meet each other’s families. Or, well, anything, really.

      “Did you pick a color?” the manicurist interrupts my spiraling thoughts, and I hand her the hot pink I chose for my mani-pedi.

      “Okay, this way. Would you like me to turn on the chair massage?”

      “Oh God, fuck yes. Oops! Sorry, I meant to say, yes, please,” I tell her, and she smiles and nods knowingly.

      She turns on the water and fills the foot tub, adding a blue tablet. I sit back in the chair and close my eyes, humming low in my throat as I try to ease away the horrible month I’ve had with a little self-care.

      Missing all these milestones in Anna’s life makes me feel like a total asshole. She and Nico bought a house in the suburbs and Jr. is just on his way to take over the world already. Maria and Luc got hitched, too.

      I am missing it all.

      Just because I am a pitiful coward.

      FML.

      “Would you like a real massage? Your shoulders look tense,” the same manicurist asks.

      “Sure,” I reply.

      My eyes are still closed as I lean forward to give her room. It’s Fort Lauderdale and hot as fuck even in September.

      I’m wearing a cami and a pair of booty shorts. Just like everyone else. But I still feel overheated.

      Big, warm hands clasp my skin and start massaging. And my eyes fly wide open.

      I know those hands.

      Oh no. How the fuck did he find me here?

      “Don’t touch me.”

      I say it even though I want his hands on me. And the realization makes me mad.

      I look right into Angel’s pale blue eyes, and I frown, hard.

      Fuck him for coming here, looking better than anyone has a right to. And who does he think he is massaging my shoulders?

      I try to move, but he holds me firmly in place.

      “Don’t touch you, Koukla? You sure? Last time I saw you, you were begging for my touch. Remember?”

      His words have me squeezing my thighs together. I’m already so turned on, just one touch and I’d likely combust.

      “That was before I knew you’re nothing but a two-timing cheat,” I reply between clenched teeth and try to shake him off.

      But Angel is impossible to move. And his eyes narrow like he is super pissed.

      “I think we got ourselves a misunderstanding here. But no worries. We’ll get that all straightened out on the way back home,” he says, standing to his full height.

      And it is impressive. Bastard just has to be tall, dark, tattooed, and handsome as the goddamn devil himself.

      Fuck him twice for that.

      “What are you talking about? I’m not going anywhere with you.”

      “Little Doll, you can come quietly, or you can scream. Your choice,” he pauses, pressing his mouth against my ear. “You know how much I like it when you scream.”

      Then he licks my neck, biting down hard, before backing up and handing the manicurist a couple of hundreds.

      “Don’t worry about your parents. I got your suitcase from your mother. She’s a very nice lady. Says she’s been wondering why you haven’t left to see Anna. Your father, too.”

      “You went to my parents’ condo?” I ask, eyes wide.

      “Yep. Hey, you think you can work fast?”

      “Yes, sir,” the manicurist says.

      “Cool. Thanks. You, uh, want me to keep massaging those shoulders, Gorgeous? Or anything else? I’m always available for you,” he says to me.

      This prick.

      “No thanks. You’re not needed here,” I say, arching one eyebrow.

      I grab the remote for the chair and press the button to start the deluxe message.

      Fuck this asshole.

      I ignore him for the next twenty minutes. And yeah, I'm bouncing around the goddamn massage chair while my toenails are being polished, and I am waiting for him to walk away so I can text Anna or Maria, anyone who will sympathize with me.

      But he just stands there. Watching me.

      Stupid cheating jerk.

      I try to close my eyes to block him out.

      Two-timing shithead.

      I fucking earned this pedicure and I'm going to goddamn enjoy it

      Even if I look like a bag of Jello while the bulky massage chair does its thing.
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            PROLOGUE FOUR-ANGEL

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m not made for serious relationships, but something about this woman won’t let me leave her alone.

      Giselle Vega.

      The one who ran away.

      Literally.

      I call her Koukla. It means beautiful doll or little doll, which is how I think of Giselle.

      She’s short. And she’s beautiful.

      Hauntingly so.

      She’s got this body that just won’t quit. And her mouth. Her fucking mouth drives me insane.

      We were messing around for a little while, and I thought we were good.

      But something happened, and I don’t know what. Giselle ran, and I tried to stay away.

      Really, I did.

      I’m not the kinda guy who chases women. But I am chasing her. I just can’t help it.

      I watch my Little Doll bouncing around in that massage chair and it’s all I can do not to toss her over my shoulder.

      I’m still not ruling that out yet.

      She can spout all the pitiful lies she wants about not needing me or wanting me. But I feel something every time we’re near one another.

      And she feels it too.

      Whether or not she wants to admit it.

      Seven weeks, almost two months, that’s how long she’s been gone. It isn’t a very long time, but it sure feels like it.

      My concentration has been shit. Days seem longer, lonelier, too. But maybe that’s from one too many sleepless nights just thinking about where Giselle is and who she’s with.

      Why’d you run, Koukla? Is it someone else?

      I fucking hate thinking about her with another man. Even picturing her talking to one makes me want to commit homicide.

      Makes me goddamn rabid.

      Anna is helpful with that part. She tells me where she’s gone before I can track her myself.

      When Anna left Nico, he made the executive decision to try to stay out of her life. He didn’t want his darkness poisoning her light.

      Whatever. They still ended up together. Just spent six months apart, and I know my cousin regrets that.

      As for me? I’m not that good a person. Trusting her to realize her mistake on her own, to miss me—or even her friends, though it pains me to say that—enough to want to come back.

      I sit and wait, but it’s been almost two months. And this has gone on long enough.

      I know she’s been with her family. And yeah, I’ve had eyes on her. Sent a few of my team down there to keep watch.

      So fucking what?

      It might be creepy having someone tail her, but I’m okay with a little creeping.

      I had to know she was safe and sound for my own peace of mind.

      Only, it hasn’t been peaceful since she left. I have not had one decent night’s sleep in all this time.

      It’s like I got this hole in me since she’s been gone. An ever-growing ache only she can soothe.

      But now she’s in my sights. And that pain I’ve been feeling? Well, it’s finally subsiding.

      Just like I knew it would.

      The massage chair finally stops, and Giselle opens her eyes. My breath stalls. Fuck, she is stunning. That celery green gaze I’ve missed so much catches mine, and I’m already hard for her.

      I’ve never seen eyes that color. With her almost black hair and her sun kissed skin, she looks like something out of a wet dream. Mine, mainly.

      “Ready, Koukla?” I ask, my voice coming out grittier than I intended.

      But I don’t wait for an answer. I just bend down and grab her by the waist. She’s so tiny, my hands are almost the size of her torso.

      “What are you doing?” she asks on a whisper.

      I don’t answer. I simply pick her up. I drop a hard kiss on her mouth, stopping her fidgeting, then I toss my sweet cinnamon smelling Koukla over my shoulder. Just like a sack of potatoes.

      A sexy sack of potatoes.

      “Angel!” she yells and hits my back.

      It’s cute.

      “Knock it off, Little Doll, or I’ll be forced to punish you. And if I do that, this ride is gonna be a lot messier than you want,” I say and spank her juicy ass, giving it a squeeze before moving my hand to the inside of her thigh.

      Heat from her pussy sears me, and I bite back my groan. She stills immediately and I don’t bother to hide my smirk.

      She can’t see it anyway.

      “If you don’t put me down, Angel, I swear to God I am going to kill you,” she hisses.

      A chuckle spills from my lips. There she is.

      Goddamn.

      I missed that mouth.

      This is gonna be so much fun.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            CHAPTER ONE-ANGEL

          

        

      

    

    
      Giselle is facing the window, refusing to look at me, and it’s annoying. I know we have to talk, but how can I start if she won’t acknowledge I’m there?

      Curiosity wars with pure animal lust every time I glance her way. Truly, I don’t get it.

      Me and Sisi always had a good time together. I mean, I know she had a good time whenever we were in the bedroom in my office, fucking each other's brains out.

      My Little Doll is vocal. She lets me know when she likes what I am doing to her body. It’s one of the hottest things about her.

      And let me tell you, she likes what I do to her body.

      “Why did you leave?” I ask, breaking the silence.

      Giselle turns her head and gives me a dirty look. But she doesn’t answer.

      Now, I’m getting more than annoyed. I’m getting pissed.

      “Fine. We’ll do it your way,” I murmur, too low for her to hear me.

      I bite the inside of my cheek as I drive the rest of the way to the private airport where the Viper Enterprises’ jet sits waiting for me in silence.

      Little Doll still hasn’t turned towards me. She has her arms crossed. Probably cold. I am guessing due to the fact she is wearing a pitiful little excuse for a shirt.

      I adjust the temperature. When I look at her again, she is biting
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