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        Dear Reader,

        Beast wants you to know that he’s a ride or die kinda man.

        If you don’t enjoy riding his dick  (even if it is in your imagination) then he’ll die of fucking shame.

        Grim wants you to know that if you ever try riding his dick (even if it is in your imagination), she’ll cut it off and bury him and his womanising dick six feet underground.

        They love each other really…

        Happy Reading!

        Love Bea xoxo
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      Dear Reader

      For those of you who fell in love with Beast and Grim in the Academy of Stardom series, this one’s for you! I’ve been wanting to write about their love story for some time now. In fact, when Grim first appeared in the Academy of Misfits trilogy, I knew then she was a character who deserved her own story, but it wasn’t until her voice, and that of Beast’s, grew so loud in Academy of Stardom that I had the real need to write their story.

      Initially I wanted this to be a standalone, but it soon became apparent that one book would not suffice, so now they’re getting a duet. Heads You Lose, book two of the duet will be out early summer. This will conclude their story and introduce some old friends.

      If you’re a regular reader of mine, you know that I LOVE a book playlist. This time I’ve decided to do something a little differently and give each chapter a specific song. Each song is listed at the top of the chapter with a link to the playlist. I hope you enjoy them!

      In addition, this story opens with a prologue which is a letter written by Grim (aka Kate) to her daughter, Iris, and refers to something that happens at the end of the Academy of Stardom series and plays out in Their Obsession duet. If you haven’t read either of these two series, it may be a little confusing. However, it was imperative to pull these three separate series together, and will make perfect sense to those of you who’ve read both Academy of Stardom series and Their Obsession Duet.

      If you’ve not read either, then you may scratch your head and wonder about the contents of the prologue. Firstly, I hope it intrigues you enough to read Academy of Stardom and Their Obsession Duet (in that order), but if it doesn’t, then the rest of the story won’t be spoiled by it. You can absolutely read this book without reading the other series.

      Like I’ve said, Grim & Beast have been around in this world I’ve created for some time, so there are lots of crossovers in this duet with characters that already have their own story.

      My recommended reading order is:

      Brothers Freed trilogy

      Academy of Misfits

      Beyond the Horizon

      Finding Their Muse

      Academy of Stardom

      Their Obsession Duet

      Beast and Grim Duet
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      If you’re familiar with my books you’ll know that I love a book playlist. Each chapter of Tales You Win has a song that I’ve selected which is specific to that chapter, but if you want the playlist in full, then you can find it on Spotify here: Tales You Win.
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      Dear Iris,

      I’m not great with words. I act. That’s what I’m doing now.

      You see, my sweet baby girl, I have a sister. Her name’s Christy and she’s in trouble.

      Real bad trouble.

      Some men have taken her, stolen her away and locked her up in their castle.

      They’re bad, bad men and they’ll hurt her.

      I have to rescue her. I have to bring her home.

      That’s what I do. I protect my own. Family means everything to me. Everything.

      Which means I have to do the one thing I hoped never to do and that’s leave you behind. I can’t put you in danger.

      I won’t.

      Instead, I’m trusting my friend Pen and her men, Xeno, Dax, Zayn and York to take care of you whilst I’m gone. They’re good people, the best. They will love you and care for you whilst your dad and I go slay the monsters.

      You’re too young to understand how dangerous this is. We might never come back. It hurts my heart to admit that I may be making a choice where you are left an orphan with no parents.

      It hurts me beyond repair, and I will live with the wound forever, whether I live or die.

      But I have to go. We have to go, your dad and me.

      I have entrusted you to my friends who will love you until we return, and if we don’t… will love you always.

      If this is the end of your dad’s and my story, then so be it.

      Either way, I’ve left you a gift.

      It’s my story.

      Actually, it’s our love story.

      Your dad’s and mine.

      His words, and mine. His memories and my memories, all scrawled down on the pages of these notebooks.

      You see, Iris, a long time ago a coin was thrown.

      A coin that would decide my fate.

      Tales you win.

      Heads you lose.

      I won, and my dad, your grandfather, lost.

      Though admittedly it didn’t feel that way at the time.

      What I do know is that everything happens for a reason. Your dad and I were always supposed to be together, it just took a while to get there.

      This might not be the perfect fairy tale, but it is our fairy tale, and now it’s yours.

      Ma x
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        It started with a… kiss fight.

      

      

      “Fists up, protect your face, keep light on your toes,” the growly bastard yells at me.

      “I’m trying!” I snap, stomping my foot against the canvas in frustration as I drop my guard and glare at Beast, my dad’s enforcer and my fucking bodyguard. Sweat trickles down my spine and between my tits, causing my t-shirt to stick to my chest and back.

      “Has Princess had enough for one day?” he asks, snorting with laughter as he pulls off the boxing pad and tussles my hair with his huge hands. We’ve been training regularly for the last six months and I’m getting stronger and fitter with every session, but Beast still runs me ragged.

      “It’s Grim,” I protest, slapping his hands away.

      Beast cocks his head. “Nope, still Princess to me.”

      “I’m not a princess, you arsehole!”

      He chuckles. “Yeah, yeah. Now are we done?”

      “Not nearly, Roger,” I retort, shoving him off me and using his given name because I know it pisses him off. Ever since my dad aka The Boss, aka Carter Davidson, aka the ruler of Tales—an underground fight club—started calling me Grim after my love of reading Grimms’ Fairy Tales, Beast and the other men who work for my father started calling me Princess.

      It’s fucking annoying.

      His smile drops. “You ain’t too old to be put over my knee and given a spanking. Don’t push your luck, kid.”

      Kid? Okay, that’s worse than being called Princess, the fucking twat. In a month I’ll be eighteen. Besides, I haven’t been a kid for a very long time. Comes with the territory of being a gangster’s daughter.

      “Ha! As if you would. I think my dad would have a few things to say about an old wanker like you getting his rocks off over spanking a kid!” I sass back, knowing I’m pushing all his buttons and loving every minute of it. Firstly, he’s not all that older than me, maybe around twenty-three. Secondly, he’d never raise a hand to me, unless it’s in the ring and he’s teaching me how to defend myself. Thirdly, he might be a fucking maniac and kill people for a living, but he isn’t a predator. The guy’s a straight up saint when it comes to women. In fact, I’ve heard he’s a gentleman, except in bed when, apparently, he's an animal or rather a beast, but only to women who are well over the age of consent. Not that I’ve asked around or anything. My cheeks flush at the thought, and I preoccupy myself with trying to pull off my gloves, which is no easy feat when you don’t have the use of your fingers.

      “You know that mouth of yours is gonna get you in a shitload of trouble one of these days,” Beast remarks, chucking the boxing pads he was holding at Dom—my dad’s third in command—who catches them easily.

      The reflexes on that man are insane. I witnessed him catching a knife by the blade once. Straight up thought it was going to bury itself in his forehead. It didn’t, though. Dom’s got a four inch scar on his palm for the trouble. In fact, he’s covered in them. He’s been involved in more fights than the local tomcat and that tomcat takes on dogs. Both of them are certifiably insane, like all my dad’s men, or ‘soldiers’ as he calls them. Funnily enough he looks like more of a beast than Beast does with a shorn head, squashed nose from it being broken so many times, and missing half an ear from when it was ripped off by an opposing fighter in the cage.

      Yeah, the fights get bloody at Tales.

      “What do you mean going to get her in a shitload of trouble?” Dom asks, winking at me whilst I glare back at him. “She’s already causing a fucking problem with the local hoodrats. That fucker Hudson came over today sniffing around for Princess.”

      “Hud is my friend, not a hoodrat, and I am NOT a princess!”

      “Touchy subject, Princess?” Dom teases.

      “Fuck you, Dom-I’ve-got-a-limp-dick,” I retort with a wan smile.

      “Oh Princess, my dick most definitely limps. Have you seen the way it drags across the floor when I walk?”

      Beast roars with laughter as my eyes stupidly drop to Dom’s crotch and the very sizeable bulge he has there. What is it with these men and their dick appreciation? If I had a sack of skin swinging between my legs like some elephant trunk, I wouldn’t be bragging about it. Fucking ugly if you ask me. I much prefer tits. Not that I have any… Maybe I’m a lesbian? I mull that thought over as I glance back at Beast who is watching me with a sudden intensity that makes my skin cover in goosebumps, my stomach lurch and my traitorous pussy tingle. Okay, so definitely into men then.

      “Fuck sake,” I mutter under my breath.

      “What’s the matter, Princess, cat got your tongue?” Beast asks, his voice low and lethal sounding.

      I gulp. “Nope. Perfectly fucking fine, thank you very much,” I reply, arching a brow.

      “I’ll leave you to lock up and get Princess home, yeah?” Dom asks, completely ignoring me and smirking at Beast.

      “Yep. I got this,” Beast replies, turning his attention back to me as the door to the gym slams shut and Dom leaves us alone together. He stares at me, his leaf-green eyes bright in the fluorescent lights as I continue to struggle to remove my boxing gloves. “So you were saying something about me getting off on spanking kids?”

      “It was a joke,” I say, rolling my eyes and turning my back on him as I stride over to the other side of the ring. Only I don’t make it that far as Beast lifts me up and chucks me over his shoulder. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING!” I scream from my upside-down position, my face practically pressed against his ridiculously firm arse.

      “I thought that was obvious,” he retorts with a low, rumbly chuckle that has my insides fucking squirming.

      Jesus, I need to get a grip. I do not like Roger Smith, a bland name for a man who’s far from it. “My dad will kill you if you even think about raising a hand to me.” I punch him on his arse and the back of his tree-trunk thighs. The fucker doesn’t even flinch.

      “Your father has given me free rein to do whatever the fuck I want…” he warns, his voice dropping an octave or two and sounding far more sexy than it has any right to. “...Inside the ring.”

      “Fuck that, you moron! Put me down!”

      He chuckles, clearing his throat, then drops me unceremoniously onto the stool situated in the corner of the ring. I let out a whoosh of air from the impact and immediately stand, not liking, or perhaps liking too much, the fact that he’s towering over me all sweaty and big and fucking sexy as sin. He’s tall. Six foot five to my five foot seven. A fucking giant, no… Beast.

      “Urgh, you’re an arsehole!” I say, punching him as hard as I can on the nearest bodily part which happens to be his very wide, abnormally firm, stomach. I mean there’s six packs and then there’s six packs, and his happens to be accompanied with a V muscle that turns all women’s insides liquid. Except mine, because once you’ve seen one, you’ve seen them all, and every fighter at Tales has one.

      So I’m immune.

      Except his muscles are covered in tattoos, and my immunity stops there. Tattoos are my weak spot and I happen to find them insanely attractive. My eyes rove over his bare chest, all slick with sweat as I drink in the familiar geometric patterns that criss-cross his chest and stomach, and the single eye staring at me from his right pec. Not to mention the beautifully detailed side profile of a lion, its gaze focusing on his navel. God, his tattoos are fucking epic…

      “Are you gaping at my dick?” Beast asks, chuckling.

      “What? No!” I reply, quickly lifting my gaze and rubbing at my sweaty, flushed cheeks.

      “Then don’t be staring like that, Princess. You might give a man the wrong impression,” he says, placing his large, bear-sized hands on my shoulders. “Sit!”

      I sit.

      Dropping to his knees before me, he reaches for my gloved hands and starts untying them. His thick fingers are nimble and mesmerising despite their size, and don't even get me started on his hands with his wide palms, the thick wrists, the veins and the tattoos. You know what they say about a man and his hands… Wait, perhaps it’s the feet? Fuck, whatever. Either way, big hands, big dick.

      “I don’t fancy you, Roger, if that’s what you’re getting at,” I say, lying through my teeth. “Your physique might turn the average bimbo with fewer brain cells than a gnat on, but not me. I prefer my men with more upstairs. Know what I mean?”

      Beast scoffs and I can’t help but smile at the way he yanks at the string of my gloves. “Are we back to that Hudson prick again? Jumped-up shit who thinks he’s gonna run the world, that one. More balls than a rugby team playing at Twickenham stadium, but a lot less sense.”

      “Hud is smart,” I counter. “Don’t underestimate him.”

      “Princess, I make a habit of never underestimating anyone because I am smart.”

      “Says the man who has ride or die tattooed on his lower stomach. Yeah, smart. More like fucking obvious,” I scoff. “Is that the male equivalent of a tramp stamp?”

      Beast’s fingers still. “No, just the fucking truth. I’m a ride or die kinda man, both in life and in the bedroom. Any woman I invite into my bed can vouch for that,” he says, and I have to grit my teeth and lock down the urge to squirm. I do not want to give him the satisfaction.

      “Well, whatever. I prefer the smarts. Besides, Hudson’s about a thousand times more attractive than you…” And whilst that’s not strictly true as they’re both equally attractive, just in different ways, he doesn’t need to know that.

      Beast snorts, back to concentrating on what he’s doing. “If you’re trying to offend me, don’t bother, Princess. I’m not interested in the slightest. You’re my boss’s daughter, underage and entirely off fucking limits. So let’s just get back to being cool, okay?”

      “What, as opposed to hot? Are you saying I’m hot, Roger? Do you want a nice tight piece of underage arse?” I don’t know why I push him like this, but I can’t seem to help myself. Not to mention the fact I’ll be eighteen in a couple of months and officially classified as an adult, so there’s that. This time he does look up, and I swallow hard at the look of anger in his eyes.

      “Even if you were of fucking age, I still wouldn’t touch you.”

      “You do realise that the age of consent in the UK is sixteen, right?” I say, taunting him.

      “I don’t give a fuck what the law says. My age of consent is firmly fixed at twenty, got it?”

      “Why twenty? You’re also considered an adult at eighteen in this country.”

      “Just because…” he replies, refusing to explain. “Besides, you’re not my type.”

      Removing my gloves, his fingers curling around my wrists, all warm and firm and, surprisingly, soft. For a couple of seconds he just stares at the spot where our skin touches and I wonder if he feels it too, that electric current humming between us.

      “No?” I question softly, my heart racing in my chest as he leans in close. I’m pretty sure he can feel my pulse racing under his fingers.

      “No,” he repeats, whispering in my ear. “I like my women with a bit of meat on their bones. Come back to me when you’ve turned into one, yeah?” I suck in an offended breath and he laughs, letting me go. “I’ll call you a cab,” he says, standing abruptly.

      “I thought you were taking me home?”

      “Nope.” He strides over to the other side of the ring and ducks between the ropes, dropping to the floor.

      “Where are you going?” I shout after him, hating the way my voice catches and my skin burns from his touch.

      “I’ve got work to do.”

      “What work?” I ask, frowning.

      “Carter has got wind of some news he ain’t happy with. Nothing to concern yourself with.”

      “News?”

      Beast ignores me “Babysitting duties are up. Catch you later, Princess.”

      And with that he’s gone.

      “It’s Grim!” I yell after him.

      Staring at the door that Beast just left through, I grind my teeth. He’s the only one of my dad’s men who knows how to really push my buttons, the arrogant, cocky bastard. Then again he’s the only one of my dad’s men that really knows me at all. As I try to calm my thrashing heart, I reassure myself with the fact that there will come a time when I’ll be queen of this fight club and Beast will be answering to me. Though whether that’s as my lover or as my soldier isn’t clear just yet.
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      “Start talking or I’ll cut off another damn toe!” I growl, swiping the back of my hand against my sweaty forehead. Cutting bone is fucking hard work, plus there’s no air-con down here in the basement of Tales and it’s as hot as a hooker’s coochie in summer.

      The cocky prick who’s strapped naked to the metal gurney spits, a glob of saliva and blood hitting the concrete floor by my feet. “Fuck you!”

      I lift a brow, impressed. This is one tough motherfucker. Normally just being strapped to this table and showing them the blunt edge of a well-used knife is enough to get the fuckers talking. Not this man. He’s kept his mouth shut, and he’s now minus both big toes for the trouble. “I ain’t saying shit!”

      “Yeah, I’m getting that impression,” I muse, a note of respect in my voice.

      Either he’s got a very high pain threshold or he’s high as a fucking kite on some kind of opioid. I’m guessing the latter given the size of his pupils.

      “Listen, mate. You could walk… hobble,” I correct myself, glancing at his ruined feet as Carter snorts with derision from the other side of the room. Obviously, this guy walking out of here ain’t gonna happen, but usually the possibility of it gets them singing like a canary. “Carter is happy to let you hobble on your way,” I continue, cracking my neck. “So long as you give us the name of the prick who’s been organising sly bets on our fights right under our fucking noses.”

      “You’ll let me go?” The guy scoffs. “I’m not an idiot, but I am pissed off that it’s your face I have to see before I die.”

      “Then you’re a fucking martyr covering for a man who doesn’t deserve it!” I retort, losing my patience. “I mean Saxon, for fuck’s sake, would sell out his own mother just to save his arse!”

      The guy laughs hysterically, flicking his gaze to Carter. “And you think he’s any better? And people say you’re smart…”

      “What’s that supposed to mean, you little prick?”

      Before I even know what’s happening, Carter strides over to the trolley loaded with torture implements, picks up a screwdriver and slams it into the guy’s shoulder. “Tell me what I want to fucking know, you piece of shit!”

      “I ain’t no grass!” the little twat roars back, adrenaline and the drug he’s taken keeping him from passing the fuck out.

      I ease Carter away from him, shaking my head.  “Boss, I got this.”

      “Fucking cunt!” Carter snarls before pulling a cigarette from his packet and lighting it up. He drags in a deep breath and blows out a stream of smoke. “The next time you disrespect me, I will drive that screwdriver through your fucking eyeball!” He looks down at his Armani suit, which is no longer pristine given droplets of blood have splashed over the lapel, and frowns. “Fuck sake! If you weren’t already going to die, I would’ve killed you my fucking self for getting blood all over my suit!”

      I’m about to say it’s not really the guy's fault that he stabbed him with a screwdriver but I hold my tongue. I need this over and fucking done with, and getting into a spat with the boss ain’t gonna make that happen. Besides, I’ve got a major case of blueballitis that has been plaguing me ever since Princess provoked me during training a couple of days ago. She’s been playing on my damn mind ever since, and I cannot and will not travel down that road. Hence needing to get out of here quickly so I can relieve some of the pressure in my pants with anyone other than her.

      “Listen, mate, on any other day I’d be impressed with your loyalty, but I’ve got plans tonight that include sinking balls deep into some top class stripper pussy, so do us a solid and tell us what we want to know!”

      “And I told you, I ain’t no grass!”

      Shaking my head, I glare at the prick. “Look, you hairy scrotum, I’m normally a patient fucking man, but I got pussy waiting on me and I’m fucking starving, so start fessing up!”

      The dickhead has the gall to laugh. Fuck me, he really does have a death wish.

      “Fuck this, Beast! Cut him up into little pieces and deliver them to Saxon. We all know that cunt is behind this,” Carter snaps, his dark brown eyes flashing.

      “Boss, you hired me for my ability to break the toughest motherfuckers. I’d appreciate it if you’d let me do my job. We need to hear it from the horse’s mouth or we can’t make a move. You know that.”

      Carter narrows his eyes at me through a plume of blue-grey smoke, but he knows I’m right. I’m really fucking good at my job. “Fine. I’ve got business to attend to anyway. I’m heading home for a bit before the next fight tonight. Swing by my place once you’ve confirmed a name, and pick up Grim on your way over. She’s with Hudson.”

      I give Carter a surprised look. “You approve?”

      He shrugs. “He’s a smart guy, it’s the only reason he’s still alive. That and the fact I know he ain’t interested in Grim.”

      “He’s gay?”

      “Nope, he’s focused. He’s only got one thing on his mind and it certainly ain’t pussy. He hasn’t got time for a relationship, not whilst he’s trying to claw his way out of the gutter.”

      “You sure? I could rough him up a bit, warn him off?”

      “Positive. I’m keeping a close eye on Hudson Freed and his brothers, they might come in useful at a later date. Know what I’m saying?”

      “Yep.”

      “Anyway, enough of the chit-chat. Get me proof.”

      “Got it,” I reply, waiting for the heavy iron door to click shut before I turn my attention back to this stupid fucking cunt who is rapidly ruining my night.

      Rolling my head, I drop the serrated knife onto the metal table, droplets of blood splattering across the surface as I pick up a pair of gardening shears. Rusty and covered in dried blood, they’re about as sharp as a butter knife, making them perfect for what I’m about to do next. I don’t profess to like chopping off a man’s dick, not because I feel bad about it or anything, but because it makes my own dick metaphorically shrivel up, and that ain’t good for my mental or physical health, particularly not the way my balls are feeling tonight.

      “Just fucking kill me and be done with it, coz I ain’t talking,” the guy mumbles, bashing the back of his head against the metal table like he’s trying to do the job for me.

      I lean over him and press my palm against his forehead to hold him still and get real close. “Okay, I’ll level with you. You were right, you ain’t walking, or hobbling, or fucking crawling out of here for that matter. These will be your last few minutes on Earth, so I’m gonna give you a choice. You tell me what Carter wants to know, and I can make this quick. Or you can choose to hold out on me, and I’ll make sure you bleed out slow. But I can assure you, you’ll tell me what I want to know regardless. So what’s it to be?” I ask.

      “Go fuck yourself!” he shouts, the veins in his neck straining as he bares his teeth at me.

      “Yeah, I figured that’s what you might say,” I reply, lowering the shears towards his dick. “But that’s alright, I can get some pussy later. I’m more than happy to wait until the drug you’ve taken has worn off and all your nerve endings are back to firing properly.”

      There’s a flicker of fear in his eyes, and whilst that isn’t unusual given the circumstances, I recognise that fear for what it is. This man ain’t afraid to die, but he is afraid of what will happen if he talks and we all know that grassing usually ends with not only your death but the death of your loved ones too. If that cunt Saxon is behind this, then he’ll already have a marker on this man’s family. No question.

      “Fuck, man! I never wanted to bring them into this.”

      “Okay, spit it out,” I demand, tapping his limp dick with the shears. “Whose life has Saxon threatened if you talk?”

      He meets my gaze, his fear barrelling out of control now. Bingo.

      “My kid sister. She’s only fucking ten.”

      “Ah fuck.” I let out a heavy sigh. Dealing with toerags like this man ain’t usually an issue for me, especially when they work for a prick like Saxon, but when you start bringing innocents into the mix…  “You know what, sometimes I hate my fucking job.”

      “What?” he asks, blinking up at me.

      “Does she have anyone else?”

      “Anyone else?” he asks, a flash of confusion crossing his features.

      “To look after her?”

      “She lives with my aunt.”

      “Not with you?”

      He shakes his head, his teeth rattling now with adrenaline. Looks like talk of his sister has sent his system into a downward spiral. Believe it or not, physical pain can often be controlled by people in situations like this. I’ve witnessed a lot of men take their fair share of torture before cracking, but as soon as you bring up something that will fuck with their head and their heart… Yeah, most don’t last five minutes.

      “Where?”

      “Essex.”

      “Address?”

      “Why?” he asks, suddenly testing the restraints. I know he’s wondering if he can somehow escape and get back to his little sister. We both know that ain’t happening.

      “Because, Einstein, I’m gonna send some men to go collect her and your aunt. We can protect them.”

      “Why would Carter do that?” he asks, surprised.

      “Carter wouldn’t. I would.”

      “Why?”

      “Because they’re innocent and don’t deserve to die because you’re affiliated with the wrong fucking man. Do you want their deaths on your conscience?”

      “No! Fuck! I’m all they’ve got!”

      “Well not anymore,” I say, dropping the garden shears onto the table. “Just confirm that it’s Saxon who’s pissing in the wrong territory, and give me the address of your family and I’ll make sure they’re taken care of.”

      He meets my gaze. “You promise?”

      “Yes.”

      He nods. “15 Southside Road, Chelmsford.”

      “Good man,” I mutter, pulling out my phone and sending a quick text message to Connall, my go-to in situations like this. He’s not Carter’s man, he’s my oldest friend and one of the O’Briens, a well-known, not to be fucked with, Irish mafia family who own all of the Irish pubs in London and a few dodgy side businesses involving bootlegged liquor and firearms. Not that I give a shit. We go way back and it’s not as if I’m clean. You could lock me away for three life sentences given the amount of shit I’ve done in the name of my boss. It’s why I’m head of security and his most trusted soldier, hence the babysitting duties with Princess. He trusts very few people with his baby girl. I don’t fucking blame him. Princess has a way of burying her sharp little claws into your skin.

      And your dick…

      “Fuck!”

      “What?! What did they say?”

      “Don’t worry, your sister and aunt will be taken care of,” I reply, tucking my mobile phone back into my pocket.

      “What’s gonna happen to them?” he asks, his teeth chattering so loud I can barely make out the words.

      “I’ll get them to a safe house”

      “But they don’t have much money…”

      “Is that why you started to work for Saxon… Money?”

      He nods. “Yeah.”

      “And you think selling drugs to minors is the right way of going about that? I heard that a kid not much older than your baby sister took one of his dodgy pills and died. What do you think about that, huh?” I ask, gearing myself up to the fact that I’m gonna end this prick’s life any second now. I ain’t sad for him, he’s just another cunt who’ll do anything for money, but I do feel bad for his kid sister and aunt. No doubt they love him and he keeps his nefarious shit away from them. Until now.

      “It wasn’t me that sold the drugs to that kid.”

      “But I bet you have, right?”

      He doesn’t answer and I nod, grabbing the Glock 21 semi-automatic pistol and pressing the muzzle against his temple. “Name.”

      “I have money stashed in the floorboards of my aunt’s spare bedroom. She doesn't know it’s there. Make sure my aunt takes it. It’ll be enough to get her and my sister set up again.”

      “I’ll make sure she gets the message. Name,” I repeat.

      “It was Saxon. He’s been doing it for months now.”

      “Thank you,” I reply, then pull the trigger, not flinching as brain and skull matter explode out of the side of his head, painting the floor and wall scarlet. “What a fucking waste.”

      Holstering my pistol, and giving him no more than a cursory glance before I stride from the room, I send a quick message to Dom so he can get the cleaners in to clear up the mess and dispose of the body.

      My phone rings. It’s Connall. “Sorted?” I ask.

      “Yeah, we’re on our way over to pick them up now. How long will they need the safe house?” he asks me.

      “Until Saxon’s dealt with and we can organise somewhere more permanent for them both.”

      “My guys will take good care of them.”

      “I know it. Thanks, Connall.”

      He chuckles down the phone. “You know you’re a bit of a bleeding heart these days.”

      “Tell that to the fucker missing two toes and half his head blown off. Pretty sure he’d disagree with you.”

      Connall scoffs. “You can act like a beast all you like, but I know there’s a heart of gold inside that hairy as fuck chest of yours.”

      “Shut the fuck up. I ain’t hairy,” I grind out, his laughter echoing through the loudspeaker as I punch the off button and climb the stairs.

      Flicking a slither of flesh off my bare arm, I head towards the changing room, understanding that taking a shower isn’t going to wash away my sins, but knowing that a ten year old girl and her aunt are going to be safe sure as fuck helps ease my conscience a little. Besides, I can’t be covered in blood and gore when I go pick Princess up, I’ve got some standards.
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        * * *

      

      “I’m outside Hudson’s place. Where are you?” I growl into my phone an hour later, rattling the door even though I know they’re not inside.

      “Obviously not at Hud’s flat,” she replies, laughter in her voice. I can hear chatter in the background and music, and groan internally. I’m not in the mood to go and drag her arse from a club.

      “Princess!” I warn, pushing off from the door and striding back to my car. “You’ve got two seconds to tell me where the fuck you are, or so help me I’ll—”

      “Jesus, calm down, Roger. Bad day at the office?”

      “You could say that,” I grind out, yanking the door to my car open and climbing inside. Not even the heated seats and sleek lines of my Mercedes G Wagon can cheer me up tonight. I’m in a bad fucking mood and Princess is making it worse. “Look, Carter sent me to pick you up. He was expecting you to be at Hudson’s place. You’re not. Do I need to give him a call and tell him his daughter’s out past her bedtime?”

      “Oh, screw you! I’m a fucking adult. I can do what I want.”

      “We both know that isn’t true. Carter says—”

      “I don’t care what Carter says!”

      I blow out a breath, trying to maintain my cool. “Why the fuck do you call your dad Carter anyway?”

      “Why the fuck do you care?”

      “Okay, fine, you’re not in the mood to talk. Guess what, neither am I. So here’s the thing. I was planning on getting thoroughly screwed by a beautiful woman tonight, but you’ve managed to fuck that up being where you shouldn’t be. You owe me,” I say, pressing the console on my dash and connecting to bluetooth so I can have this stupid conversation handsfree whilst I drive the damn car.

      “I don’t owe you anything. I didn’t ask you to babysit me.”

      “Princess, just tell me where you are.” She goes quiet and I can hear the muffled sound of a male voice. I know it’s Hudson, and fuck if it doesn’t piss me off. “Princess!”

      “Macey’s Bar. We’re just having a drink. It’s not a big deal.”

      “I’ll be there in ten,” I reply, disconnecting the call before putting the car in drive and hitting the gas. Fuck this bullshit. I did not sign up to look after a tempestuous smartarse who happens to look good in gym gear and gives me fucking ball ache. Fuck, no I did not.

      Exactly eight minutes later the bouncer at Macey’s Bar greets me with a welcoming slap on the back. “Good to see you, mate. It’s been a while.”

      “Yeah, I’ve been busy with work these past few weeks,” I say vaguely.

      “I know exactly what you mean,” he replies with a grin, waving me through ahead of the waiting patrons.

      “Sure,” I mutter, highly doubtful. He’s a bouncer, I’m an enforcer. There’s a big difference in our line of work. Namely a shit load of dead bodies.

      “Have a good night!” he calls after me as I take the stairs down into the club and head towards the bar. I need a drink, then I’ll go get Princess.

      Ordering a Jack and Coke from Suzy, the hot blonde behind the bar, I rest against the counter and sweep my gaze over the room. It’s busy, but I sensed Princess’s whereabouts the second I stepped onto the floor. She’s sitting with Hudson and another bloke I don’t recognise in a booth on the other side of the room, laughing and chatting like she hasn’t got a care in the world. I’m pretty sure she clocked me as I walked in too. The way we know where each other is in a room without really trying fucks with my head, in all honesty. I don’t need or want that kind of connection. If she were anyone else and past the age of twenty, I would’ve fucked her and got her out of my system, but as it is she’s not in the cards, or on the table, or against the motherfucking wall for that matter. Besides, I don’t do relationships. Never have.

      Taking a sip of my drink, I watch her from behind the rim of my glass as she throws her head back and laughs raucously at something Hudson’s just said. He grins, wrapping an arm around her shoulder and pulling her into his side in a hug. Jealousy spikes in my chest, and it takes a great deal of control not to storm over there and punch his fucking lights out. Not because I don’t want to punch the turd, but because no matter what I feel about Hudson Freed, Grim cares about him and she isn’t the type of girl to let many people in. That says a lot.

      Truthfully, when she’s not verbally sparring with me, she’s guarded and cautious. It’s no surprise given who her dad is and the environment she’s grown up in, so I can’t begrudge her their friendship, not to mention I’ve no right to. But one thing I do know for certain is that if he ever fucks her over, he’s a dead man walking.

      “Penny for your thoughts,” a posh, but very sexy, female voice says from my left.

      I give whoever’s trying to chat me up a cursory look, clocking a leggy brunette with big blue eyes, lips pumped full of filler, and breasts just as fake. She’s attractive, and I have nothing against a woman changing their appearance to make them feel better about themselves, but I’m suddenly not in the mood to hook up with a stranger, despite my severe case of blueballitis. Keeping my gaze firmly fixed on Kate, I knock back the remains of my Jack and Coke and say, “Love, you’d need to pay me a lot more than a penny to get inside my head right now.”

      She reaches for my arm as I place the empty glass on the bar. “Is that so? Well, I happen to be loaded.”

      I meet her gaze and grin. “I bet, beautiful. Thing is, I ain’t no one’s bit of rough. Paid or otherwise. Though it’s been nice to meet you…” I say, bringing her delicate hand up to my lips and kissing her knuckles as I wait for a name.

      “Lucy.” She blushes, and any other night I’d be kicking myself in the bollocks for not tapping that, but I’m too distracted by Princess’s laughter that seems suddenly too loud for her to still be over on the other side of the room.

      “And there’s me thinking you were here to take me home… ”

      Sighing, I drop Lucy’s hand, ignoring her look of confusion, and turn my attention to Kate who’s looking pretty damn cute in a faded Guns and Roses t-shirt and cut-off denim shorts paired with fishnet tights and biker boots. “Princess. Grab your shit and let’s go.”

      “You’re here now. Why not have a drink first,” she replies, nudging her way between me and the posh bird, Lucy, who looks up at me with a question in her eyes.

      “She’s my job,” I say by way of explanation, which only seems to confuse her more.

      “And he’s a daily pain in my arse,” Kate adds with a sultry voice, false smile and a wiggle of her butt in my direction.

      “Got it,” Lucy replies, backing away from Kate and disappearing into the crowd of people dancing.

      “Was that really necessary?” I ask, turning sideways to face the little vixen. As I move, her upper arm brushes against my chest, and that minor contact sets off my dick in a way I wish it fucking wouldn’t.

      “Was what necessary?” she replies innocently as she waves over the barmaid and orders her drinks.

      “Being such a bitch.”

      Kate snaps her head around and narrows her eyes at me. “I just did you a favour, you ungrateful arsehole.”

      “Yeah, and how did you work that out?” I ask, loving the way her anger flares to the surface. There’s something about pissing Kate off that amuses me, and I can’t help but stoke the fire.

      “She’s an upmarket escort and has had more dicks inside of her than you’ve dipped your wick in other women, and that’s saying something.”

      “And there’s me thinking she wanted to buy me for the night.”

      “What?!” Princess snaps, murmuring her thanks to the barmaid who’s loaded her order of drinks onto a tray.

      I chuckle. “Like I said, I’m pretty sure she was willing to buy me for the night and, honestly, I would’ve banged her for free.”

      “Urgh, you’re incorrigible,” Kate scoffs, grabbing the tray and somehow expertly weaving her way around the crowded dance floor without spilling a drop. I follow her, ready to grab her and go the second she’s settled the tray on the table.

      “Big words tonight, Princess. I like it when you talk dirty to me,” I say before I can rein my fucking neck in. Really though, what the fuck is wrong with me?

      She makes a kind of strangled noise that’s a cross between a laugh, a snort and a groan. I’d find it cute if I didn’t want to throat punch myself for overstepping the mark. She’s my boss’s daughter and I’m her fucking bodyguard. I need to remember that.

      Reaching the booth, Kate slides the tray into the centre of the table. I don’t bother to acknowledge Hudson or his mate, my focus is completely consumed by Princess and the heated way she glares at me.

      “You alright, Grim?” Hudson questions, earning him a death glare, which he doesn’t cower from like others would.

      He’s got balls, I’ll give him that.

      Not sure I like the look I’m getting from the guy sitting next to him either. Haven’t seen him around before, but I’d remember a man with eyes so blue they cut through the dim light of the club. He’s a good-looking fucker, with a mixed background given his skin tone, and has the same kind of aura about him that Hudson has. Smart, streetwise, and confident. I’d appreciate that if I didn’t want to drop kick them both for just breathing in the same air space as Princess.

      Fuck, man. I’ve got to get a grip.

      “Grim?” Hudson persists, pissing me off even more. I’m no threat to her.

      “Of course she’s—”

      “I’m going to dance,” Kate says, cutting me off before pushing through the crowd and into the centre of the dance floor.

      “For fuck’s sake!” I mutter.

      “Look, Beast. Don’t be pissed at Grim. I suggested we come here tonight. This is on me.”

      I snap my head back around and glare at Hudson. “Is that right? Well, you can explain to Carter why the fuck she ain’t at your place like she was supposed to be. I mean the sheer fact he lets her hang out with you is beyond me, but that’s neither here nor there.”

      “Carter’s alright with me,” Hudson replies with a shrug. “He knows I’m not like that with Grim.”

      The guy next to him grins, winking at me. It doesn’t look like he’s all that convinced either, the shithead.

      “You got something you want to say, pretty boy?”

      “The name’s Cal, and nope, nothing to add.”

      “Good, because I wouldn’t want to mess up that pretty face of yours,” I reply, briefly considering doing just that. “Lucky for you I’ve had a pissy day and I need to go home and get some sleep. So we’ll bench this…” I wave my hand between us, scowling, “For now.”

      “Fair enough,” Hudson says with laughter in his eyes—the little prick—before jerking his chin towards the dance floor. “Looks like some dude’s getting handsy with your Princess though.”

      “The fuck?!”

      I spin on my feet, my gaze honing in on the tosser who looks like a secondhand version of that bloke from the Lord of the Rings movies minus the fae get up. Like Hudson said, he’s got his hands all over Kate and what’s more, she seems to fucking like it.

      Striding through the crowd, I tap the bastard on his shoulder as Kate peers up at me
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