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    To the dark romance girlies who would totally fall for their captors if they got kidnapped. This one is for you. 
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Savage Beauty is a little darker than Vengeful Beauty. Even though the element of dark humor is still very much present, some parts might be a little emotional, and the ending is bittersweet. Savage Beauty continues after the events of Vengeful Beauty, and the rest of the story is told from the point of view of Iris and her captors.  This story doesn't have a HEA.

The content of this book might be triggering for some readers. This dark romance includes subjects such as violence, mentions of sexual assault, attempts of sexual assault, kidnapping, Stockholm syndrome, murder, mentions of trauma, mention of mental health-related subjects, use of restraints in both consensual and non-consensual ways, graphic language and explicit description of sexual content. It also contains a graphic description of torture, including waterboarding, removal of body parts, psychological abuse, and physical abuse.  Sexual content includes, but is not limited to threesomes, gun-play, praise kink, blood kink, oral sex, and knife play.

Please do not hesitate to stop reading if the subjects mentioned are triggering to you.
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“Fucking bitch!” Jax yells, his heavy Greek accent slipping for a moment as another scream echoes through our basement. The redhead’s teeth are firmly attached to his skin, as he pulls himself away by force, pushing her and the chair she is tied to onto the floor in the process. 

The chair hits the floor with a loud bang, and I bite my tongue, trying to keep myself from laughing.  Jax  gives me an offended look as he rushes to leave the room, his hand pressing the bleeding wound on his ear. A series of blood droplets left in his trail. She got him good.

My eyes drift back to the redhead; she looks at me with a smirk, not bothered by the fact she is lying on the floor attached to a chair. Not even by the fact that if Jax wasn’t going to kill her before, he is definitely going to now. She proceeds to spit a mouthful of blood and flesh onto the floor next to her; she turns her head to look at me with a smile, her white teeth stained with my brother’s blood.

“You are a sassy one, aren’t you, little demon?” 

She blows a kiss and winks at me, proud of her achievement. Then she closes her eyes while humming a melody. She moves her head and the rest of her upper body indolently to the rhythm. The chair makes a low, screech-like sound with every movement, as it slightly moves with her, a little bit each time. She seems to not be bothered by it; it’s like she can hear the music of whatever song is stuck in her head, completely ignoring the reality around her. I wonder what it is that this woman could have possibly done to piss Johnny off to the point that he had to order her murder. It’s not the first time we have had to take someone out for him. But she is the first woman. His idea of torturing women is very different from the one of murder, usually. 

The guy is a dirtbag, and if it were entirely on me, he would be the one tied to a chair instead of this sweet girl. He is a fucking rapist, for god’s sake. We all know the rumors, and there has been more than one occasion when my brother and I have had to get involved in cleaning up his mess. We are employed by his father, and this usually includes a different type of cleanup. One that, more often than not, involves the head of a rival company or someone who owes the big boss money. But when his precious heir is in trouble, we have to come to the rescue. Weird-ass heroes protecting a rapist, that’s what we are for him. I am not sure if our priorities are more fucked up more or his.

In this case, though, it confuses me why we are assigned to this task. I can tell that she is clearly not one of his victims. There’s no doubt she is broken in many ways, but not the type of broken he leaves women when he is done with them. The reason he provided behind wanting her dead does not quite add up. It’s ridiculous to believe this small girl can kill anyone. Let alone four grown men. His friends might have been a bunch of idiots, but they could still throw a punch or two. If the story he told Jax is real, and she is behind their deaths, then I am not sure if killing her is the right call. I think buying her a drink and congratulating her for a job well done would be best. Since he went to so much trouble trying to convince us she deserves to die, I can only assume the reasons behind this. I bet the poor girl just hurt his ego, and now daddy’s boy needs us to fix the situation. As I said, fixing his messes is a side part of our job description. Technically, we are not his employees to begin with, and this is a ridiculous task. This stupid boy uses his daddy’s resources- and money- to take care of his messes. It’s not like daddy can leave his precious boy to fix his own messes, right?  Whatever messes slip away from him, his dad is happy to pay for them to go away. It wasn’t even a month ago that we had to deliver a bag full of cash to a girl’s family to bribe her into retracting her statement to the police.

Don’t get me wrong, even though I despise the guy, I usually don’t mind doing his dirty work since he is paying a lot, and the assignments are fast, typically ending with just a load of cash delivered. It’s rare to get our hands dirty for him, which makes this arrangement between us beneficial for both parties. The fact that our assignment has a female target this time is not something I am okay with—quite the opposite. I have one rule in this job: I don’t kill women. If you want to kill your psychotic boyfriend, abusive husband, or the bastard who stole money from you, I am your guy. But when it comes to hurting women, I am not a fan. My brother, though, has no problem with the task, which is why we took the job to begin with. I can look the other way while he deals with the assignment, and we will still get paid for it. This works perfectly for both our benefit since the Altera family has been our main contract for the last three years. This way, we get to keep our contract, and they get their little problem taken care of, protecting the heir of the Altera dynasty in the process. 

I pull myself from the couch where I have been sitting, observing the redhead. And before I leave the room, I look one last time her way. She is still humming her little song, completely lost inside her pretty head. She is not a sane one, that’s for sure. Such a pity if you ask me; this girl is absolutely beautiful. It’s always the pretty ones that are the craziest.

I climb up the staircase that leads to the living room. This house is old and has been in our family for years. We don’t actually live here, but you can’t tell since we have been preserving it exactly as it was when we did. It is our childhood home in a sense, once filled with happy memories and now filled with the screams of our victims. Since it’s so far from any other houses and the land surrounding it is big enough that no one will hear anything, this house is the best cover for our business. When your business is to kill people while offering payment plans, being discreet is more than necessary.

I pass the living room and walk toward the kitchen, where we keep the first-aid kit in a cabinet next to the coffee and whiskey. You know the essentials needed when working a job like ours. Jax is going through the kit already, throwing shit on the kitchen counter while trying to find a stitch kit. He is murmuring something in Greek that I barely understand; things are hitting the floor all around him, and from the look of it, he is one step away from losing his mind. Not that this would be a big step, my brother is not exactly the epitome of sanity. He would probably be the perfect match for the crazy girl we have in our basement. Lucky me, I seemed to have acquired a set of psychotic assholes to babysit.

“Stop it. You are contaminating every supply we have.” I say as I reach for the case with the medical supplies. I rip the stitch kit from his hand, and Jax lets out a sigh in response. He pulls a chair close to the counter, sits down, and turns his head so I can see his ear, removing the bloody napkin he has been using to stop the blood. I chuckle at the sight of his ear, a piece of it missing, blood oozing from the wound. She managed to cut off a part of his ear lobe and his piercing in the process.

“She got you good,” I say as I walk toward the cabinet with the alcohol and coffee. I take a bottle of whiskey, not bothering to fetch a glass to go with it, and hand it to Jax. He doesn’t waste any time, unscrews the cap, and brings it to his lips, gulping down the brown liquid like it’s water. Almost half of its content is gone when his lips part with it. 

“She is a fucking psycho.” He murmurs while he takes another long sip.  “I am going to take my time killing her for this.” He spits the words out like bile pooling in his mouth.

I don’t bother acknowledging his threat and start working on his ear, ignoring his statement; it’s not like I hadn’t already figured she would eventually pay for what she took from him. My brother is a lot of things, but reasonable is not one of them. His impulsive ass would have killed her on the spot if he didn’t know that we might not get paid if she is dead before Johnny gives us the order.

I open the kit with all the supplies to stitch his wound, then I open a pair of sterilized gloves and put them on. It’s funny how life turns out sometimes, before we got into this line of work, I attended medical school for four years, then residency for six months until Jax got in trouble. It’s my job as his big brother to come to his rescue, so that was what I did. I dropped everything to help him get out of the hole he dug for himself.

I found myself wanted for so many crimes while trying to get him out of that said hole, making it impossible to return to my peaceful little life. Now, I use my skills to stitch my brother up. You know, in situations like this, when his reckless ass decides to dare the psychotic girl we have tied up in our basement. I am not sure what he whispered to her ear while fixing her ropes, but whatever that was, it’s safe to assume she didn’t like it.

“Stay still,” I warn as I pour saline over his ear to clean it from the blood. I take a bandage and drench it with hydrogen peroxide before I press it against his flesh. He winces at the sensation and places the bottle over his lips again, taking another long sip.

“Fucking bitch I will chop her into pieces and feed her to the raccoon that hangs out in the backyard.” He murmurs and closes his eyes, trying to keep himself from reacting more as I take a suture needle and start placing stitches over his ear. The same ear that misses a good chunk of the lobe. He keeps wincing and clenching his fists with every move I make.

“Unfortunately, I can’t attach the piece she bit off,” I mention casually, not really bothering even to try. I am pretty sure it’s already mixed with dust and it’s a bacteria party town by now.  It has been sitting on the dirty basement floor for the last twenty minutes.

“I figured.” He replies, his voice sounding less angry and more defeated now. It’s like he is coming to terms with the fact even though he is still, without a doubt, angry about it. I continue stitching his ear, and with every suture, I see his face as it flashes with an expression of pain.

“One more,” I say as I thread the needle through his skin for one last time. He takes an audible breath that he keeps until I am done. I secure the stitches with a knot and cut the excess. I check my work, it is not perfect, and it will definitely leave a scar, but it’s better than bleeding out from a missing ear lobe. Part of me really wanted to let him try and stitch it on his own or attempt to drive to a hospital, but if his ass gets caught, mine will be next. Lucky for him, it happens that I truly like my freedom.

I toss the items I just used on him in the garbage bin, and I notice out of the corner of my eye as Jax pulls a cigarette from the package he keeps in his pocket, placing it between his lips. I frown, giving him a look, and before I can voice my argument about his disgusting habit, he holds his hands up with a pleading look on his face.

“I know. I know. I am going outside, so don’t worry.” He announces, and he goes out of the kitchen door leading to the yard. I look out of the window while cleaning the rest of the mess, blood and all. Mainly to make sure he is not going to sneak back in and murder the girl before we get the order for it. I wouldn’t be surprised if Johnny decides that he doesn’t want her dead after all. So, it’s safe to wait until his order to complete the job.

Once I have everything clean and sterilized again, I open the plastic bag with the food we bought on our way here. The fact that Jax knocked the girl out while trying to grab her gave us enough time to grab a bite and get supplies to keep her alive for however long we need to. I made sure to get enough for her since no one could tell how long we would have to keep her here.

I take a paper plate, unwrap one of the sandwiches we got, and cut it in half with a butter knife. I make sure to toss the knife into the sink to avoid bringing it down with me by accident. If this girl can rip Jax’s skin with her teeth, I don’t want to know what she will do with a damn knife. I place one half on the plate and wrap the rest, throwing it back in the bag for later. I open the window and yell, “I am going to feed her.”  Jax shrugs his shoulders, and I know all too well that he doesn’t give a damn if she is fed or not. If it were
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