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Chapter One

 


At point-blank range, Beast shot the fucker coming after him
with a knife. Brain matter, bits of flesh, and blood splattered his
face and shirt. Felt like a sweet baptism of sorts. What kind of
stupid bastard brought a knife to a gunfight?

Another fucker in a cheap suit appeared in
Beast’s line of sight. This one pulled out a revolver tucked in his
pants but the gun got
caught in his belt. Too easy. Beast raised his gun and emptied out
the rest of the clip into the bastard’s chest. His prey went
down.

Who was next?

Violence and adrenaline sang in his veins.
Blood surged through his entire body. His dick dug against the zipper of his jeans. Beast
sighted another of Cheklov’s lackeys flopping like a fish out of
water on the dusty floor of the old canning factory.

The lackey saw him and reached for a
fallen comrade’s gun. Beast calmly walked up to him and
bashed his skull in with
the muzzle of his gun. He dropped his weapon. It held no
sentimental value for he’d taken it off another of Cheklov’s
flunkies when his own gun ran out of bullets.

The cops might run the weapons for prints
but he always wore gloves. They’d never trace him. Beast was always careful. He looked
around the factory floor, at the dusty machines and the dead men at
his feet. Beast was forgetting something important, something vital
for his client.

“The shipment,” he grumbled. Beast didn’t
like to talk and hated
the sound of his growling voice, but there was no one left in the
factory to listen, to make fun of him.

He walked to the back of the factory,
entered what looked like a storage area, and saw the crates. Beast walked to the nearest
one, closed one fist, and punched a hole into the box. Blood welled
over his gloves but he hardly felt the pain. Wood splintered and he
spotted the plastic baggies containing the white stuff
inside.

Satisfied, Beast plucked his phone from
the back pocket of his
jeans. He was about to message his client to pick up his stolen
shit when his ears caught the sound of a whimper. He frowned,
tucking his phone back in his pocket.

Fuck. Did he miss one?

He was about to head back to the factory
floor but he stilled,
listening to the sound again. The loathsome noise reminded him of a
puppy being beaten to death. He traced the source of the sound,
moving past his client’s goods and all the way to the end of the
storage room.

Another door. Beast wished
he’d nabbed a gun or
knife from one of the corpses on the factory floor but he had to
make do with his hands. He looked at his gloved hands and cracked
them. He doubted whatever lay beyond this door would give him much
fight. A prisoner of Cheklov’s, maybe?

What did it matter? His client explicitly told him to leave no
one alive.

Beast touched the doorknob. It rattled. He yanked it open,
wrinkled his nose at the smell of musk. Darkness swallowed him as
he stepped inside. No windows here. The rustling sound of chains
drew his attention to the single occupant of the room, the one
making that awful noise.

He took out his phone again and used the
flashlight function, aiming it at the miserable creature
whose life he was about
to end.

Beast froze in his tracks. It
was a girl. No, a woman.
She lay curled up on a filthy, threadbare mattress, completely
naked. Bruises, old and new, blossomed across the length of her
pale, slender skin, as well as cuts. Her ribs looked caved in.
She’d been starved, Beast noted, unable to take his gaze off her.
He stood, mesmerized by her long and tangled gold hair.

Tried, puffy azure eyes met his. She
opened her dry lips to scream—but no sound came out. Beast was used
to that reaction. People who caught sight of him often reacted the
same way. He was a sight
for sore eyes. A monster, like his name.

He placed his phone on the ground, letting the light
illuminate the rest of the tiny room. A cage. He knelt next to her
but didn’t make a move to touch her. What an atrocity. It should be
a sin to break something that must’ve been so pure, so beautiful.
The fuckers who did this deserved to experience real
pain.

If he’d known that Cheklov’s men had a toy, he wouldn’t have
killed them so quickly but instead, subjected them to a far worse
punishment.

Beast might kill for money. Most of his
associates would call him soulless, but he lived by his own code. Children and women
were out-of-bounds to him. His client knew that. Did his client
know about the prisoner Cheklov’s men were keeping?

What was he supposed to do now? She began
making that strange noise again, reminding him of a frightened prey animal.

Beast moved his gaze to her wrists, still
cuffed to a hook on the floor. He left that awful room and her cry
of alarm made him halt. Did she think he was leaving her like that? Beast shook his
head and found what he was looking for. He pulled a gun from a
corpse and returned to her.

Beast knelt again. Wide, frightened blue
eyes met his as he showed her the gun.

“Stay still.” He watched the
rise and fall of her chest for
a moment.

Beast took a deep breath then shot at
the handcuffs, breaking
the links. She lowered her hands and pressed them against her
chest. As he saw the angry red lines that cut across her wrists, a
growl rattled from his throat.

She remained on that filthy mattress, not
moving. The woman hadn’t said a single word to him. Selective mutism perhaps? Why wasn’t
she running? Perhaps she couldn’t. Maybe she was worse off than he
thought. Too far gone. Beast had learned all about hunting from his
old man. Sometimes, it was better to deliver mercy than let an
injured animal suffer.

She started to tremble, to shake.

“Shh,” he said. He didn’t know why he took
off his gloves and ran his big, calloused fingers over the mess of her likely once
glorious hair. That seemed to calm her down for some reason. He
drew her head to his lap, unsure of his actions.

“Do you wish to die?” he asked her. “Or do
you have something to live for? People to return to?”

Beast hated to talk ever since the
accident, but he didn’t
mind letting her hear his voice. Slender fingers touched his own.
Shock rippled through him. Beast couldn’t remember the last time
anyone touched him like this. No one dared to.

She’s just reaching for the
gun, he thought with
almost palpable relief. He didn’t understand the disappointment
that sat heavy in his chest. For a second there, Beast nearly
thought she was reaching for him in comfort. What a laugh. Who
would want to touch him?

She ran her fingers up the cold barrel of
the gun then dropped her
hand. Her eyes closed and for a second, Beast nearly panicked. Did
she die before telling him what she wanted?

Still
breathing, Beast
thought. She curled her fingers into the hem of his shirt and
clutched at it so tightly that the sight marveled him. Despite the
hell she’d been through, she still had the strength to cling on to
him.

She reminded him of a baby chick, trying
to imprint on whoever was closest to her. He was probably the first person to show her
kindness in a long time. Naturally, she’d think he was her savior.
That was all, except she made a grievous error. Beast wasn’t a good
man. He’d never been one.

Beast was at a loss. What was he going to
do with her? With this mess? His phone started to vibrate on the slick, dirty floor.
Beast reached for it, unsurprised to see it was his client calling.
He let the call go to voicemail. Then he typed his client a
message, telling him to pick up his stolen shit.

Beast looked at the unconscious woman
lying on his lap. He couldn’t leave her here. Once his client’s men arrived, they’d
clean up the mess he left behind—including her. His quiet and
broken woman.

Who was she? Would she be missed? The fact
she was left here meant Cheklov had probably tired of her and had given her over to his
men. The thought sickened him, fueled his rage. He gently lowered
her and took off his jacket. Beast wrapped it around her broken
body and carefully lifted her into his arms. She hardly weighed a
thing. She would need meat on her bones, Beast decided.

Beast carried her out of there. He kept on walking, not
stopping until he reached his car. Taking her might be a monumental
mistake but it was too late now. She now belonged to him, and Beast
never did like to share.
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