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Chapter One

 


Ethan walked into the back door of one of
his family’s restaurants and was pissed. No one stole from the
family and got away with it. It was pathetic when they did try to
betray them because they knew what would happen when, not
if, they got caught

He didn’t mind this assignment. The good
part of tending to this robbing bastard that Alastair sent him was
that he would be able to hurt and kill someone. It might help the
built-up fury and pain in him.

Fuck, he hated what he was turning into. But
ever since he found out his sweet mother was a sociopath and serial
killer, and had been his whole life, it fucked up his brain. He
knew blaming all women for the actions of one was wrong, but he had
yet to figure out how to get past this. Fortunately, his brothers
were doing better than he was.

His brother, Drew, had brought up getting
counseling, but he’d have to be half-dead and chained to a bed
before he’d talk about his feelings to a stranger. Hell, he had a
hard enough time with people he knew, loved, and respected.

A few of his men walked in front of him, but
he could tell when Harvey Owens, the restaurant manager he had
hired three years before, saw him, and by the way the man turned
pale-white, the fucker knew what was coming. His men made a
perimeter around the room, just in case the bastard tried to run,
while he stood in front of the weasel.

“Sharp, check the front,” Ethan said.

Ethan waited but stared intently at the
manager. He was pleased to see the fucker get more and more
anxious, and sweat dripped down his face. The guy deserved every
bit of discomfort Ethan could give him.

“Everything is clear, Boss,” Sharp said.

“Good. Now we can talk,” Ethan said. “I
don’t have much time, so let’s get to it. We both know what you
did, and you know it’s not a good thing to steal from the family.
I’ll give you one chance. Now, if you tell me the truth, I’ll be
merciful and just put a bullet in your head. If you lie to me,
you’ll be feeling some pain before you die. Either way, you’re
dying tonight. Which is it?”

Owens sputtered and held his hands out in
front of him. “Ethan, please. I’ve always been loyal to you.”

Ethan sighed. “Fuck, you can’t do anything
right?” He pulled out a gun and shot the manager’s knee.

The guy screamed and dropped to the floor,
making Ethan smile. Most of the time, he hated hurting people, but
lately he was getting way too much enjoyment out of it. He kept
asking himself if he was as sick as his mother and hadn’t known it.
It was a thought he hadn’t been able to vanquish and he grew more
disturbed about it every day.

“One of you gag him, and then a few of you
put him in the trunk of my car.”

“You got it, Boss.”

Ethan waited until the screaming man was
taken out, and it was finally quiet again.

“Sharp, can you tell if he had tallied
tonight’s sales?” Ethan asked.

“I’ll go look. Do you want me to bring
everything in here?” Sharp asked.

Ethan wiped a hand down his face. “Yeah. We
can always deal with it later. Who’s the assistant manager?”

“Ray Bishop,” Sharp said.

“Call him and explain that Owens had to
leave town, and we need him to step up and take over. Do you think
he’ll be good?”

“Hell, yeah. I was shocked when you didn’t
pick him the first time.”

“I had a reason, or I wouldn’t have done
it,” Ethan said. At the moment, he couldn’t remember what that
was.

Sharp snorted. “You’ll be pleased with
him.”

“Good. Go get the till for the night.”

He watched Sharp leave, and he wanted
desperately to sit down and close his eyes, but there were still a
few of his guys in the kitchen with him, and he knew better than to
show any weakness.

He leaned against the counter and crossed
his arms over his chest. He straightened immediately when he heard
something drop in the back pantry. The room was dark, and the door
was half closed. Ethan pulled out his gun, walked over, and yanked
the door all the way open. He didn’t see anything at first because
the light wasn’t on, but when he turned it on, he saw a young woman
in the corner trying to make herself as small as possible.

Fuck. He needed sleep because he would have
never made this mistake otherwise.

“Who the fuck are you?” Ethan asked. The
woman was small and incredibly beautiful with her long brown hair
and light blue eyes.

“S-Sara.”

“Why are you in here in the dark?”

“I was just putting away a few cans we
didn’t use tonight, so I didn’t turn on the light,” Sara said.

Jesus, what the fuck was he going to do with
her?

“Fuck, I want some of that,” Perkins
whispered.

Ethan glared at the man when he heard Sharp
behind him. “Sharp, Mike, and Perkins, you’re with me. The rest of
you take our friend away. I’ll deal with him in an hour or so.”

“You got it, Boss,” Bryan, one of his men,
said.

Ethan turned back to her. “What is your
job?”

“I waitress mostly, but Mr. Owens has asked
me to do other things around here lately.”

“Oh, I bet he does,” Perkins said behind
him.

“No, it’s not like that, really,” she
said.

“What does that mean?’ Ethan asked.

“What does it matter if I’m going to be dead
soon?” she said.

He was shocked that she said it so calmly,
and there were no tears or pleading.

“You’re not going to plead for your
life?”

She shook her head. “Even I know it won’t
help, and the last thing I want is to give you guys entertainment
of any kind.”

Ethan’s eyebrows rose. “Entertainment?”

“Yeah, don’t men like you like watching
someone in pain and begging?”

He had to admit she was right, but only men
that fucked with the family. Not women or children.

“Answer me about Owens,” Ethan said.

“It wasn’t sexual yet, but he tried to grope
me, and I knew he’d try something soon.”

“What would you have done?” Ethan asked.

The woman pulled out a small knife.

“I would have cut him and then left.”

Why in the hell did she show them the knife?
It was her only defense against them.

It also amazed him how pissed he was that
Owens was sexually harassing her, and he didn’t know anything about
it. He had men everywhere, so he got every bit of information
pertaining to him or the family.

Ethan studied her. “Why didn’t you go to the
cops?”

“For what? They’re not going to do anything
about it. I already know that if I want to live, I have to fight
for it every day of my life. I’ve dealt with men like Owens
before.”

Jesus, her life sounded horrible. She could
be making it up, but for some reason, he didn’t think so. “What
happened last time?”

“I hit him over the head with a pot and
left,” Sara said.

Ethan held his hand out. “Give me the
knife,” he demanded.

Sara shook her head.

He tilted his head to the side. “Why? Why
would you want to keep it if you think you’re dying tonight and
know that little knife is no defense against me?”

“I don’t mind dying. I expect it … but I’ll
cut my wrists before you get to try to r-rape me.”

That shocked the shit out of him. “You act
like death is not a big deal.”

The woman’s lips pressed together, and any
sign of life in her eyes faded to shadows.

“I don’t want to talk anymore. All I ask is
if you have any decency, you won’t rape me or put me in water. I
prefer a bullet if possible.”

Ethan’s head snapped back. Jesus, she was
telling him how to kill her now?

“We’ll deal with that later. Now give me the
knife,” Ethan said and held his hand out.

“You promise I won’t get raped?” she
asked.

He nodded. He hated when women and sometimes
children or even men went through that, and he never intended to do
that to anyone.


Chapter Two

 


Sara was just putting the last can on the
shelf when she heard the back door open, and a group of men came
in. She couldn’t count how many, she just knew it was over six.

She pressed herself into the corner because
the door was halfway open, and anyone would see her if they looked
now. Fortunately, the light was off, so she had a chance to conceal
herself.

She pressed her hands to her mouth when she
heard the shot, and then Owens fell to the ground screaming. God,
the man talking sounded so cold, like it was nothing to hurt
another human. But then, she really hadn’t met a man that didn’t
like to hurt people. She knew the nice ones existed, she’d just
never met one.

They dragged Owens out the back door, and
she waited for the others to go. A few minutes passed, and she felt
the tension rising. What were they doing? Why weren’t they
leaving?

Sara wanted to peek and see. Maybe they were
gone because she didn’t hear anything, but she hadn’t heard the
last few men leave either. She snuck out of the small space she’d
been crouching in and grabbed the shelves to steady herself. It was
like slow-motion when the can of vegetables started to fall, and
then when it hit the floor, the sound was explosive.

Just that little thing, that little bitty
mistake, was going to get her killed because those men would
definitely find her now. She crouched down, not really trying to
hide because that was pointless. She wanted to pray that he killed
her quickly. That’s all she asked.

She tried not to flinch when the man reached
for her but stood quickly and took a step to the side. He was very
tall and either muscular or had some extra weight on him the way he
filed out the suit he was wearing. Under normal circumstances, she
would think he was handsome with his dark hair and eyes.

She tried keeping her attention on one man.
It helped to keep her fear from soaring. The man seemed to be in
charge, but she could see that without him talking. His persona was
that of an alpha that had to control everything and everyone. She
knew the type, she just hadn’t seen one to this extreme.

All the questions were making her more
nervous. She didn’t want him to know anything about her before he
killed her. No one would ever come looking for her or wonder what
happened to her. She was as alone in the world as anyone could
possibly be. Most of the time, it didn’t bother her, but she
sometimes wished at least one person cared about her and would
mourn her passing if she died.

He held his hand out again. “Give me the
knife.”

She turned it so he could grab the handle
and not get cut. She saw that he was surprised, but she didn’t
care.

“I’ll put you somewhere for the night while
I deal with other things. I’ll leave Sharp and Perkins with you,
and Mike will be with me.”

She was docile when he grabbed onto her
upper arm and started leading her out the back door and into a
large black car.

Sara scooted over as much and as tightly as
she could at the end of the seat. The boss got in next and sat
across from her, and the man named Sharp sat next to him. She
guessed the other two were up front, but she didn’t want to turn
around to look because she sat facing the back window.

She didn’t take her attention off the boss.
She knew he was the more dangerous of the two, but she didn’t like
how he studied her intently the whole time.

She breathed a sigh of relief when they
pulled up somewhere, but then she saw that it was the back of a
hotel, and she started to shake. She didn’t want to be in a bedroom
with any of them.

“Why can’t you just kill me now?”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t want to be in a bedroom
with any of you.”

“Why?”

She gritted her teeth together. “Because I
don’t want my first and only experience with sex to be rape.” She
knew she sounded defensive and probably shouldn’t have told him
that, but she was so tired of fighting.

She could tell she shocked him again, but he
hid it quickly.

The side door opened, and the boss got out,
leaned in, and held his hand out to her. She blinked several times
to dispel the tears that stung her eyes. She would die with pride
that she hadn’t fallen apart. Sara ignored his hand, scooted out,
and took a step away from him. He seemed angry when she flinched
from him, but what did he expect?

The boss latched onto her arm and led her in
the back door. They rode up an elevator and walked down to the end
of the hall, where the guy named Mike stood with the door open. He
let her go once inside the room, and she moved as far away as she
could, pushing one of the chairs into the corner and sitting.

The men talked softly at the doorway, and
then the boss looked at her one more time before turning and
leaving Sharp and Perkins alone with her. She didn’t mind Sharp too
much because he mainly ignored her, but the other man wouldn’t take
his slimy gaze off of her, and the way he kept licking his lips and
rubbing himself when the other guy’s back was turned made her want
to scream.

She had no idea how much time had passed.
Each guy took one of the queen beds in
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