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As Always.

 

 

“The course of true love never did run smooth.”

William Shakespeare

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

AUTHOR’S NOTE

 

Please be aware that this book may contain triggers for sensitive readers.

It has graphic language, sex, violence and the death of a character in the content.

Therefore, please be aware of the above triggers before you continue.

 

Please Note: Although this book is set in the US I did not write it in US English. I wrote it in South African English, my language, because I made too many mistakes trying to get it right.

I hope you understand.

 

If you’ve read my books you know I write in the MC and Organised Crime genres.

I’m now expanding into the Rock Romance genre.

This novella is the start of my new Sweet Sacrifice series.

Even though there are characters you will have come across in the Iron Dogz world this is not a crossover.

I just thought I would make that clear.

Thank you for once again going on this ride with me.

As with all my books I solidly walk on the dark side.

Come and take a walk with me.
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ONE

Cat

Dead tired and feeling incredibly grubby I climbed out of the courtesy car, frowning at the vehicles parked outside our house. One belonged to Lucas, my husband, but I had no idea who the owner of the other was. I had called him from the airport but, like all the other times I had tried to reach him over the last week, he hadn’t answered his phone. It wasn’t something that happened very often, and usually when he missed a call he would call me back. No calls.

When, as a last resort, I called his office I was given the run around. His assistant told me something urgent had come up and he wasn’t in the office. His brothers hadn’t taken my calls either and were supposedly out of the office as well.

Something was going on.

And with all of them suddenly going radio silent it wasn’t good, not good at all.

I was angry, but mostly worried, and that’s why I came home instead of going on location with Sweet Sacrifice, my band, for the video shoot of our new song. I needed to know what the hell was going on before re-joining them.

Seeing that he was home I thought maybe he was working from his home office and the car was that of an associate or one of his employees. He often worked here if he had sensitive stuff to handle he didn’t want others to know about.

Slinging my backpack over my shoulder I picked up my heavy duffle and made my way up the drive to the front door. Glancing over the manicured garden stretching out in front of the house I shook my head at the rigid impersonal design. Not a thing out of place, not a leaf on the pristine lawn or a drooping flower to be seen anywhere.

It was cold and unfriendly.

Maybe one day I would get used to living in an enormous immaculate mansion with silent and unobtrusive staff taking care of every little thing. But that day wasn’t today.

I hated it. Hated the coldness and the rigidity, hated the way it looked exactly like all the other homes and gardens in the development. It reminded me of that song about little boxes, only, these were big boxes, big ugly boxes.

Standing on the porch digging my keys out of the backpack I heard muffled raised voices coming from inside. It was so unlike Lucas. Frowning I unlocked the enormous door and silently pushed it open. Of course it was silent, nothing was allowed to creak or squeak in the house, Lucas demanded everything to be in perfect working order.

The voices were immediately louder but still not clear. The entrance hall was empty, the voices coming from his home office. There were two voices, his and that of a woman. I could tell by the sound of his voice that he was angry.

For a nano second I considered going upstairs and leaving him to sort out whatever problem he was having, but decided against it.

Setting my bags down I thought I’d try one last time, give him one last chance to answer his phone, to redeem himself before I verbally ripped his balls off. Slipping my phone out of my jacket pocket I selected his number and pressed call while moving closer to his study. His phone rang with one of our songs but he immediately shut it down, and my heart jerked in my chest.

“When are you going to tell her?” A female voice asked sharply.

“She’s on location shooting a video until the weekend. I’ll tell her when she comes home. I don’t want to do it over the phone. She deserves better than that. She deserves me looking her in the eyes when I tell her I got another woman pregnant. I want her to know it happened before we got married, that I wasn’t unfaithful. I will tell her and Graham will handle the divorce.”

Shock and horror held me frozen for several seconds and then my legs almost involuntarily carried me towards the door.

I stood in the open door, hoping and praying what I had just heard wasn’t true.

One look at Lucas’s face shattered my hopes and prayers.

Guilt, shame and cold anger radiated from him while the woman, an obviously pregnant woman, his ex-girlfriend no less, turned red, tear-filled eyes towards me. She wasn’t ashamed, there was something else looking out of her eyes, something very close to hateful glee.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Lucas snarled.

The bastard snarled at me as if I was some lowly servant and not his damned wife. I was made of stronger stuff and didn’t physically react, even though I wanted to.

“When your husband suddenly goes radio silent when he’s usually blowing up your phone with calls and messages twenty four seven a woman gets worried. I haven’t heard from you for almost an entire week. Couldn’t get hold of your brothers to find out what was going on with you either. It raised some concerns because you virtually live in each other’s pockets. So, here I am, checking on you. Unfortunately, for me, I now see the reason why the Wilders closed ranks against me. It’s the little problem she’s carrying.”

It took everything to keep my voice cool, my face without any expression.

Right at that moment Lucas looked nothing like the cool and controlled businessman he was. His usually perfectly styled hair was in a mess, as if he had impatiently run his fingers through it, something he never did. He prided himself on his control, it was everything to him. His appearance was very important and he always looked immaculately put together. Not now though. His tie was loose around his neck, the top two buttons of his shirt undone with the sleeves rolled up. He never rolled his sleeves, never. He thought it was uncivilized or some bullshit.

His face showed no emotion and his beautiful green eyes were hard and cold. His full lips were pulled in a tight line against his teeth. I watched a muscle bulge in his cheek as he clenched his teeth.

He finally spoke, and his voice was as hard, detached and cold as his eyes.

The harsh words coming from his mouth first cracked and then destroyed my already wounded heart, leaving it shattered and bleeding.

“We’re getting divorced, Cat. Jacqueline is pregnant with my child and we’ll be getting married as soon as the divorce comes through. No child of mine will be born a bastard. We’ll keep our split quiet until after the divorce. I can’t have my family name dragged through the mud. You will stay here until the divorce is finalised. I’ll stay with Graham and he’ll be in touch with your lawyers.”

I almost started cursing the two of them but I bit it back, bit it back as I tried to cope with the pain. I wouldn’t let them see how they had broken me.

Not now not ever.

I was a DeLuca, we were strong and resilient.

I would make it through and survive this mess with the help of my family. If the bastard thought I would stay a minute more than
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