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      To every fabulous one of you who’ve stuck with this series right to the end. I thank you from the bottom of my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand,

        Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

      

        

      

      
        
        WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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      “Are you afraid of me? Is that why I’m tied up?” I snapped at my smug-faced kidnapper.

      No matter how much I struggled against the constricting rope that held my wrists together, nothing gave.

      “Ha, not even close.” His eyes dropped to my cleavage, then back to my face. “Having your hands tied behind your back forces your breasts out in the most appealing manner.”

      My stomach roiled at his statement.

      And at his constant leering.

      “You’re a pig,” I said as I gave him my very best death glare. My wrists were hurting, and the steady ache in my shoulders was getting unbearable.

      “Ah, princesa, you’ll learn that sleeping with pigs can be fun,” he cackled out in his deep voice.

      I found the way he grinned that familiar half-smirk to be oddly comforting—but also frightening as heck.

      He and his brother shared that same smile.

      Where Nick’s was loving—Maxim’s was sinister.

      I was no stranger to men using the threat of sexual harm.

      The men at Ilona’s were well-screened.

      Most of the time.

      They tended to mind their manners, and appreciate the business deal we’d entered into.

      Until they didn’t.

      Every so often, a bad apple emerged, and there was crap all you could do about it.

      A guy could seem nice, and kind—until he wasn’t.

      Sometimes, it surprised me.

      Other times, I could see it in their eyes.

      “I’ve slept with worse,” I sniped at him, not wanting to play the victim. Men who wanted to hurt you usually enjoyed the hunt.

      They got off on seeing you frightened.

      Maxim Castaneda was definitely that type of man.

      The sadistic kind.

      The kind who loved making people suffer.

      I’d only been in his presence for an hour, or so. In that short amount of time, he’d mentioned at least three times how he was going to get me pregnant.

      Out of revenge for Nick getting his wife, Louise, pregnant.

      Someone—obviously, Louise—had let the cat out of the bag. I bet Maxim had an actual coronary when he found out she was carrying his half-brother’s child.

      Just like Nick, and I had.

      He laughed again, this time longer, and louder. “Yes, I know you’re a prostituta. I can’t wait to see what kind of special skills you learned. Puta’s always know the best tricks.”

      I’d wanted to kill him the second he’d raised his hand to me.

      I was no match for a tall, strong man like him.

      Especially not while I wore my huge wedding dress.

      And not with my hands tied behind my back.

      I still wanted to smack him across the face, and bust his nose in, just like he’d done to me.

      “Afterward,” he said, again staring directly at my breasts, “you can tell me how I compare to all your other clients.” His eyes met mine. “But for now, we have a long journey. And I wish to sleep. Which means, lights out for you.”

      He suddenly snapped his fingers to someone at the rear of the plane.

      I’d been scared when Maxim had taken me.

      You’d have to be a complete moron not to be.

      But, I had hope that Nick’s guys had seen something, and they’d find me quickly.

      When we’d been driven to the airport—my hopes had all but vanished.

      A foot or road chase would be bad enough.

      An air chase—nearly impossible.

      From that point on, I knew my main objective had to be survival.

      Lucky for me—and not so lucky for Maxim—I’d been training for this my whole life.

      Ever since I was born, the theme of my life had been survival.

      I was pretty good at this.

      Until Nick had shown up, I’d only had myself to rely on.

      So, that was what I focused on while Maxim’s private jet took off from the airport.

      Survival.

      Staying alive.

      Staying alive until.

      Until Nick found me—or until I found a way out.

      More than a few people in my life were counting on me to keep breathing. And that was what I decided to do.

      Whatever I had to.

      A tall, skinny man waltzed down the center aisle, holding a syringe in his gawky, awkward finger.

      I could feel my eyes widen.

      “No, Maxim, no,” I said as I tried my best to shrink against the chair.

      “Don’t worry, princesa, I told you I would not hurt you. But, I’m tired, and I need to rest. And that means you need to go to sleep, as well.”

      He grabbed the needle from the man, and turned to me.

      I brought my knees up, and pushed my feet against his thigh. “Maxim, no, please no,” I said, already out of breath. The sight of the needle brought back horrible memories of my last kidnapping.

      “It’s a tiny needle, you won’t even feel it.” He frowned at me, and forcefully took hold of my upper arm.

      “No!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. My arms and legs flailed around in distress. There was no way I was letting him give me that damn needle.

      “Your men shot me up with something last time, and I was sick forever.”

      I could feel the hot tears begin streaming down my face as I continued pushing him away.

      I wasn’t sure whether crying would help me win Maxim over, or not, but right now, I couldn’t stop. “And I had a concussion for weeks. Please, no shots.”

      When I felt his grip on my arm loosen, a sudden wave of relief washed over me.

      And then, my lungs decided to freeze.

      Another surge of panic seized me, and I started gasping for air.

      It felt like I’d never be able to breathe again.

      “What the fuck?” Maxim spat out as I put my feet on the ground, and bent over. I tried everything I could to calm myself, but nothing seemed to work.

      I could feel hands working on the rope around my wrists, and I hoped and prayed he was undoing me.

      Finally, my hands popped free, and my shoulders sagged forward. I imagined being on a warm beach in Italy.

      With Nick.

      Me in some scandalously small bikini, and him in board shorts. We were both lying on white, chaise lounges as we held hands.

      I concentrated on the sun’s hot rays penetrating into me, warming me while the sound of the ocean’s waves lapped in the near distance.

      Maxim’s agitated voice yelled out in the background, but I did my best to tune him out.

      It wasn’t like I could respond to him anyway.

      I still felt as though something constricted my ribs—and realized it was the bodice of my dress.

      I needed it off.

      Now.

      I sat up—managing to keep my eyes closed. My hands slipped to my back, and I hoped I could somehow undo the multitude of tiny buttons.

      Then I remembered how it had taken Giselle long, restless minutes to do them up in the first place.

      There were billions of the little suckers.

      I needed help.

      “Off,” I mouthed with barely a sound, “now.”

      One minute I felt tight and claustrophobic.

      The next, I heard a loud ripping sound.

      And then—freedom.

      I could finally draw in a deep, wonderful breath.

      At first, I wanted to gulp in as much air as possible, but I knew that would be a mistake. I’d just go right back into a panic loop.

      Instead, I focused on slowing my breathing.

      When I finally opened my eyes, Maxim was still beside me. His eyes were fixated on my chest.

      Again.

      I peered down at myself, and realized I couldn’t really blame him.

      The wedding set I’d bought was amazing.

      My strapless, white, lace bra pushed my breasts up, making them look even larger than they were.

      The matching garter belt, thong, and stockings completed the naughty outfit.

      Even I’d stared at myself when I tried it on in the wedding boutique in Italy. I was stunning, and I knew it.

      I spotted my once beautiful dress lying in a large heap in front of me. The dark, red, dried blood contrasted greatly against the stark white.

      Quickly, I wondered how Maxim had managed to get me fully out of the dress in a flash.

      “Vete,” Maxim said, and waved off the tall, gawky man standing beside him. I instantly noticed the needle in his hand.

      The syringe was still full.

      He hadn’t used it on me.

      Suddenly, it was like my lungs fully opened up now, and I could finally take a long, deep, cleansing breath.

      The man walked away, and I shut my eyes for a second and thanked the heavens above they hadn’t drugged me. That really would have added insult to injury.

      “What happened?” Maxim asked me in a matter-of-fact voice. Not even a touch of sympathy in it.

      “I don’t know. I think they’re panic attacks, I’m not sure,” I responded, just happy to be able to breathe freely again.

      He turned more fully to me. “What do you mean, ‘you don’t know?’” he asked, scowling at me. “Haven’t you been to a doctor?”

      Gosh, this man was really pissing me off. “Do you have a clue how much it costs to see a doctor? Not only that, but to take time off for an appointment?”

      “Your husband won’t pay for a doctor?” he asked so sarcastically that I wanted to hit him.

      “Of course, he’ll pay. I haven’t had an attack in a while, so it hasn’t been an issue.”

      Suddenly, I began to feel uncomfortable with my lack of clothing.

      It wasn’t like I could put my wedding dress back on.

      And Maxim hadn’t exactly given me time to pack.

      “How often does that happen?” he asked, his voice and face a bit more serious now.

      “Lately? Hmm,” I said as I tilted my head in mock concentration. “It seems to only happen when I get kidnapped. So, I guess I need to stop doing that. Oh, and whenever scary dudes show up with needles. That’s another new trigger.”

      He blinked his eyes and shook his head. “Mateo isn’t scary. And it’s just a little something to help you sleep.”

      I stared right into his eyes. “Yeah, to me he’s scary. And the ‘little something’ you had your other guys give me, did more than make me sleep. I hope Nick sent you the bills for all the scans I needed and the medications I had to be on.”

      He let out a long sigh. “They weren’t supposed to hurt you. That wasn’t part of the plan.”

      “It was like living on a Tilt-A-Whirl for a freaking month.”

      His stern, stone-like face didn’t move. “Like I said, that wasn’t the plan.”

      I sat back, and let my head rest against the soft, leather seat. Now that I’d allowed my body to relax, my face was beginning to throb.

      My fingers drifted up to my nose, and I felt dried blood caked on. “Gross,” I said, feeling how swollen it was. When I touched my top lip, I could tell it was easily three times its normal size.

      Maxim grabbed my arm and shook it. He stared at the diamond bracelet Nick had given me.

      “Take it off,” he said, then his eyes narrowed in on my ears. “Your earrings, as well. Those are my diamonds.”

      Crap.

      I didn’t want to give him my jewelry.

      I felt an ache inside my chest when I realized I had no choice in the matter.

      What was I going to do? Arm wrestle Maxim for them?

      Reluctantly, I unhooked my bracelet, and removed my earrings—and handed them over to Maxim.

      He stuffed them into his pocket.

      “Thank you,” he said right before he clutched my left hand. “Let’s not forget this.”

      Then, he started yanking on my engagement ring.

      I expected it to slide right off—but, my ring held tight.

      He used two hands, now, tugging hard on my finger, and the ring.

      “What the fuck? Why won’t this come off?” he swore under his breath.

      I pushed his hands away.

      “Let me do it,” I said, and started pulling on my ring.

      It wouldn’t come off.

      “Huh, weird,” I said, beginning to feel a bit panicked at not being able to get my ring off.

      I mean, I didn’t want it off.

      I didn’t want to give it to Maxim.

      But, the fact that my ring was incredibly stuck gave me an odd feeling inside.

      “My fingers are probably swollen from that stupid rope you used to tie me up with,” I said as I came to the conclusion that this ring was staying on my finger.

      At least for now.

      “Hmm, we’ll try again later,” he said, then reached for something on the floor.

      “Hands.” He held out the same rope he’d used on my wrists earlier. “I’ll tie them in front this time.”

      I quickly yanked my hands back against my chest. My heart started beating hard, and I felt like I might begin another panic attack all over again.

      “What? No, why?” I said almost incoherently as I squirmed away from him as much as possible.

      “So you don’t whack me over the head in my sleep?” he asked incredulously as if I were an idiot.

      It was my turn to frown at him. “And what exactly would that do? I club you on the head, and then jump out of a moving airplane while I’m only wearing my underwear—and no parachute?”

      That only prompted him to scan my body again with his lecherous eyes. “That’s some quality, top of the line lingerie, princesa,” he said, gazing back into my eyes. “I’ll enjoy taking it off you later.”

      My stomach wanted to empty itself all over him. “Why don’t you go fuck yourself?”

      He grinned at me. “Ah, but I’ll have more fun fucking you. After all, we have a baby to make.”

      That made me feel even more ill. “You’re a pig,” I said to him in as calm a voice as I could muster. Then, I turned my head toward the window and looked out of it—trying my best to ignore him.

      I wondered where in the world this evil man was taking me.

      After that, I wondered if Nick and his guys had any hope at all of tracking me.

      My guess was probably not.

      They hadn’t found me last time, and I was still in the same city.

      Now, I was somewhere in the air—leaving absolutely no trail behind.

      I heard a noise beside me, then the sound of something being dropped. My head quickly turned to see that Maxim had dumped a shirt and a bag of ice on the seat where he sat.

      I looked up at him, and said, “Thanks,” right before I slipped the white T-shirt over my head, and held the ice to my face.

      He didn’t respond.

      All he did was step across the aisle to a different seat. After he plopped himself down, I heard him yawn loudly.

      I wanted to think about what Nick was doing right now.

      I wanted to think about what the church full of people were thinking right now.

      I wanted to think about how happy I’d been just an hour earlier, daydreaming about our future, and our fairy tale wedding.

      Ready—so, so, ready for the next chapter of our lives to begin.

      Instead, I locked all of that away.

      And I thought about what I needed to do.

      Survive.
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      The flowers were perfect.

      The church was full.

      My groomsmen were beside me, and I could see Beatrice lined up at the entryway to the church—all smiles, and giggles.

      The way she’d been for the last few days since we’d had her, and Rachel back home for the wedding.

      It was a risk, but we couldn’t have this big wedding without them.

      And, in a couple of days, we’d ship them back overseas for safekeeping.

      For now, I’d upped their security while they were here.

      The house had been buzzing with females doting on Eve, left and right. They made sure her nails were done, and that she had everything ready for the honeymoon.

      We’d just come back from Italy, but that wasn’t a real honeymoon.

      That was more of a recovery for me—and a re-bonding time for us.

      So many things had come against us, I had decided it was time for us to spend time together—without anyone or anything threatening to divide our love or attention.

      Eve knew the truth, now.

      She knew what life with me would be like.

      She’d experienced some of the worst that could happen—and she was still here, by my side.

      Well, she would be.

      Soon.

      I peeked at my watch again.

      Hmm.

      Five minutes late.

      “Don’t worry, man,” Stefan said, patting my shoulder. “She’s just fashionably late. Have you ever known Eve to be on time for anything?”

      I chuckled, and swiveled to him. “Not that I can think of, no.” We both laughed, but it still bothered me that today of all days she wasn’t right on time.

      “Yeah, she probably needed to redo her hair or something,” Carlo said, adding in his two cents.

      That was definitely something that had happened more than once. Eve would spend forever doing her hair, only to decide immediately after that she hated it.

      And then, she’d start over.

      “Just wedding day jitters,” Stefan said to his brother, and he was probably right.

      I’d always been protective about Eve.

      But, since the shooting, my concern had grown.

      Obviously.

      If Eve hadn’t rolled behind that couch when she did—

      Well, we might be having a whole other service in this church today.

      Carlo and Stefan had revamped security, and I’d looked at their plans.

      They were solid.

      Still, I had this sense of unease—this knot in my stomach that just wouldn’t leave.

      Wedding day jitters.

      I took a deep breath and decided to chalk it up to that.

      Carlo was right.

      Nothing bad was going to happen.

      Eve was just around the corner in a room, waiting to walk down the aisle to me.

      In a dress that gave her such a visceral reaction—it had made her weep when she’d first tried it on.

      My woman, from the wrong side of the tracks.

      In the dress of her dreams.

      About to walk down the aisle to me.

      We’d gotten legally married months ago.

      But, somehow this—today—what we were doing here, now—this felt more official.

      Saying our vows not only to each other, but in front of God, and the world.

      Swearing that she’d be mine for eternity.

      Because she would be.

      She already was.

      From the moment she’d opened the door to my hotel room—I knew.

      I just knew.

      I knew that I had to have her.

      I knew that I needed to wake up to her beautiful face every morning for the rest of my life.

      She’d shown me beauty, but she’d also been the first to show me true love.

      And joy.

      And what self-sacrifice really meant.

      And fucking joy.

      Never in my life had I laughed as much as when I was with her.

      Even from the start, she’d shown me her vulnerability.

      Which then lead to really knowing who she was, and what made her tick.

      It was easy, really.

      All my Eve required was a steady dose of eighties movies and popcorn, food truck delicacies, every hair, and makeup product known to mankind, and every cheesy, romance novel far, and wide.

      Oh, and my heart.

      Which she already owned.

      And she had since the day we’d met.

      Yes, I’d paid Eve for her services that day, but she’d somehow also managed to steal my heart.

      And somehow, by the grace of God, she’d given me hers.

      Yes, Eve had shown me how blindly I’d been walking through life for decades.

      Until now.

      Now, all I wanted to do was throw her on whatever flat surface was nearest, and do my utmost to plant a baby inside of her curvy body.

      I’d never in my life felt such an urge before.

      For sex?

      Yes.

      But to procreate?

      Never.

      With Eve, though, I knew I needed to make babies with her.

      Now.

      Yes, we had challenges in front of us.

      Challenges that we’d overcome.

      We just had to.

      I was eager to see Eve’s wedding dress—and also what was underneath.

      Whatever she’d chosen for our wedding night was bound to be fucking fantastic.

      I couldn’t wait.

      But first, I wanted to say our vows in front of everyone here.

      I wanted us to tell, and show the world how much we loved each other.

      How committed we were to each other.

      How I wanted nothing more than to fill up her womb for the foreseeable future, and build the life that she deserved.

      Nothing but the best for my Eve.

      The low hum of the guests started growing. They must be feeling restless as well.

      “Come on, Eve, hurry that curvy ass of yours up,” I whispered under my breath. I gazed down at my watch and frowned.

      She was now ten minutes late.

      Something tingled down my spine.

      “Go,” I said to Carlo, “check on her.”

      Stefan was about to speak up, when a distraught Asher barged around Beatrice, and ran halfway up the aisle.

      “She’s,” he said, completely out of breath, “Eve’s gone. Someone took her,” he gasped, fighting for air, “there’s blood everywhere.”

      My mind, and my body synced into action.

      Before I knew it, I was pushing past Asher, and into the entryway. I ran to the open door where Eve was.

      Where Eve was supposed to be.

      Maybe he was mistaken?

      Maybe Asher had checked in the wrong room?

      Maybe Eve had decided to wait in a different room?

      My mind flipped over different scenarios as to why my wife wasn’t where she was supposed to be.

      Did Asher say ‘blood?’

      Or had I imagined it?

      He couldn’t have said that.

      If he had said that—he must’ve been mistaken.

      Today was our wedding day.

      Nothing bad was going to happen.

      I turned the corner to see a man on the floor.

      One of our guys.

      Either passed out or dead.

      “Fuck!” I shouted as soon as I saw him.

      This couldn’t be good.

      I burst through the open door and looked around.

      Asher was right.

      Blood.

      That knot in my stomach twisted tighter as soon as I spotted a long, delicate veil on the floor.

      Spattered with blood.

      Not a yard away from that sat a gorgeous bouquet of red roses. Blood smeared on the white carpet beneath.

      “What the hell happened?” I roared as I raced up to the flowers.

      Ice ran through my veins when I got closer and spotted the gold necklace I’d bought her in Italy.

      The Cornicello horn.

      The Italian charm that was supposed to bring good luck, and fertility.

      Apparently, it gave us neither.

      I’d given her an exquisite diamond necklace—but, she’d demurely asked if she could wear this one instead.

      My woman was about as romantic as they came.

      I picked up her necklace, and got blood on my hands while I did it.

      Eve’s blood.

      It had to be.

      “Fucking, Castaneda. I’m going to kill that son of a bitch,” I hollered out, promising to the universe that I’d do exactly that.
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      “Buckle up, princesa,” I heard a strange, deep voice say. My eyes immediately popped open to see Maxim Castaneda standing over me.

      Shock ran through my body, and I struggled to regain my bearings.

      Kidnapped.

      Again.

      Crap.

      I felt the distinctive movements of the plane decelerating.

      My fingers fumbled around for my seat belt, and I clumsily snapped it together.

      I was still halfway in dreamland.

      A dream where Nick, and I were dancing at our wedding.

      He’d been gazing down at me as though he were the luckiest man on Earth.

      And I’d been practically floating in his arms.

      I looked out the window to see a dark, night sky.

      Absolutely no clues as to where we were.

      The lights on the wings of the plane were blinking, preparing for a landing.

      I held onto the arms of the seat and crossed my fingers.

      “Ricardo is an excellent pilot. You needn’t cross your fingers for luck,” Maxim said mockingly.

      I turned my head toward him. “I’m not having the luckiest of days. So, I’ll do what I want, thanks.”

      He threw his head back and laughed.

      Again, it reminded me so much of how my husband laughed, it wasn’t even funny. “Now, I know why my brother cares so much for you. It’s not just for your tits, and ass—you’re entertaining, too.”

      When he’d called Nick his ‘brother,’ I wanted to slap him across the face.

      He was no brother to Nick.

      A brother wouldn’t kidnap his sister-in-law.

      Twice.

      The plane lowered again, and my stomach squeezed at the movement.

      “Why are you so nervous? Do you think I’d hire a bad pilot to fly me around?”

      I stared at him for a second while I chose my words carefully. “I don’t know what you’d do, Max. You just kidnapped me—again. And on my wedding day of all days. You’ll have to try real hard to understand how I might have trust issues with you.”

      Again, he laughed.

      Just like Nick.

      Crap.

      He wiped at his eyes, and said, “I can’t remember when I’ve laughed this much. You need to relax, and enjoy the ride. I will eventually take you back home to your husband.”

      My heart leaped at his words.

      Words I knew I couldn’t trust.

      “You don’t believe me?” he asked, his eyebrows high on his forehead. His expression looked genuinely shocked.

      “Why would I believe a word you say? I don’t even know why you’ve kidnapped me. Either time.”

      A wicked smile spread across his face that made my stomach turn. “Ah, venganza, mi princesa,” he said, then paused, “Vengence. I have a vendetta or two with my brother that I’ve long been waiting to rectify.”

      “I still don’t know what that has to do with me.”

      The plane lowered again.

      Then again.

      My fingers dug harder into the armrests.

      “You, are what my brother loves most in this world. Which makes you the perfect pawn for my plan.”

      I wasn’t sure if it was his words or his tone.

      Or maybe it was that the plane had just touched down, and bounced, then touched down again.

      “And what exactly is your plan? Why would you kidnap me, if you’re only going to give me back? That makes no sense.”

      The plane finally stayed down, the brakes screeching as we came to a full stop.

      Maxim was the first to unbuckle, and stand. “I will give you back, princesa. I promise. But,” he said, holding his hand out for me, “I will give you back with my child in your womb. Exactly how my brother returned my wife.”

      The look of hate in his eyes made him appear even more sinister.

      And, it scared the living crap out of me.
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      We offboarded the plane, and Maxim physically pushed me into an awaiting car.

      He still hadn’t bound my hands together since I’d begged him not to.

      It was dark, and I couldn’t see much. But, the driver spoke Spanish to Maxim.

      The air was hot and humid. I felt like I was sweltering even though I was dressed like a dancer in a bad eighties, music video.

      After driving for a while, we went through not one, but two sets of tall, iron gates. They closed intimidatingly after our car drove through.

      I wondered if they were meant to keep people in—or keep people out.

      Palm trees lined the long, endless driveway—giving me another hint as to where we likely were.

      Mexico.

      I remembered from Nick’s files that Maxim had several known properties dispersed throughout the country.

      And likely some they didn’t know.

      The only question was—would Nick’s men find me?

      Our driver pulled up to a brightly lit, yellow, stucco sided house.

      Or, more like a mansion.

      Way bigger than Nick’s.

      “Out,” Maxim said, poking me roughly in the back.

      I found the door handle and pulled it open. The heat from the brick driveway radiated into my stocking feet.

      Maxim had literally knocked me out of my gorgeous heels when he’d struck me back at the church.

      So, I’d had no choice but to walk around without.

      “Inside,” he said, pushing again—and ticking me off even more.

      “Would you stop?” I snapped at him, and twisted my head toward him. “I’m walking as fast as I can without shoes on.”

      He lowered his gaze as though he’d forgotten I was shoeless. When he looked up at my face, his eyes lingered on me.

      But, not in an appreciative way.

      His eyes narrowed as a look of disgust covered his face.

      He didn’t say anything.

      All he did was look down at his watch, then sneer. “You’ll do what I say, and walk faster.” Then, he shoved me forward.

      I let out a loud huff and hurried.

      He guided me around the house—which was impeccably decorated and kept up. Bright blues, oranges, greens, and reds covered the interior.

      Or what I could see of it.

      A long, wooden table caught my eye. It was surrounded by at least a dozen, wrought iron chairs. The cushions were made of beautiful material with an Aztec design.

      “Go!” Maxim said again, rushing me down a long hallway. Large, luxurious arches framed every doorway.

      If I wasn’t being held against my will, I’d probably appreciate the workmanship of my surroundings.

      “I’m going, I’m going,” I muttered while I shuffled across the terracotta tiles. The edges were sharp and kept catching on my stockings.

      When we came to the end of the hall, he grabbed my shoulders and turned me to the right.

      A large, wooden door with big, iron stripes stood in front of me. Maxim reached around and lifted up the heavy slab of wood that was latched from one side to the other.

      He set it down and used two hands to unlock the handle.

      With a loud, creaking sound, he threw open the door.

      I wasn’t given a chance to decide if I wanted to go inside or not. Maxim quickly launched me forward.

      I lunged deeply, barely managing to offset a fall.

      “What is your problem? There’s no reason to be so pushy,” I said as I turned swiftly around to face him.

      “Shut
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