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  Dedication


This book is dedicated to every kickass reader who took a chance on one of my wild adventures.

Thank you. 

 

I always strive to give you the very best my imagination can create. I hope you enjoy this tale. 

To all of my readers and VIPs whose support and contributions make all of this possible. You have my undying gratitude for your treasured loyalty.

Love Always,

Nicholas Bella
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  Warning and Triggers


All right now, you're about to read a book that is bold, graphic, and full of nasty, gory, freaky, sexy shit. I'm talking about characters getting murdered in brutal ways because their killers show no mercy and have the nerve to be creative in their torture. Then they're horny as hell, so the sex is hot and intense, and they go all out on pleasing their lovers. There are some non-con/dub-con, dark themes, and explicit content. Expect obscene and graphic language as these characters express themselves how they want to. So, this book may be too graphic for sensitive readers. Reader discretion is strongly advised. Mature content for 18+ 
Spice Level: Carolina Reaper
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  Chapter one
New Beginnings

Eric Cayden


Ihad Italian food for J, Alexi, and me to chow down on while we went over our latest case. It was an asshole who was suspected of kidnapping, raping, and murdering at least three women. There was never enough evidence to link him to the crimes, but that was where I came in. I needed evidence, but I could also follow a perp and torture him for information. I pulled into the carport of what I liked to call our secret hideout and turned off the engine. I grabbed the bags of food and climbed out of my beautiful black muscle car, then headed toward the living area but stopped dead in my tracks when I saw a sight I wasn't prepared for. Before me were both Jordan and Alexi, tied to chairs with Bishop standing behind Jordan and another man I didn't know standing behind Alexi, both of them pointing guns at the heads of the only two people in this world I loved and cared about. Jordan's and Alexi's mouths were covered with cloth, and their eyes were full of fear, anger, and concern. 
Placing the bags on the floor, I took a step closer, but when Bishop cocked his gun, I froze. "What the fuck is going on?" I asked.
"Don't be alarmed, Mr. Cayden," said a deep voice from the shadows behind Bishop.
I looked past the two men holding my lover and friend at gunpoint to an Asian boy in a suit stepping forward, one hand in his pocket and the other at his side as if he had not a care in the world. His dark brown hair was styled like most sophisticated businessmen wore their hair, and his brown eyes were studying me. "Who the fuck are you?" I demanded. The motherfucker looked no older than sixteen or seventeen. What the hell?
"Perhaps you should have a seat," he suggested, then motioned to a chair they had already prepared for me.
"I'd rather stand," I shot back.
"Please sit," the bastard said; this time his tone was more authoritative. It let me know that he wasn't suggesting but commanding that I have a seat, so I did. I didn't want my actions to be the reason for J's or Alexi's death.
"Okay, I'm sitting. Are you going to tell me who the fuck you are and what you want?" I asked.
He stepped forward and was now standing between J and Alexi, and I had a really good look at him. He was a teenager and looked to be Japanese. Pretty, with an angular face and bow-shaped lips. About six feet, lean, and well-toned.
"My name is Mr. H."
I cocked an eyebrow. "Is that the name your parents gave you?"
"That is the name you will come to know me by," he said. "Mr. Cayden, I want you to join my company, Ronin."
"Why?"
"Because I'm the reason why you even have powers. I chose you a long time ago. Not only did you have the perfect skills for what I needed you for, but the right temperament. You can kill; you enjoy killing and fighting. You thought it was a government agency trying to recruit you, but it was me. I thought you'd died during the process of Enhancement. As so many had, it's not easy for the human body to survive the transition, but you did," Mr. H said, and that reveal hit me like a punch to my gut.
It took me a minute to gather my thoughts well enough to ask a question. "Say I believe that. What is Ronin, then? Is that what I would have been working for if I hadn't had the reaction I did and your scientists didn't bury my body in a shallow grave?"
He nodded. "I was very disappointed when I thought I'd lost you, Eric."
"Stop saying my name like we're fucking friends," I snapped.
He gave me a smile, and it was as charming as it was a warning, letting me know he wasn't one to fuck with. "Mr. Cayden, you are an asset to me and, as far as I am concerned, my property. The contract you signed is still valid, and the concoction that gives you your remarkable abilities is a product of my company."
"So basically, you're telling me that I don't have a choice when it comes to joining your Ronin company?" I stated.
"I'm giving you a choice."
"Let me guess: work for you or die?"
"Work for me willingly or they die," Mr. H said, then gestured to both Jordan and Alexi. "Well, actually, maybe just this one," he added and pointed to Alexi. "Mr. Jordan Watts has proven that he, too, is quite the asset. A hacker of his caliber would fit well within my company."
"You're fucking sixteen years old. Did you inherit this company from your dad or something?" I asked.
"Mr. Cayden, I am a hundred and twenty-five years old. I assure you, the company is all mine," Mr. H replied.
I was really good at keeping a poker face, and I pasted it on now because hearing his real age shocked the shit out of me, but I didn't want him to know it. "So, you still didn't tell me just what kind of company this is?"
Mr. Fucking H cocked an eyebrow. "Soldiers of Fortune, Mr. Cayden."
I snorted. "Mercenaries."
"Warriors," Mr. H corrected me, I guess. Whatever.
I looked at Bishop. "So, all this time, you were spying on me?"
Bishop nodded. "Once you join Ronin, you'll learn unparalleled skills, as you don't really have them yet. You're like clay that needs to be molded into something truly beautiful. All of the components are there, but not refined. For example, you think you're keeping your expression neutral, but I can see right through you, and I know that this has you as amazed as you are enraged. You have great promise, but with your abilities, you can be so much more than a mere vigilante. Those days are behind you now. Trust me, this is a life you were born to live."
I scoffed. "Trust you? Fuck you, bitch. I ain't trusting your lying ass ever again," I snapped.
Bishop winked at me. "Oh yes, you will."
"You didn't care if I killed those people or not, did you?" I was thinking about all the instances where Bishop was acting like he was more noble than I was.
He shook his head. "I needed to know if you were someone with a conscience or just a brutal killer."
"Once we had confirmed that you were my lost asset, I had Bishop give me a full report on you and everyone you knew," Mr. H said.
I tore my glare from Bishop, if that was even his real name, and focused on Mr. H. "Looking for my weaknesses," I stated.
Mr. H smiled and nodded. The arrogant piece of shit.
I turned back to Bishop because I had remembered what else he'd done that pissed me off now. "You fucked Jordan, you backstabbing son of a bitch!" I snapped.
Bishop laughed. "That's what pisses you off?"
"I don't like when people betray my trust, and neither does J or Alexi," I shot back.
"Getting back to the point," Mr. H interjected. "You will work for Ronin, Mr. Cayden. Whether or not it's willingly or by force is entirely up to you. I can have you do my every command, but that is very troublesome and not entirely reliable. And after a while, it will destroy your cognitive functions. I'd rather have you at your healthiest. So, if you come willingly, Mr. Watts can still be a team member for you, and you keep your lover. If not, well... I don't think I need to repeat my threat because I believe you understand what I'm offering."
He didn't need to repeat himself because I did understand. I also hated it. If I went with him, I'd be giving up the freedom to be my own person. I'd be a weapon, but I wouldn't see Alexi dead, and I also didn't want to become some puppet. I guessed the guy with his gun pointed at Alexi's head was the one who would be pulling my strings if I refused.
Fuck! What choice did I have?
I looked at Mr. H and sighed. "I guess I'll be fulfilling my contract after all," I said.
He smiled. "Good. Let us begin your life anew and with a greater purpose than you could possibly imagine."
"Fuck you," I snarled.
"Let that be the last time you address me in that manner. Now, we're all going to take a little trip; no need to pack." With that, they led us out of my home, and I watched in amazement as two black vans seemed to shimmer into existence. That let me know they had someone there who could make illusions. Making me see whatever they wanted me to see. Fuck... that Ryce Colson motherfucker! Holy shit, talk about getting duped, damn. At one point, J, Alexi, and I were considering Ryce to be a partner because Bishop had vouched for him. Now, I wondered if they were disappointed that he didn't need him. When I saw them shoving J and Alexi into one of the vans, I started to run over there to them. But someone stronger than I was came up behind me and put a mask over my face, forcing me to breathe in mystery fumes. My lungs filled with the substance, and my vision grew cloudy. The world tilted, then went black.
And just like that, I was no longer a vigilante or free.






  
  Chapter two
Eric Cayden


My head was still spinning from the effects of whatever the hell it was that they knocked me out with. My stomach felt queasy, but it was empty because I never did get a chance to eat my damn Italian food. I still couldn't see shit because a black bag was over my head, but I knew I was bound to a metal chair. My mouth was also gagged with some damn good duct tape. All I could think about was Jordan and Alexi and what happened to them. Where did they take them? Did they keep their word to not harm them? Fuck! 
I struggled to break free, trying to loosen the ropes that tied my torso, wrists, and ankles to the chair, but I couldn't get free. It was like the harder I pulled, the tighter the ropes got, nearly cutting off my circulation. My chest heaved in my efforts, but it was all in vain. I wasn't going anywhere. I also noticed that I wasn't as strong as I normally was, and I wondered if that was a side effect of the drug they put into my system.
It was time to use my other senses, and I listened to my surroundings and took deep breaths to smell whatever I could. I smelled bleach and other cleaning solutions. I also heard a motor running like an air conditioner. Then I heard a door slide open—automatic—and footsteps approaching. No soft loafers here; those made an audible sound, expensive soles. The footsteps weren't very heavy, though, but I knew it wasn't a woman, not with that cologne.
"I'm happy to see that you're finally awake, Eric," the person spoke, and I knew right away that it was that motherfucker Mr. H. Of course, I couldn't respond, not with my mouth taped up, so I just listened. "Now, I'm going to remove your mask and gag because we need to have a serious conversation."
The bag was lifted from my face, and I had to squint because the lighting was bright. Next to be removed was the tape, and that hurt because it was snatched off. Thank God I didn't have a beard or mustache. I let my vision adjust to the room and saw Mr. H. standing before me. It was hard to believe someone who looked as young as he did was in control of a mercenary organization. No doubt, he was probably a human born with enhanced abilities. The suit he wore was tailor-made with smooth lines, and his hair was combed back with a part on the side. He looked like money and smelled like power.
"Where's Jordan and Alexi?" I asked. Their safety was my top priority. I looked around the room I was in. It was a cell with cement walls and floors. There was a bed, a toilet, and a desk with a chair, all cement and molded into the floor as one design. I guess they didn't want me to loosen any bolts. None of the vents were accessible.
"Here and safe. I keep my word, Eric. As long as you behave yourself, they will remain that way," Mr. H. said.
"What is Ronin?" I asked, getting to the point of why he'd taken me.
He leaned against the wall, arms crossed over his slender chest. "I had my eye on you for some time, Eric. Your military record was exceptional; however, you received many infractions. A rule breaker—habitually. And a violent streak that was noted after you nearly beat a guy to death at a bar. You could have gone to jail for that... You were supposed to. But I intervened and instead offered you a chance to join a covert organization for the government." He smirked. "At least, that was the story I fed you at the time."
I remembered the bar fight I'd been in. The man had slapped the waitress's ass when she walked by. She slapped him back in response, and he decided to punch her. None of the men in the bar made a move to protect her, but I did. I may have gone a bit overboard, but he deserved every broken bone and laceration I gave him.
"So, you covered that up?" I asked.
He nodded. "They had released you from your military obligation, and since you didn't have any close family to notify, it was easy to make you disappear. You were perfect for my organization. Someone with the bloodlust to do what I needed and a flexible moral code."
"Are you government?" I asked because he still hadn't fully explained what Ronin was.
He shook his head. "We are Ronin; we are warriors with no master."
"You're the master," I pointed out.
"Every group of warriors needs a leader, or else there will be anarchy. I offer men and women such as yourself an opportunity to reach your full potential. Your skills were being underused as a vigilante, Eric. Now, your work on dismantling the infamous Killing Game was impressive, if not a bit inconvenient for me. One of the board members pays me very well to make problems like you go away."
I narrowed my eyes as I thought about who the board member could be. Who would be so powerful when it dawned on me. "Philip Taylor Wright."
Mr. H. smiled. "It is why he's not in jail right now rotting away like the others. And he never will be. For you see, I own men like him. At any time, I could have destroyed that murder ring. But it was very profitable for me."
"Were you a member?" I asked.
He laughed. "Do you feel your need for vengeance and justice growing?"
"Were you?" I growled.
He studied me for a while. His brown eyes burrowed into mine until I began to feel the weight of his gaze. He wasn't a man who answered to anyone. That's what his silence meant.
"I just want to know?" I rephrased my question and took the threat out of my tone.
He lifted his chin as if to say that's better. "No, I was not a member. I controlled those who were. My finger was always on the switch."
"Why then did you let me take them down? Didn't you lose a lot of money?"
He shrugged. "Money... I have many ways to make it, and the Killing Game had gone on for over twenty-five years. Everything has its expiration date, you could say. Its bad fortune was pissing you off, and my good fortune was finding you because of it. Losing the Killing Game was a sacrifice I was willing to make."
This bastard was too difficult for me to try to figure out, but that didn't mean I was giving up. "Why did you let Bishop help?"
"Because I was testing you. I wanted to see how you worked in your own element. No rules but your own, until you were forced to play by others' rules. That was why I told Bishop to set boundaries for you. Oh, how pleased I was to see you rise to the challenge, Eric. Your vicious determination was marvelous to behold. Bishop was impressed."
I snarled because I wanted to kick Bishop's bitch ass. He'd lied to us. "So, you want me to be like Bishop? One of your mercenaries? You want me to kill people for you?"
"That and then some. We don't work for anyone in particular, Eric. However, we will take the jobs we want. Understand, you're not my attack dog. You are an extension of me. My mercenaries are my family, my brothers and sisters. I want you to not hold back on your potential. I want you to kill, to torture, to spy, to steal, to punish, and to rescue. We go where the job tells us if we choose to accept the assignment. And we never do it for free. We play both sides and come out on top. We have no loyalty to anyone but each other. If you betray Ronin, you die."
I listened to everything that he told me, and I swear, my cock twitched at the promise of the life he spoke of. I thrived on that kind of adventure. And as much as I wanted to deny it, the motherfucker was speaking my language.
He smiled, and for the first time, I saw that he had dimples. "I understand that you have unfinished business with Sergey Markelov. I'll give him to you, but it won't be easy."
Well, it was true. I did have unfinished business with that bastard. He was one of three board members of the Killing Game, and like Philip Taylor Wright, Sergey was also walking around a free man. The reason he had a date with death was that I made a promise. Oleg Romanski had wanted the murdering bastard dead for sleeping with his wife. I wanted him dead because he was a murdering bastard.
I smirked. "You want me to kill him?"
"I want you to enjoy killing him like I know you will. You tell yourself that you don't need the kill, but you do. You could never live a life where you can't be even a little bit violent. Alexi, I think, understands this about you. Jordan does too—even more than Alexi, but neither knows the full extent of your darkest desires."
"But you think you do?"
"Oh, I know I do."
Cocky fucker.
I scoffed. "Bishop gave you a full book report about us, I see."
He nodded. "He's my best spy. You will learn to be the same with his skill level."
"I'll learn to read people's minds by touching them and be able to be invisible?" I asked. Bishop could, and I couldn't help but think that was cool as fuck.
"No. We each have our own skill set. Yours is exceptional. Enhanced strength and healing, your skin is invulnerable, and best of all, you have the ability to shapeshift into anyone you want. You can be anyone you want to be. You belong with us, your own kind. We have the power to create empires and destroy them," Mr. H. said.
"And you're the hand that wields the weapon," I pointed out.
He nodded. "I think now you understand."
Yes, I did, and now I was fucking conflicted. I wanted the life he was offering me, but could I kill someone innocent? Would he want me to? Fuck... I hoped he didn't see my dick get hard just now. I couldn't help but think about what I wanted to do to Sergey. I wasn't entirely honest with Alexi because I didn't want to lose him. But apparently, Mr. H. knew more about me than I thought. Not even Jordan knew how much I enjoyed killing people. I hoped they never found out either.
"What about those self-proclaimed superheroes out there?" I asked. Because enhanced humans weren't some secret society. There were some who, like I once was, were defenders of justice.
"Only one is a problem, but he won't be now that I have you," he said.
"Who?"
"Ah..ah...ah..." He waggled his finger. "I want to get to know you better. Maybe go on a few more dates first before I start telling you all of my secrets. You'll find out in due time," Mr. H. said.
Damn, now I was curious as to which enhanced human out there ruffled his feathers. Who did he think I could take out?
"So, do I untie you and introduce you to the others? Or do you need more time to think about your predicament?" Mr. H. asked me, drawing me from my thoughts back to him.
"I already told you I wouldn't fight you."
He chuckled. "You'll fight me, but it won't help you. You'll only hurt them."
"That's why I won't fight you," I repeated. "You can untie me."
"We'll see." He turned and left the room, and I was still bound to the chair. I guess he didn't believe me.






  
  Chapter three
Jordan Watts


The black bag they threw over my head kept me from seeing what my surroundings looked like. I couldn't move because my limbs had all been bound to a metal chair that was obviously nailed to the floor. I wondered what had happened with Eric and Alexi. They had put Alexi in the same van I was shoved into, but they put Eric in a different van. Shit, I hated this. Hated not knowing what was going to happen next. Ever since I'd met Eric, we'd been living by our own rules. No one to bother us, and now this asshole, whoever he was, just destroyed our world. He wanted to use me like he wanted to use Eric. My mind was racing with so many scenarios of what Mr. H. would have me doing. Would he want me to kill people? No way I could do that. Eric did the dirty work; I just did what I could. 
A part of me regretted ever reaching out to Bishop Keong, AKA "Black Knight." That bastard! He played me like a board game. Fuck, I was such a slut and sucker for him. He was just my type: tall, dangerous, and gorgeous. Sure, he said that he didn't kill, but he did live a risky life, and I found that exciting. I felt that he fit right in with Eric and me. I wondered how much of his performance was real. I mean, I knew for a fact that he could kill since he was willing to kill me if things went wrong back there. But was he acting when he had sex with me? Was that real? What about when he told me that I was beautiful? Was it real? I knew when he told me we'd see each other again, that wasn't a lie. However, I didn't expect the next time I'd see him, he'd be pointing a gun at my face. Bishop caught me and Alexi completely off guard. I had no way to warn Eric, and my heart broke to see him give in just to save us. I never wanted to be used against Eric. I was his weakness, and Alexi was too.
I stiffened when I heard the metal door slide open and the sound of shoes on a cement floor came closer and then stopped. I swallowed because my mouth went dry just then. I licked my lips and then spoke. "Where am I?"
The black bag was snatched off my head, and the brightness of the room hit me full blast. I groaned and shut my eyes tightly, then blinked several times until my vision began to adjust. Finally, I was able to look up at the man who removed the bag.
Mr. H.
"You're in my facility for processing," he said.
"Where are Eric and Alexi?" I asked.
"You need to be concerned about your own predicament, Mr. Watts," he said, then sat down in a chair that looked almost like something you'd see in a dentist's office or a James Bond torture room.
"Are you going to kill me?" I asked.
"That's up to you. I don't want to. Killing you would be very wasteful. I see potential in you, Jordan. Your hacking skills are impressive, and if you want to continue to help Eric, you should listen carefully to what I'm going to say."
"I'm listening." If there was one thing I was good at—besides hacking—it's learning how to adjust for my own survival.
"If you agree to join Ronin, you will receive the crest. Your position will be exactly what you have been doing. Only you'll be doing it for every mercenary under Ronin. Once you see the technology you'll be working with, you'll understand just how important it is to have someone like you on our side."
"Don't you already have people with my kind of skills?" I asked.
"Of course. Two to be exact. But adding one more will help us greatly. You see, I run multiple missions simultaneously. You'll have to monitor each mercenary that you're assigned to and be able to give aid immediately if need be. It's a lot to ask of two black hats."
"So, why didn't you get more?"
He snorted. "I did, hence this conversation we're having. Do you think I can just put out an ad for this position? Furthermore, do you think I'll accept just anyone?" He shook his head. "If you weren't exceptional, Jordan, I would have had your mind scrambled so much so that you wouldn't be able to tell reality from the images I implanted. Either that, or I would have killed you and forced Eric to work for me. But like I said, you have worth."
Okay, that gave me some serious pause. I didn't like threats upon my person, and I knew that this man wasn't bluffing. He'd do it. If I was going to survive the next hour, I had to play it smart.
"Say I agree to work for you. Will you make me kill people?" I asked.
"Yes. But not face-to-face. Say a bomb has been planted and you have the detonator. I'll expect you to carry out your mission. If you don't..." His brown gaze hardened, and it sent a chill down my spine. This man was as cruel and evil as they came; I could sense it.
"You'll kill me if I can't push that button," I supplied.
"I'll make you wish that I did. I'll make you regret ever betraying Ronin. You're my family once you accept your place. I'll look out for you, and I expect you to look out for me. If you won't do that, then you have no place here. We are warriors without a master. I am your leader, and we choose our missions, and we never do it for free. For the most part, you'll be doing what you already were, with some exceptions," Mr. H. said.
"And they are?"
"We don't pick sides."
"So, if someone innocent is our target..."
"Money doesn't differentiate between good and bad, and neither do I. That is all that matters."
Well, he certainly laid out all of his cards... at least the hand he wanted me to see. The fact was, I really had no choice. No way did I want the alternative he offered, and I would still be able to help Eric.
"Fine. So, what's next?"
He cocked an eyebrow. "Really? I didn't expect you to agree so readily."
"I don't want to kill people, that's true. But I also don't want to leave Eric alone here. I trust Eric, and I'll follow his lead."
"What about the killing of innocent people?" Mr. H. asked.
I swallowed because I needed those few seconds to gather my thoughts. "I'm not okay with that. You seem like a man who only wants honesty, so I'll give it to you. If you want to risk your mission failing, forcing me to kill people who don't deserve to die is a way to make that happen. If I were fine with innocent people dying, I wouldn't have ever told Eric about the Killing Game."
Mr. H. lifted his head a bit as he studied me, then he nodded. "I'm curious to see exactly what you're capable of and what you don't know you're capable of."
The smile he gave me let me know that he was a man used to getting his way. 
I decided to remain silent.
"First, you'll take the oath and receive the tattoo. Next, I'll introduce you to the members and show you to your workstation."
"Will I be living here?"
He nodded. "For the time being, yes. I have mercenaries in other locations—those I can trust. You haven't earned that privilege yet. And you won't for a while, so I'd suggest you get used to living here. Your belongings have been moved into your room."
"My room? Will I have to share it, or is it all for me?"
"It's yours, but on either side of you are Bishop's room and Ryce's. Eric will not be on the same floor as you."
"I'm guessing it's a precaution to make sure I don't get any bright ideas about escaping? You put your watchdog, Bishop, on me," I snapped because just thinking about Bishop hurt my feelings.
"You could try to run, but it would be bad for your health."
I sighed and nodded. This wasn't a man who made mistakes like creating a facility easy to break into or out of, I was sure. I mean, if Bishop was any proof of how well-trained his people were, then they were damn near out of my league. I never saw any of this coming.
"I'm not going to try to escape. But how long do I have to work for you?"
"We'll cross that bridge later," Mr. H. said, then climbed off the chair. He pressed a few buttons on his phone, then slipped it back into his pocket. Next, he untied my wrists and ankles from the metal chair I'd been bound to, then patted the cushion of that other chair, indicating that's where he wanted me to sit.
"The tattoo?"
He nodded. "First that, then the meet and greet."
I rubbed my sore wrist as I walked over to the chair and then climbed up into it. "I've never had a tattoo before."
"You'll either hate or love it, then." Mr. H. shrugged just as the door slid open and a woman entered wearing a black turtleneck, jeans, and boots. Almost like she was about to go on a mission. She had a metal suitcase with her, and she set it on the table that was connected to the chair I was in. She was a pretty black woman with hazel eyes and long braided hair.
"Jordan, meet Trace," Mr. H. did the one-way introduction. I guess Trace already knew who I was.
"'Trace'? Is that a codename?" I asked.
She nodded as she opened the case and began setting things up. "Yes, and your name was 'J,' correct?" she asked. I could hear her accent, and it was definitely Jamaican.
"What do you mean was 'J'?" I asked because I caught that sly shit.
"You will not be using those old names ever again. 'J, Cobra, Silver Fox'... That was your past. You will receive new codenames," Mr. H. said.
"When?" I asked.
"When I feel like you're ready," Mr. H. replied.
I decided not to ask any more about that because he had a way of making you feel very uncomfortable. I was instructed to lay back in the chair, and I watched as Trace prepared my arm for the tattoo.
"Hey, wait, do I get to choose where?" I asked Mr. H.
"Your inner arm only. Easy enough for you to conceal or show if need be," he said.
Oh, I wasn't looking forward to this at all. I watched her ready the tattooing gun, and when the motor turned on, I tensed up. She was wearing black gloves as she began etching the design into my skin. I gritted my teeth and had to take several breaks because it was more pain than I cared to endure.
"I need a break. This hurts too much," I complained.
Mr. H. nodded at Trace, and when I turned to her, I was met with her fist. I felt the pain of her blow along with the shock, but then everything faded into blackness.






  
  Chapter four
Alexi Taylor


My wrists hurt from the handcuffs that bound me to the metal chair. My ankles were also shackled. I'd checked out the room they put me in; it was actually very nice and had a pleasant floral and sage smell. I was positioned in front of a California King-size bed. The flooring was gray marble, with a few rugs. There was dark wood bedroom furniture and a large sixty-five-inch TV. I could see some of the en-suite bathroom, and from the angle I had, it looked huge, with a separate shower and deep garden jacuzzi tub. It looked like a high-class luxury bedroom from what I could tell. I wondered why they put me here. My chair wasn't bolted to the ground, but it couldn't break away from it. 
They had knocked me out after shoving Jordan and me into the back of the black van. I woke up here and had been waiting for someone to tell me what they wanted for over two hours. I was also starving and had to piss.
"Fuck," I said, because I was that pissed off.
When I joined Eric, I really had no idea just how deep he'd gone into trying to take out the Killing Game murder ring. But I knew he was doing the right thing. That's why I'd decided to help him. I don't regret it either. But I didn't like being kidnapped and sure as fuck didn't like being used as leverage. I was angry, but I was also worried—not only for myself but also for Eric and Jordan. What was happening to them? What did that asshole want them to do? I let my head fall back as I stared at the ceiling and the fancy decorative light that dangled overhead.
When I heard the door unlock and then open, I focused my attention on whoever was about to walk in. It was that bastard who kidnapped me—Mr. H. I remembered his name very well. "Why am I here?" I asked, getting right to the point of my concern.
He smiled and cocked an eyebrow. "You're not worried about your boyfriend?"
I snorted. "I know he's not dead. You wouldn't have gone through all this trouble just to kill him. You want him to do your dirty work."
"And trust me, Alexi... he wants to do it," Mr. H. said, then he sat down on the edge of the bed before me, crossing one leg over the other. "You want to tame him, and I want to see him flourish."
"Tame him?" I asked, wanting to know what he was talking about.
Mr. H. nodded. "You're a cop, and you have this moral code you want to fit Eric into. That's not who Eric is."
I scoffed. "Don't act like you know him."
"You didn't even know he was the vigilante you'd been looking for until a few days ago."
"I still know him better than you do," I snapped. Yeah, it was true that I didn't know Eric had been killing off members of the Killing Game in the name of justice. But we'd been dating before that reveal. In that time, I learned a great deal about who Eric was when he wasn't dealing out punishments.
Mr. H. waved his hand dismissively. "Yes, I'm sure you got to learn how he likes his cock sucked, or his favorite food and TV show. But do you really know how much he enjoys killing and hurting people? If you did... could you still love him? I bet Eric wonders that too."
"He doesn't need to do it," I said. "He told me so himself. He isn't addicted. He's just got the stones to do it."
"Ahhh, is that what he told you? I see. His temperament was why he landed on my radar to begin with. He needs an outlet for the violence that lives inside him. It can't be tamed; it can't be wiped clean. It can only be channeled. Every so often, Eric needs to get blood on his hands. He'd never admit this to you because he loves you. He doesn't want to lose you. So, he let you think the darkness inside him that gives him the pleasure he feels when he kills isn't anything you need to worry about." Mr. H. chuckled and tilted his head as he looked at me. "Have you watched him kill someone?"
"Yes. He shot a guy," I said. No point in lying; the asshole knew more about us thanks to his spy, Bishop.
He shook his head. "No, then... you haven't really watched him kill. Not the way Eric wants to, but you will."
"Fuck you; you haven't seen him kill either," I shot back.
"No, but I know Eric's kind. I don't need to see him in action to know what he's capable of."
"You don't know him," I argued.
"Seeing is believing. I'll make sure you see what he's really like, who he really is. And if you can handle that, there may be a place for you in Ronin."
I laughed, but it wasn't because I thought what he said was particularly funny. It was because I was insulted. "What makes you think I want to work for you?"
"Getting back to your original question. You are here because you have a choice and you have value," Mr. H. began, then held up one finger. "You make your decision to work for me as Eric's handler. You get to live in this lap of luxury with Eric, and you two can carry on your relationship. And you make more money than you ever could have on a cop's salary."
"Or?" I asked.
"After you see Eric for who he is and you think you can't handle him, I'll let you leave. But not with your memories of Eric, Jordan, Bishop, me, or any of this. You'll remember nothing of your time with us, and you'll go back to your old life as if you'd never met Eric," he offered.
"Just those two choices?"
"The third option is death, and I'll make sure Eric and Jordan don't remember ever meeting you. But that's if you give me trouble."
"How could I give you trouble if you plan on erasing my memories?"
"Oh, if you choose the first option and decide to stay... If you give me trouble, we go straight to option three. I will not allow you to try to influence Eric away from the path I'm putting him on. You either get with my program and reap the benefits, or you die... if you choose option one. If you choose option two, all of this ends now and you walk away forever."
I snarled. "You sick son of a bitch!"
"Watch your mouth, boy. Remember, I'm older than you and have far less patience for disrespectful people," Mr. H. said in a tone so dark it sent a chill down my spine.
"How long do I have to make this decision?" I asked.
"Eric will finish a mission for me. In fact, it's some unfinished business on his end. You will watch what he does and how he enjoys it. After that, I'll give you some time to think about what path you will take. You can only make that choice once, after all."
He rose off the bed, then snapped his fingers, and the metal shackles binding my limbs to the chair opened. I gasped and looked down, seeing how my wrists were now free. I massaged them as I looked up at him.
"You're letting me free?" I asked as I rose to my full height of six-three, towering over him. He locked eyes with me, letting me know he didn't see me as a threat. I had no idea what kind of powers he possessed, and I wasn't dumb enough to make a move on him. I knew one of his abilities apparently involved some kind of telekinesis.
"I'm allowing you to stay in this room. You won't be able to leave. Meals will be brought to you, and when it's time for you to see Eric in action, I will send for you. Until then, Mr. Taylor, make yourself comfortable." He walked off, but I called out to him, stopping his retreat. He turned. "What?"
"If I choose to work for you, what about my old life?" I asked, because my partner and family would no doubt be looking for me.
"You'll quit, and your cover story will handle the rest."
"You said Eric and I will live here. Do all of your people live here?" I asked, trying to gather more information.
"We're a family. Ronin—that is."
"That doesn't answer my question."
"Actually, it does. Take care, Mr. Taylor." He walked away, and this time I didn't stop him.
Instead, I toured the room and saw that it was much bigger than just the bedroom. It was actually an apartment with two bedrooms, a rec room, living room, dining area, and kitchen. He was offering me a chance to build a life with Eric... albeit under his rule, under his roof, and under his control.
Fuck...






  
  Chapter five
Bishop Keong


"Itold you not to fuck him," Ryce said as he aimed the barrel of his gun at the target five hundred feet away. He pulled the trigger, and his bullet struck the target in the head, leaving another hole in the paper. His aim, like everyone else's in Ronin, was perfect. 
"Fucking him wasn't my intention; it just happened," I said as I fired off my shot at my target, three rounds consecutively. One entered the head, two to the chest of the black figure.
"Was it good?" Ryce asked, then fired another shot down the range.
"His ass is tighter than a tied balloon knot; of course, it was fucking good. I came so hard, I nearly pulled a muscle," I said, remembering the second time I fucked Jordan. The first time, we'd taken it slow, just some blow jobs, but that morning before we headed out to Russia to get more information on the Killing Game, I crossed the line. And the worst part was, I'd caught feelings but still had to carry out my mission, which was to monitor and report. I'd never failed a mission, but the look of betrayal and pain in Jordan's eyes nearly crushed me. We'd really bonded in that short time we'd spent together. Getting involved with targets was always a bad idea.
"Beautiful shots, both of you."
I jumped when I heard Mr. H. complimenting us from behind. He was a sneaky one for sure. I turned to face him, as did Ryce.
"Thank you, sir," we said at the same time.
He nodded, then looked at Ryce. "I need to speak to Bishop alone."
Ryce nodded, then slipped his gun back into his holster and left the shooting range. I put my gun back into my holster as well and braced myself for whatever was coming my way. He studied me in silence for a little while, then sighed.
"You did well on this mission," Mr. H. said.
"I got in too deep with Jordan," I admitted because there was no point in lying.
Mr. H. nodded. "You did, and honestly, I don't see that as a bad thing."
I blinked because that surprised me. "You don't?"
He shook his head and walked toward me, then pressed the button to bring my target closer until it was right in front of us. He looked over my marksmanship and smiled. "Your skill improves every day. And the fact that you had them all fooled is a testament to your ability to not blow your cover even when you were emotionally compromised. I'm impressed."
"It won't happen again," I promised.
He turned to me now. "What? You fucking Jordan?"
I swallowed. "Yes, sir."
He chuckled. "No, I want you to pursue him."
I frowned. "I... I don't understand. You want me to—"
"Yes. You want him; he may still want you. Jordan is valuable, and he's already invested in Ronin because of Eric. If he had you to look out for, it will solidify his loyalty to us," Mr. H. said.
I scratched my eyebrow because I still wasn't sure what he was asking me to do. "You want me to seduce him again? Is he my mission?"
"No, I want you to pursue him only if you still want him. I'm guessing it won't be easy to get him to give you a second chance. I'm supportive of your relationship because I see the benefit of it for Ronin. He isn't your mission, and I won't interfere. I'm simply telling you to do as you wish because I didn't want you to think that I was against it."
"I see." I nodded. Yes, he would see it that way. If Jordan and I could be together, my loyalty to Ronin would only keep Jordan in line. Especially if Eric's commitment was questionable. For me, I didn't want to think of Jordan as an asset. I just wanted to think of him because I loved the way he smiled, the way he laughed, and that sassy attitude of his that made me want him in my bed.
I did take solace in knowing now that Mr. H. wouldn't force me to look away... not when I still wanted the hacker.
"You do have a mission, though," Mr. H. said, getting down to business.
"Oh? What is it?"
"Watch Eric on his first mission. I don't want him to know you're there. Can he sense you or smell you?"
"No. His abilities are
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