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Chapter One

 


In all his life, Grim has only ever known
the true evil of the world. People are not good. They’re not pure.
They’re not worthy of his time, or even caring if he hurts them. He
knew of both men and women who would stab him in the back while
also pretending to be a close friend and ally.

They all wanted to hurt him, kill him, take
his place, and he was more than happy to let them try. Everyone
failed. They didn’t understand why. At forty years old, his place
as king had been tested multiple times. They didn’t seem to
understand that he had absolutely nothing to lose. There was
nothing for him to fight for, other than his life. He happened to
enjoy his life, but he didn’t give a shit if he died. People lived,
people died, and in between there was fucking betrayal, and all the
other yummy goodness. There was no middle ground for him. Only one
way. His way.

He didn’t keep a tally of the people he’d
killed, because there were a-fucking-lot of them, also, he didn’t
care who he killed. It was just a number. The people had deserved
to die, and he wasn’t going to cry for them.

He was often described as cold, unfeeling, a
demon sent from Hell, a bully, cruel, mean, everything he didn’t
give a shit about. Grim was aware people feared him, and again, he
didn’t care.

Life was hard. And if people wanted to deal
with him, then they were going to have to deal with the
consequences. He didn’t force anyone.

People only found him if they were looking
to do something bad. Fighting, gambling, drug use, women. He was
the entry point into the dark world, but he did have
limits—rare of him to have those, but he
did. Children were an absolute no-no. Anyone who wanted to deal
with children in any form, be it labor or sexual abuse, tended to
find themselves facedown in a river or cut to pieces. Children were
off the market.

He also didn’t deal with rape or forcing
women. So, human trafficking was off the market as well. He fucking
despised those men, and if they tried to deal in his city, he
fucked them up.

Grim loved to meddle. He loved to annoy,
irritate, and destroy. There was a great deal of satisfaction for
him in ruining people’s lives, in watching them crumble. Especially
when it was someone who was considered a holier-than-thou kind of
soul. They were the funniest to see destroyed. People needed to
understand that evil took many different forms, and not all of them
were good. He was more than happy to reveal other people’s true
colors. In fact, he rather relished it.

Everyone he knew had an evil story, a
dangerous past, or something that made them just short of
perfect.

Knowing this, he couldn’t fucking grasp why
he was once again parked outside an animal rescue shelter, waiting
for a glimpse of her.

Eve Donald was twenty-five years old with
the longest blonde hair he’d ever seen. Glossy, thick, gorgeous,
the kind of hair he would love to have wrapped around his fist as
he plowedughed into her tight pussy. Shaking the visual from his
mind, he couldn’t forget the blue eyes that seemed so pure and
sparkly as she had smiled at him.

Then her voice—sweet, a little deep—the
kind that could read him a bedtime story and keep him completely
enraptured. The moment he had seen her, Grim wanted her, and this
was fucking terrifying.

Women were easy for him. One snap of his
fingers, and they were putty in his hands. They all wanted a piece
of him, and he was more than happy to oblige. Pussy was always
willing, always free, and he didn’t even have to have the same
woman every night, or even within the same hour. He could certainly
change it up to suit his need.

But since meeting Eve, he had a bit of a
problem.

He had tried to call upon the women he
enjoyed, but none of them appealed. Just Eve, his mystery woman,
who he had met by accident one week ago. Since then, he hadn’t
fucked another woman, couldn’t think of another woman.

Eve dominated his thoughts to the point that
he had gotten a full document detailing every element of her life.
He knew she had graduated high school, but after her parents’
untimely death during a hit-and-run at a garage, she was left
alone.

She had no choice but to sell her parents’
house and move into a small apartment. College was out of the
question. For two years, she had done odd jobs, until she had
dedicated herself to working between animal shelters, care homes,
and volunteering at the hospital.

While he was the epitome of evil, Eve, was …
good. It was fucking hilarious to him that he was obsessed with a
woman who was his complete opposite. She had become an obsession to
him, and now he sat, once again, outside the animal shelter,
waiting for a chance to see her. It was cold as well. They were
nearing winter.

One week ago, he had broken down at the side
of the road, a tire blowout, and before he had chance to roll up
his sleeves, Eve had come running out of the animal shelter to
offer help.

Grim, at first, had been prepared for the
worst. His enemies lurked everywhere, and he knew all of them would
love the chance to finally take him out. Eve had gotten to work,
fast, at fixing his flat tire. She had talked constantly, telling
him that pickup trucks were way too expensive, and there was no
point in getting one. She had used his spare tire, gotten it on,
and then asked him to promise to take his car to the nearest
shop.

Again, still a little taken aback by her
sweetness, Grim had agreed. He wasn’t used to people making demands
of him, or asking him to do something for himself. The people in
his world were selfish bastards who were only interested in their
own agendas and what they wanted out of life.

Eve hadn’t even spoken about herself. He
found her intriguing.

The moment he spotted her coming out of the
building, he climbed out of his car and leaned against it. He
expected her to notice him.

Eve went straight to her car. She had a bag
across her body, which she pulled off over her head, and started to
rummage in her bag for her keys. This was also new for him. He
wasn’t used to women ignoring him. Grim commanded attention.

Eve hadn’t noticed him. She threw her bag
inside the car and was about to climb in.

Grim had no choice but to speak up. “Hello,”
he said. The moment he said those words, he knew it was a big
fucking mistake.

Eve spun around and the moment she saw him,
her frown turned into a smile. “Oh, hey. You’re the guy that, ugh,
your car broke down. No, flat tire, right?” she asked, smiling.

“That’s me.” He was used to people being
terrified of him, not smiling or trying to make a joke of it.

She glanced behind him. “Did you get your
car fixed? It wasn’t a fortune, was it? I know some places can
charge the earth for a tire change.” She shook her head.

“Everything is fixed.”

“That is awesome news. I’m so pleased I was
able to help.” She reached out and patted his arm as if it was the
most natural thing in the world to her.

No one touched him, unless he gave them
permission.

Staring at Eve, he couldn’t take his gaze
away from her. She was so beautiful, like a light shining through
the darkness.

Grim knew he should stay away, that there
was no way he should allow his darkness, his cruelty, to swamp her,
but he was drawn. Like a moth to a flame. He had absolutely no
power over it. He wanted her, and turning back now was out of the
question. This was totally selfish of him. Eve wasn’t suited to his
world. He would end up destroying her, but he couldn’t stop
himself.

“I was wondering if I could take you to
dinner?” he asked.

“Dinner?”

“Yeah, as a thank you. You showed me
kindness, and I want to pay you back.”

“You don’t owe me anything and I didn’t do
that so you could pay me back.” She gave him a smile. “Don’t be
silly.”

Again, this woman was like another species
to him. She was totally out of his league, and he knew that from
the start.

“I would like to. Please. You didn’t have to
help me. I was a stranger.”

Eve smiled. “Okay, fine, but I get to pick
the place.”

 


****

 


This was so surreal to Eve. Never in her
life had she been asked out to dinner by a total stranger. She
hadn’t even been on any kind of date in her life. Not that this
qualified as a date. She didn’t know if he would be a date or
friendly dinner companion, and she didn’t even know his name.

“I’m so sorry, I don’t mean to be rude, but
I just realized I don’t know your name,” she said, offering him a
smile. She felt so bad.

Scrambling through her brain, she couldn’t
be sure if he had ever said what his name was.

“It’s … Graham.”

“Graham.”

“Yeah, Graham.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Graham.” She held her
hand out and he took it.

He kept looking around the diner. It was a
small, cozy place that served the best home-cooked food. It was
also quite cheap and had a friendly air. She didn’t know if Graham
was wealthy or a struggling-to-get-by kind of guy, or even the
comfortable kind of guy. Either way, he didn’t need to buy her
dinner, and the food at Gran’s Place was always the bomb.

The diner was called Gran’s Place, and she
had been going there for years. So much so, she even called the
owners Granny and Grandpa. In fact, she believed all the customers
did because the owners insisted on it. She didn’t want to appear
rude or upset them, so Granny and Grandpa it was. They were good
people, and she loved it there.

Her hips might not be so happy, but she
didn’t care. Her mother always said that a real man and the right
man, would love her for exactly who she was. Not a number on some
kind of scale. So far, no man loved or wanted her for her fuller,
much curvier body, but she didn’t mind. She was happy.

Her days were busy, filled with work, and
she kept to herself. She cared for animals at the shelter, as well
as at a care home for the elderly. She loved to be around people
and animals, showing them love and friendship. Of course, some
people felt it made her boring, but she didn’t care. This was her
life, and she would live it the way she wanted.

Looking at Graham, she saw him frowning at
the menu.

“Trust me, everything on it is so good.”

“You come here often?” he asked.

“As often as I can. Granny and Grandpa are
great. They serve the best food.”

“They’re relations of yours?”

“Oh, no, it’s just a thing. It’s what they
ask people to call them. It is kind of confusing, but it’s not.”
She did her best to explain it.

Graham was not an easy guy to read. He
seemed very reserved and closed off. Of course, they were total
strangers, and she did need to remember that. They were not best
friends, not that she ever had a best friend.

Before her parents’ passing, she had loved
spending time with her family. She loved family night, where they
would play games, or movie night. Yes, her peers had considered her
to be a bit different, but she didn’t care. She’d been close to her
family, and losing them at eighteen had been hard. Making friends
didn’t come easy to her, and staying alone was a lot simpler.

“So, you recommend anything?” he asked.

“Yes. Trust me, you will not be
disappointed.”

The waitress came over, and Eve saw it was a
new girl. Gran’s Place always had a rotation of waitresses. Most of
them were hoping to become models or actresses, and worked there
until they got their big break. From what Eve knew, there had been
no successful actresses from their waitresses. She didn’t even know
if Granny and Grandpa would admit to knowing any famous people. It
didn’t matter. All that mattered was the food and the people.

She ordered a large burger and fries for
herself, with extra fried onions, because she was feeling the need
for food. The animal shelters were fit to bursting with all the new
dogs that had been dropped off. It broke her heart seeing them all
being left behind by families that no longer wanted them, or didn’t
care to see them in their final stages. Graham ordered the same and
Eve smiled at him.

Silence fell between them. She didn’t know
how to fill the silence. Dating … men … were an enigma to her.
Certainly not a code she hoped to crack anytime soon.

Eve was twenty-five years old and a virgin,
with no dating prospects. Some women would be throwing themselves
at Graham. He was a good-looking man. He had dark-brown hair and
deep-brown eyes that appeared almost black. He was tall as well,
heavily muscled, and she got a glimpse of what looked like tattoos
beneath the collar of his shirt and the cuff of his jacket.

Both times she met him, he hadn’t been
wearing a coat, which seemed completely irresponsible because it
was so cold out. She was always freezing.

“I do want to thank you again for helping
me.”

She waved her hand, trying to brush off the
thanks. “Anyone would have helped.”

“No, they wouldn’t. There are not a lot of
good people in the world.”

“I like to think the best of people.”

He tilted his head to the side. “Why?”

“Isn’t it kind of … sad, to think the world
is full of bad people?” she asked.

“I guess, but you have to think logically
and be real. Most people don’t give a shit about anyone but
themselves.”

She shrugged. “I know and I get it. Trust
me, I have seen it firsthand, but that doesn’t mean I have to
behave like them. I can try and make the world a better place.”

“Single-handedly?”

“I’d like to think that after people have
met me, they go home, and it might give them hope, maybe. I know it
sounds silly. There’s a lot of bad stuff happening in the world,
and it is full of nasty everything. Doesn’t mean I have to add to
it.”

“You’re like an angel, aren’t you?”

She frowned. “No. I’m just a person, trying
to be good.”

“I like that.”

Eve smiled. “So tell me, Graham, tell me
about yourself.”

“There’s nothing to tell. I’m more curious
about you. Tell me about yourself,” he said.

She wasn’t sure what he wanted to know and
she was saved from answering as the waitress brought over their
food. Another reason she loved Gran’s place was the portion sizes
were so generous, and she could eat her meal and be full at the end
of it.

Eve thanked the waitress and picked up her
fork. The extra fried onions were spread across her fries. She
absolutely loved this combo, and always ordered it. Sometimes she
asked for extra cheese as well, but this was so good. Piercing a
fry, with plenty of onions, she shoved it in her mouth and started
to chew
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