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I wrote this book exactly how I wanted it to be, flaws and all. Every word you read is mine, polished with care to bring my story to life.




Enjoy the ride.
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This book goes out to us. The women.




The world has told us we’re not strong enough, that we can’t lead. They were wrong. We ARE strong. We ARE powerful. We ARE leaders. Great leaders. We lead with our hearts, with our minds, and with fire no one can put out.




This book is for us.








  
  
  TRIGGER WARNING

  
  







Kill For You is the first installment of the trilogy.

This book contains graphic violence, including shooting, bloodshed, and intense physical confrontations. It includes scenes of psychological manipulation, torture, and morally complex characters engaging in criminal activity. Readers should also be aware of strong language, sexual references, and moments of emotional trauma.




Read at your own risk!
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The chief of police leans back on his chair, boots propped on his cluttered dark oak desk, nearly crushing the stack of paperwork to his left. Files are scattered everywhere, pens and pencils rolling toward the edge of the desk, and his cup of coffee leaves a ring on the dark oak. A small drop of coffee drips from its rim. The warm light from the lamp highlights the creases and deep lines on his tanned skin.

“You understand what I’m asking you to do?” He asks with a tone that tells me he isn’t fucking around. I nod, my eyes fixed on him, focusing on his every move. 

He drops his boots with a heavy thud and leans forward, elbows resting on the desk; his look of determination cuts through the smoke of his cigar. 

“Bring me their heads.” The chief says calmly, too calm, almost threatening.

“All of them. Marshall. Brayden. The whole rotten Syndicate. Tear them apart.” The chief crushes his cigar on his silver, metal ashtray. 

He rises slowly and walks over to me until he’s standing in front of me. Face to face. 

He hits my shoulder with a firm clap. And smirks.

“Leave that bitch, Scarlett, to me.” His breath is hot against my ear, and I can smell the coffee on his breath.

“I have special plans for her.”
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Scarlett

We’re running through the darkness, the night drowning us completely as rain pours down on us. We’re running for our lives. We thought we had everything under control. Our carefully executed plan seemed perfect. It was perfect. But something went terribly wrong. I had a feeling it was too easy, but nobody listened. We were too caught up in our victory, popping champagne bottles, snorting cocaine, and indulging in hookers and strippers to celebrate our so-called success. Now look at us, desperate and hunted, fleeing from a maniac who’s trying to take us down one by one. Starting with me, and won’t stop until he gets to the cop who helped us during the operation.

“MOVE IT!” I yell, my voice strained with exhaustion. I can’t keep running, but I know if we stop now, we’re dead. “WHERE THE FUCK ARE WE GOING?” he asks, panic in his voice, gasping for air.

Behind us, gunfire echoes, approaching.

“ANYWHERE WE CAN HIDE FROM HIM!” I shout back, my panic rising. I’ve been in tight situations before, but not like this. I’ve never been afraid for my team; they’re strong, always have been. But this time is different; if we stop, even for a second, he will put a bullet in one of our heads.

“Marshall, do you have any idea where we’re going? We’re just running in circles here!” I snap, frustration erupting. “Come with me,” Marshall says, grabbing my hand and pulling me into a dark, narrow alley. “You, keep running!” he orders the cop, his tone urgent, leaving no room for argument. “I need to talk to Scarlett.”

“Talk to me? Talk to me about what?” I ask, confusion mixing with fear as I search his eyes for answers.

What does he have to talk to me about?

Present Day

Marshall and I count the cash we just stole from one of our rival gang’s headquarters. The safe was tough to crack, but with the intel from one of our most trusted members, we managed. He infiltrated their operation, earning their trust over the course of four weeks. Our perfect pet, a golden retriever, if you will.

“You think we got enough?” I ask, tossing a stack of hundreds onto the coffee table. I lean back on the black leather sofa, glancing at the TV tuned to the news. We’re laying low in our safehouse, a few miles outside Detroit. It’s in the middle of nowhere, our sanctuary, known only to the most loyal members of our gang.

Marshall smirks, stacking the bills with a satisfied look.

“We stole a million dollars from them. Those bitches gon’ cry when they see their safe empty.”

“This is just the beginning,” I say, matching his grin as I raise a brow. 

“Let them rebuild, so we can take it all again. We’ll bring them to their knees.”

Marshall tosses another stack of hundreds onto the coffee table, knocking some of the pile onto the carpet. He leans in, pressing his lips to mine. 

“I love you,” he whispers between kisses.

“I love you too,” I mumble against his lips as he slowly pushes me down onto the sofa, climbing on top of me. Our kiss deepens, but then I catch the voice of the news reporter on the TV. “Marshall Varon and Scarlett Lyon are the two most dangerous and wanted criminals in Michigan. If you see them, do not hesitate to call the—”

I reach for the gun on the coffee table, cock the hammer, and fire a shot at the TV, all without breaking the kiss. The screen shatters, the reporter’s voice cut off mid-sentence.

“You’re buying a new TV,” He murmurs as I toss the gun onto the floor.

I smirk against his lips. “Why would I need a new TV? You’re my entertainment.” He bites my bottom lip, his eyes dark with mischief.

——————

In our dimly lit office, a fancy chandelier dangles from the ceiling, casting a soft glow over the room. My fingers tap rhythmically on the glossy black computer desk as I run a background check on a potential recruit. We need someone who can hack computers. Our boy, Smith, was shot dead two days ago by our rivals while trying to break into the firewall those fucks set up to protect vital information. Information we needed to fuck up their small, fragile operation that somehow manages to rake in more money than it’s worth.

I rise from my chair and perch on the edge of the desk, arms crossed over my chest. Marshall stands by the door, guarding us with a watchful eye.

“Based on the information I’ve gathered, it looks like you’ve got solid experience hacking cameras, computers, coding, and breaking into firewalls,” I say, a smirk forming on my red, full lips. The man across from me returns the grin, his eyes gleaming with cockiness. 

“I’ve been doing it for years.”

“But still, that’s not enough.” I stride back to the computer, skimming through more of the intel. “You’ve been at this for three years, and while you’ve got the experience, I need to be absolutely sure you’ll get the job done as quickly as I need it and not fuck around.” I glance at him over the top of the screen.

“That won’t be a problem. You’ll find I get things done… rather quickly.” Overconfidence is evident in his voice.

“So much testosterone,” I smirk, eyeing his small frame.

He glares at me. “I’ve won three street fights, bitch. I’m the toughest motherfucker around.” I laugh at his bravado, then rush over to him. 

With a swift movement, I slam my foot onto the chair between his legs, forcing them apart. The tip of my knee-high boot presses against his crotch. In one fluid motion, I whip out my blade from the holster wrapped around my thigh. Leaning in, I push the tip of the blade beneath his jawline, just enough to scare him but not enough to draw blood.

“What’s with the hostility, Ace? I thought we were becoming friends.” I cock my head to the side, watching as fear flickers in his eyes. 

“Answer me.” My glare hardens as I press the blade slightly deeper, just enough to draw a thin line of blood. “I-I’m sorry,” he stutters, his Adam’s apple bobbing. Beads of sweat form on his forehead, slicking his hair to his skin.

“Sorry about what?” I ask with a tone full of mockery, 

“For calling you a bitch,” he chokes out, eyes wide with fear as he looks between me and the blade. “I don’t like that word, Ace.” I pull the blade away from beneath his jawline, wiping the blood off my blade with my own handkerchief. I would have used it to wipe Ace’s blood off, but nah.

“Marshall, get him a paper towel.” Marshall nods and steps out of the office.

“If you’re going to be part of my gang, you need to show me respect. Is that understood?” I lean casually against the desk, my eyes still locked on his. Ace nods frantically. “I need words, Ace.”

“Understood,” he manages to say, voice shaky.

Marshall returns with a paper towel and hands it to Ace, who immediately starts wiping the blood sliding down his neck.

“If you want to join my gang, you’ll need to win a fight against Mr. Varon since you say you have fighting experience,” I smirk at Marshall, enjoying the confusion that spreads across Ace’s face. I shift my gaze back to Ace. 

“Behind you.” He whips his head around and locks eyes with Marshall. The devil flashes behind Marshall’s cold stare, a darkness that cuts straight through Ace’s soul. There’s no mistaking it, Marshall is the embodiment of intimidation. When he steps into his role as the devil disguised as a man, no one can keep their secrets from him.

——————

We’re in my basement, where the air hangs heavy with anticipation. I’m seated in my armchair, elbows resting on the armrests, my right leg casually crossed over my knee. Before me, the boys stand in fighting stance, both stripped to the waist, their muscles tense, awaiting my signal to begin. Something about watching a fight always sends a rush of adrenaline through my veins, excitement mingling with the thrill of what’s to come, of who will prove themselves.

This isn’t a fight to hospitalization; it’s about enjoyment and testing who has what it takes to earn a place in the gang I’ve spent years building into perfection. Every member of my crew who has some fighting experience has gone through this initiation. Winning isn’t the only path to membership; it’s about style, stamina, the precision of their punches and kicks, how long they can endure, and how patient they are. I only recruit the best of the best, those who can help me clean this city of our rivals. This is my city, and anyone who dares challenge me, Marshall, or my crew will bear the consequences.

“You may begin,” I command.

But Marshall doesn’t throw the first punch. He’s taught me well: never be the one to strike first. Let your opponent make that mistake, and then the balance of power shifts over to you. From there, you can do as you please, rough them up however you see fit. Make sure they never underestimate the strength that lies in patience.

The fight drags on, both men equally matched in strength. They roll across the mat I’ve placed over the light oak floor, grunting, breathing hard; each move is calculated. I’m enjoying this, even if it’s slow, though not because I want to see Marshall hurt. But this is necessary. Marshall is the toughest man I know, never once defeated. He’s a force to be reckoned with, relying on brute strength and sharp intellect, which makes him the most dangerous among us.

——————

The fight ends with an unexpected outcome. Marshall is the one lying on the floor, out of breath. Ace towers over him, fist clenched, ready to throw one last punch.

“Enough,” I order as I rise from my chair.

Both Marshall and Ace immediately lock eyes with me, breathing heavily, and sweat dripping from their faces, down to their torsos. Ace straightens up while Marshall pushes himself off the floor, dusting off his black jeans.

“Jesus, you got blood on my hardwood floor,” I mumble, shaking my head. My eyes lock onto Ace, who stands there, nervously awaiting my verdict. His chest heaves as he tries to control his breathing.

“You fought exceptionally well for someone who’s only won three street fights,” I admit. The blood isn’t much, but it’s enough to leave a stain. And who’s going to have to clean it up? Me as always!

“Thank you,” Ace nods, clearly relieved.

“You’re in.” I extend my hand. His palm is clammy and wet as we shake. 

“Welcome to The Black Thorn Syndicate.”
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Scarlett

Hardcore hip-hop blares through the radio as I lean against the rail of my balcony, staring up at the night sky, surrounded by stars, and taking in the fresh breeze. The skyscrapers take over my view. A constant reminder that the city is mine. All of it. The streets, the wealthy neighborhoods, the slums, they all belong to me. No government, no judge, no jury can take away what’s rightfully mine. I’ve left my mark on Detroit, and my legacy will endure long after I’m gone, whether I’m assassinated, locked up for life, or simply too old to keep going, though I doubt I’ll ever see the grand age of fifty, not with the way my life is headed. I’m all about the now. I’m all about conquering, gaining, and protecting what’s mine. I hear the glass door slide open and close behind me. Marshall stands beside me, wrapping his arm around my waist, pulling me flush against his body.

“You’re missing the party,” he says, kissing the side of my head. 

I rest my head on his chest.

“I know, I just needed some fresh air.” I meet his ice blue eyes. 

“What were you thinking about?” he asks, his attention fully on me. 

“The city… everything,” I say, turning my gaze back to the skyscrapers. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” I ask with a small smile. “Not as beautiful as you, my little assassin,” he replies. I cup his cheek and plant a soft kiss on his lips.

We return to the party, and I settle onto my black leather sofa with a few of my members. I kick my legs up on the glass coffee table and watch the stripper on stage drop it low. She’s wearing nothing but a black thong, knee-high boots, and no bra, the way I like my girls to look when they’re pleasuring my guys.

“I don’t want to ruin this moment, but we’re out,” Brayden says, biting down on his bottom lip nervously. I cock an eyebrow.  “What do you mean ‘we’re out’? We just got the stuff delivered two days ago.” Brayden shifts uncomfortably.  “Some girls I partied with last night at FiredUp took our stash and ran.” I rise from my seat, and Marshall follows. 

“And what exactly were you doing while this was happening?” I ask as I cock my head and place a hand on my hip.

Brayden looks down, clearly embarrassed. “Trying to get laid.”

I roll my eyes hard. “Of course you were.”

Those girls were part of our rival gang. The White Vipers. Disguised as regular party girls. The White Vipers heavily rely on cocaine, and when they can’t get their hands on it, they send their skanks disguised as party girls, hookers, or strippers to steal it from whoever is stupid enough to fall for their little act, and unfortunately, for us, Brayden was the target.

“I’m sorry,” Brayden says. You can hear the guilt in his voice. 

“Anything else you neglected to mention?” I ask, my patience wearing thin.

“Well… I-I had more of our stuff, and, uh… the girls stole it from the trunk of my car,” he stutters. 

My jaw drops. “The whole thing?” I ask, praying he’s joking, and they only made off with a couple of pounds of cocaine. He nods, confirming my worst fear. “Yes.”

“Get your shit,” I snap. Then I turn to Ace and Marshall. “You two, let’s go.”

——————

We pile into the car. “You know what you’re doing?” Ace asks from the backseat. I catch his eyes, filled with worry, in the rearview mirror. I glare at him.

“Dumb question, Ace,” Marshall raises a brow at him. “I’m sorry, I’m not used to this shit. I usually work behind a desk,” Ace admits, sounding uncomfortable.

I furrow my brows, then form a sly smirk. “Oh, you’re in for a ride.” I pull out of the driveway, heading toward FiredUp. “You and Ace stay in the car,” I order Marshall and Ace. 

“Brayden, you’re with me.” I glance at Brayden, sitting beside Ace.

“What if the girls are in there and they brought backup? You need more than one person watching your back,” Marshall urges.

“I’ve got my gun and Brayden. That’s all the backup I need,” I reply, flashing a grin as I reveal my pistol. As I try to leave, Marshall speaks up, “I’m being serious, Scarlett.” Marshall locks his eyes on mine. “So am I,” I shoot back, matching his intensity.

“Scar, you’re still not ready for this. You could die in there,” Marshall insists.

“Would you calm down? This isn’t my first fucking rodeo,” My voice rises now.

“All I’m saying is—” he starts, but I cut him off. “All you’re saying is what? That I can’t do this?” I look at him in disbelief, anger simmering under the surface.

Brayden leans forward from the backseat, gripping our seats tightly. 

“EY!” he shouts, interrupting our argument. “How about you two shut the fuck up and kill each other later? We’ve got shit to do.”

Marshall and I turn to Brayden, who’s glaring at both of us. We exchange a final glance before nodding in agreement. “Yeah, let’s go.”

——————

We step into the nightclub, the red neon lights reflecting off the disco floor and bouncing off the crowd dancing and grinding against each other. The club is small, so it shouldn’t be hard to spot the girls if they’re here. “So, do you see them?” I ask Brayden. 

He scans the room, squinting through the haze of lights and bodies. 

“No,” he shakes his head. “No? What do you mean, ‘no’?” Frustration creeps into my voice. Brayden glares at me, raising his voice over the blaring music. “As in, they’re not fucking here!”

“Come on,” I mutter, leading the way out of the club.

We get back in the car, slamming the doors shut.  “They weren’t at the nightclub,” I mutter. “Then they’ll be at that rundown building on the outskirts of town,” Marshall says with a distant tone.

Yup, he’s mad at me.

——————

I drive us out to the building. The place looks like it’s barely holding on. Shattered windows, a dark and lifeless interior. The atmosphere is gloomy, making the place feel even more isolated. This is the second time I’ve been here, and each visit, it just gets creepier.

“I hate coming here,” Brayden whines, shifting uncomfortably in his seat like a disobedient child. “Well, you let those bitches steal our stuff, so suck it up,” I shoot him a glare. Brayden groans. “I’m never going to hear the end of it, am I?”

“Nope,” I chuckle, trying to lighten the mood. “You got your guns?” I ask, turning serious again. The boys whip out their pistols, checking the chambers and ensuring they’re fully loaded with ammo. They’re ready for whatever might go down. “Ace, you’re staying in the car,” Marshall orders.  “What? Why can’t I come?” Ace protests.

“Because you’re a newbie, and you could get killed,” I say, catching Ace’s eye in the rearview mirror. 

Brayden interjects before Ace can argue further. “STAY IN THE FUCKING CAR, ACE!” he yells.

We move inside the building cautiously, trying to make as little noise as possible. We can’t risk tipping them off and ruining their trade. Checking a couple of broken-down rooms, I suddenly hear murmuring from upstairs. 

“Wait,” I whisper, catching Marshall’s attention. 

“They’re upstairs.”

We creep up the broken, creaking staircase, trying to be as quiet as possible. As we reach the top, I spot three teenage boys, no older than seventeen, with their backs turned to us. They’re dressed in oversized clothes, trying too hard to look tough. On the other side, four girls lounge on dirty sofas, unboxing one of our cocaine shipments right in front of them. One of the girls counts the money, she licks the tip of her finger, and continues.

I step forward, “You three, get the fuck out.” I command the boys.

The three boys turn to us and laugh. “Yo, who the hell are you to tell us what the fuck to do?” The Caucasian kid with shaggy, dirty blonde hair and a slim build glances at his friends, trying to keep up a tough front.

I take a step closer, my eyes never leaving his. 

“The person who’s going to put a bullet in your head if you don’t get the fuck out in the next ten seconds.” I’m not going to do that; I need them to be scared enough to scatter.

The tall black boy with an afro nervously chuckles. “Come on, girl, we’re just trying to buy the stuff. No big deal. No need to go all crazy on us.” The grip on his cash is tight, and I can see just a tinge of nervousness flash across his eyes; something tells me this is the first time these boys are buying narcotics, or maybe he’s afraid I’ll kill them.

I force myself to stay calm. I can’t stand teenage boys; they’re all so damn obnoxious. Before I can respond, Marshall comes forward.  “You’re already in way over your head. Last chance, boys.” He pulls out his gun, and the short, overweight boy with tanned skin quickly nudges his friend’s arm. “Dude, let’s just go. It ain’t worth it,” he says with worry in his tone. Smart kid. Brayden smirks. “I suggest you listen to your friend.”

The teens exchange glances, and finally, the leader backs down. “Fine,” he murmurs. 

The boys leave the room, their bravado gone. We hear footsteps retreating fast, followed by the screech of tires as the car speeds away.

“I’m assuming you’re here for the products we stole,” the blonde girl smirks, trying to sound defiant. “Not quite.” I whip out my pistol and fire, the bullet tearing through her arm. She cries out, dropping her weapon.

Bullets fly. The room is filled with the deafening sound of gunfire and the screams of the wounded. When the dust settles, three of the girls lie dead.

Marshall steps over one of the bodies, glancing at me. 

“Scarlett, you gonna finish her off, or should I?”

“No,” I say, locking eyes with the injured girl. “We’re not gonna kill her.”

I make my way toward the blonde, stepping over the corpses of her friends. Splatter of blood stains the walls, mixing with the broken glass, and pools of blood oozes out of her friends’ lifeless bodies. The sight is gruesome, straight out of a thriller movie, but it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.

The girl sobs in pain as tears sting her eyes; she sniffles and whimpers. I squat down, pressing the barrel of my gun under her jawline, forcing her to raise her head to meet my eyes. “Tell your little gang that I’m coming,” I say with a smirk, savoring the look of realization that flashes across her face.

She knows I hold all the power now.

I stand up and stride back to the boys. “What the hell are you doing? Why didn’t you kill her? The White Vipers are gonna come after us!” Brayden’s voice trembles with anger.

“Will you just trust me?” I glare at him.

“You better have a good plan, Scarlett,” Marshall says with doubt in his tone.

I shake my head, a sly smile pulls on my lips. “I do.”

——————

The tension between Marshall and I is suffocating, thick enough to cut with a knife. I’m shaking with anger over how he humiliated me in front of Ace and Brayden. As we walk into our bedroom at the safe house, he tries to speak.

“Scar—” I cut him off. “You had no right to undermine me like that.” “I was only trying to protect you, Scar. Those girls could’ve brought backup,” he says defensively.

I ignore him as I input the code into the safe behind the framed photo of us at the club, me on his lap, both of us smiling like nothing could touch us. But now, things feel different. I put my pistol away, close the safe, and turn to face him.

“I don’t need you to protect me, Marshall. I’m the leader of this Syndicate, and you don’t get to make those judgment calls. I’m not that vulnerable teenager anymore.”

I close in on him, eyes locked with his. “If you ever pull something like that again, we’re gonna have a serious problem. Understood.”

I walk down the long hallway, the sharp sound of my heels echoing off the floorboards and reverberating against the walls. Ace approaches me with an unreadable expression. “Scar—” he begins, but I grab the collar of his jacket and slam him against the wall before he can say more. “Whoa,” His eyes widen with panic.

“When I or any of my members give you an order, you take it,” I hiss, glaring into his eyes. “You do not argue. Not with me. Not with Marshall. Not with anyone.”

He swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

“Do you understand?” I ask. “Yes,” Ace nods, his voice shaky.

“Good. Now get out of my sight.” I release him, and he stumbles away quickly.

“And Ace,” I call after him. He stops dead in his tracks and turns, giving me his full attention, his fear evident. “If you ever pull that stunt again, I won’t go easy on you,” I warn coldly. “I understand,” he replies, his voice barely a whisper.
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Scarlett

The city is unnervingly quiet. Too quiet for my liking, but it’s what I expected ever since I told that bitch to send a warning to The White Vipers that we’re coming. It was only a week ago, but it feels like a decade. By now, they must be rebuilding and selling our cocaine to teenagers and adults alike, poisoning our streets with that filth.

Our product isn’t meant to be sold; we keep it for partying and passing around to our members. But The White Vipers don’t follow orders. They want the money, even if it means putting confused teenagers in harm’s way, turning them into addicts. They sell it to anyone, and those kids end up dead in a ditch or wasting away in bed, pissing away a life that could have been worth living if they hadn’t crossed paths with those low-lives.

It’s sickening what some people will do for money, but this is the reality we live in. A brutally honest reality where we have gangs like The White Vipers, with no morals, no mercy for others. They only want easy money to blow on hookers, prostitutes, whoever they can waste their cash on. We used to do business with them; we were their suppliers until Brayden discovered what they were doing with our products when he spied on them, on my orders. I was getting suspicious of them. And I was right.

When my suspicions were confirmed, we cut them off immediately. Now, they’ve become our enemies.

I walk down the long hallway, my heels bounce off the walls. Suddenly, a hand wraps around my wrist, dragging me into the dark office.

I’m slammed against the wall, meeting Marshall’s eyes. “You’re testing your luck, Marshall,” I glare at him as he closes the door, locking it. He flips on the light, and I get a clear view of his angered expression.

“I want you to stop being so damn stubborn,” he growls. “And I want you to let me out of this goddamn room,” I scowl, trying to push past him.

“Do I need to fuck some sense into you for you to finally hear me out?”

In one swift motion, he pins me against the wall again, his face inches from mine. I can feel his breath, hot on my lips as I stare into his cold, ice-blue eyes. He’s furious, and I get it, but he needs to stay in his lane and let me handle business my way. I hate being undermined, and he should know that better than anyone.

“You can try—” I smirk, “but it’s not going to work.” 

I’m having too much fun testing his patience.

He shakes his head before his lips crash into mine. The kiss is deep, hungry, and I can feel the anger radiating off him. He’s more pissed than I thought, but it only makes him more irresistible. Something about making him this livid turns me on. I can never get my hands off of him when he’s like this.

Maybe it’s the way his fierce eyes seem to burn into my soul, or maybe it’s the intensity of our angry sex, rough and consuming. His kisses trail down my neck, teeth grazing my skin as he bites, leaving his mark behind.

I close my eyes, savoring the moment. It’s been a week since we’ve been like this, and I regret the cold shoulder I gave him. He loves me, and his instinct to protect me is strong. I’m independent, I don’t need his protection, but there’s something comforting about knowing he’s always there, ready to protect me.

Marshall lifts me effortlessly, throwing me down onto the cold, hard surface of the coffee table. He moves over me, and I reach up, tearing his plain white t-shirt from his body. A smirk tugs at my lips as I take in the sight of his chiseled abs. My hands glide down his chest, pausing at his torso as I tug at his jeans, purposely unbuttoning them slowly to test his patience. “You’re doing that on purpose,” Marshall smirks, his eyes locked onto mine with a fiery passion.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I reply with a playful giggle.

Finally, I slide his jeans off, and he steps out of them, never breaking eye contact. He grabs my wrists, pinning my hands above my head with the strength I love. Rolling up my black leather mini skirt with his one good hand, he removes my thigh holster and tosses it aside, the knives clatter on the floor.

His head dips between my legs after slipping off my panties, and the sensation is overwhelming. I arch my back, moaning as waves of pleasure rip into me, consuming me whole. I want to touch him, to pull him closer, but he keeps my hands trapped beneath his, holding me in place.

It’s both exhilarating and torturous, but I love it. I close my eyes, losing myself in the moment, every nerve electrified by his touch.

It’s been too long since we’ve been like this, since he’s devoured me, like a man possessed. And I’m loving every second of it.

He rises to kiss me, and I can taste myself on his tongue, the sensation intoxicating. Finally, he releases my hands, and I immediately wrap them around his muscular back, my nails digging into his flesh.

The kiss deepens, as if he’s trying to pull the very soul out of me. The anticipation builds with every second, the desperate need to feel him inside me growing unbearable with each second passing.

He breaks the kiss, slipping off his boxers in one fluid motion. And then, without hesitation, he’s inside me with a force that steals my breath away.

This is the kind of connection I crave. The roughness and the way he holds nothing back. I push his buttons just to experience this, to have him like this, and it works every time. I know I’m a bad girl, but I’m used to getting what I want, and when it comes to Marshall, that makes me feel both spoiled and satisfied in the most thrilling way.

——————

We finish and start getting dressed. “So, are you gonna hear me out now?” Marshall asks, still catching his breath. I walk over to him, smoothing my skirt. 

“Marshall, I know what you’re going to say.”

“So you’re still mad at me?” He furrows his brows, searching my eyes.

I cup his cheeks gently, my anger finally fading away. “I’m not mad. I get it, you were just trying to protect me.” He exhales, relief softening his expression. 

“I’m always going to protect you,” he says, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

“I love you,” I whisper, a smile tugging at my lips.

“I love you too,” Marshall replies, his smile breaking through after a week of the cold shoulder and maintaining distance.

It had been a rough week. Marshall was trying to reach out to me, but I was too angry, my mind too preoccupied with thoughts of The White Vipers. I’d been consumed by planning their downfall, by figuring out how to set them up for failure, how to take them down completely.

——————

As we walk out of the office, I run my fingers through my hair, feeling the tension between us finally start to ease.

I spot Brayden and Trey smirking at us. Great, they heard everything. 

“So… you two done ‘discussing business’ in there?” Brayden teases, wiggling his eyebrows. Trey leans against the wall with a mischievous grin.

I smell trouble.

“Yeah, because it sure sounded like some intense negotiations,” Trey adds sarcastically.

I shoot them both a pointed glance. “Can you two shut the hell up?” But that only makes Brayden and Trey laugh harder. Marshall, looking less amused, crosses his arms and narrows his eyes at them. “Don’t you two sons of bitches have something better to do?” Marshall snarls. “Nope, just enjoying the, uh, team-building exercises,” Brayden chuckles, nudging Trey’s arm.

“They really got it out of their system,” Trey smirks, making Brayden hunch over in laughter. “Hey, Trey, should we start scheduling ‘meetings’ like that too with the girls? You know, for morale and all?” Brayden suggests, attempting and failing to mask the sarcasm that is so clearly there. Trey doubles over in laughter, and despite my best efforts, I feel the corner of my mouth twitch. I quickly mask it with a scowl. “You both are real comedians, you know that?” I roll my eyes at them. “How about we focus on not getting killed instead of your little comedy show? Sound good?”

I glance between Brayden and Trey with growing annoyance. Marshall, on the other hand, looks like he could murder them on the spot.

Brayden wipes a tear from his eye, still grinning. “Aight, aight,” Brayden says, collecting himself. “But seriously, next time, maybe keep it down a notch?” He looks between Marshall and me. “Some of us are trying to work.”

“Or sleep,” Trey adds, barely covering another laugh. 

Marshall takes a step toward Trey, his expression stern.

“Laugh it up while you can. You both will be busting your asses soon enough.”

I can see the faintest hint of a smile pulling at Marshall’s lips, though he’s trying his hardest to keep his stern demeanor.

The two men exchange a glance and then burst out laughing again. Marshall shakes his head in exasperation while I roll my eyes so hard it feels like they might get stuck. These boys are driving me out of my mind, but I can’t help finding it a little funny.

“Alright, enough,” I finally speak up, but with a hint of amusement while I’m trying to sound serious. “Let’s get to the meeting before I really give you something to joke about.”

Brayden and Trey nod, still snickering as they fall in line beside Marshall and me down the hallway.  “Has anyone seen Ace today?” I ask. “Nope, we haven’t seen him,” Brayden replies.  I stop dead in my tracks and turn to face them. “Well, one of you go find him. We need him for this meeting so he can observe how we run things.”

As I start walking again, Brayden’s voice follows me. 

“Scar, there’s something off about that kid. I don’t trust him.”

“I don’t trust him either,” Marshall cuts in. 

“None of us do,” Trey adds.

“Guys, we need his help to take down The Steel Reign Syndicate,” I say with authority.

“And as for The White Vipers, he’s just observing for now. If I need him for a task, I’ll assign it.”

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Marshall asks as we walk. “The Steel Reign Syndicate is our biggest enemy, and we don’t even know who we’re up against.”

“That’s exactly why we need him, to find out who we’re dealing with,” I reply firmly.

“I can do it,” Trey says confidently, making me stop dead in my tracks again.

“Are you crazy? It’s too dangerous,” I turn to face him. “We barely know anything about that Syndicate. Who knows what’s waiting for you? What if your cover gets blown—”

“I’ve gone undercover plenty of times, Scar. I’ll be fine,” Trey interrupts, trying to reassure me. “No,” I shake my head. “You’re too valuable. I’m not risking losing a member of The Black Thorn Syndicate, especially not you. We need to do our research on them first. For now, stay low.” I begin to walk again, our footsteps echoing off the walls.

Trey sighs in annoyance. “Fine.”

“Hey! I’m not saying you can’t go undercover,” I offer a compromise. 

“I’m just saying, let’s do our homework on them first. Then you can go undercover, with backup, of course.”

“Whatever you say,” Trey nods.

“Good,” I smile at him, and he returns the gesture.

——————

We step into the meeting room and head toward the large, round, dark glass table at the center. “One of you, go find Ace, wherever the hell he’s run off to,” I order again, settling in next to Marshall. Before anyone can move, the door swings open.

“Yo,” Ace walks in, holding a travel mug of coffee.

“Where the hell were you?” Brayden glares at him, keeping his eyes locked on his every move. “Relax, I was just grabbing some coffee,” Ace replies casually, though I can’t help but notice a flicker of nervousness in his eyes. My gaze sharpens, focusing on his every movement. Brayden sits down beside Trey with a skeptical look. 

“It’s been a week since those White Viper whores stole our stuff, and we can thank Brayden for that,” I say, narrowing my eyes at Brayden.

“I said I was sorry,” Brayden glares at me. “You should’ve been more careful,” I say, slamming my hands on the table as I lean forward, my voice icy.

“Scarlett, it’s for the best,” Marshall interjects, placing a hand on my shoulder, trying to calm me down.  “We need them to rebuild if we’re gonna take them down.” I take a deep breath and sit back down, reluctantly nodding.

“Thank you, Marshall,” Brayden says in relief, glancing at him. Marshall nods in acknowledgment. “Look, I know I was reckless, but they can sell our stuff to rake in money. Give them the illusion that we’ve backed off,” Brayden says defensively.

“I didn’t want them selling our products just to make a quick buck,” I reply, leaning back in my chair with a sigh. “I had a plan to ambush them by giving them fake narcotics from our suppliers, but this works too, I guess.”

“Of course it works, it’s genius,” Trey chimes in, his mood brightening. 

“By now, they should have a couple of thousand stashed away somewhere, maybe in their safe.”

“No, they wouldn’t be that careless,” I respond, intertwining my fingers and resting them on the cool surface of the glass table. “They know we’d just take it from them again.”

“They stashed it in an offshore account. That’s what most gangs and criminals do to keep their profits hidden from the radar, so the cops won’t seize them,” Ace exclaims.

The room falls silent as Marshall, Brayden, and Trey exchange puzzled looks with me.

“How do you know they have an offshore account?” Brayden asks, raising an eyebrow at Ace, suspicion creeping into his voice.

For a split second, Ace looks nervous. His demeanor shifts, but he quickly masks it with a calm expression. He takes a sip of his coffee, buying himself a moment.

“Well—” Trey begins, but the impatience in the room is undeniable.

“I did my homework on them,” Ace says as he sets his mug down on the table beside him, glancing between all of us. “And you waited until now to tell us this? Why?” Marshall asks, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms, clearly unimpressed.

Ace glares back at Marshall. “I wanted to wait until the meeting.”

“You should have told Scarlett before the meeting,” Brayden bites.

The atmosphere shifts, and suddenly the room feels heavier. 

“What the hell is your problem? Why are you always on my back?” Ace raises his voice at Brayden. “Because I know you’re hiding something, and I swear to God, I will find out,” Brayden fires back.

I slam my hands on the table, and the sound blasts through the room. “Shut up!” I yell, grabbing their attention. “Both of you!” I glare between Brayden and Ace. 

“We’re getting off track,” I hiss, refocusing the conversation.

Turning to Ace, I fix him with a hard stare. “I don’t care how you found out about their offshore account, but on our order, you’re going to wipe their money. Leave them with nothing,” I demand harshly.

Ace nods, still visibly agitated but not daring to argue. 

“Trey,” I continue, shifting my attention, “I need you to go

undercover. Find out who their supplier is, kill them. If they have more than one supplier, wipe them all out. And find out where they’re keeping the stash.”

Trey nods. “Got it.”

Brayden looks between Trey and me, irritation clear in his voice. “Yo, why not me?”

“Because the girls know who you are. You’d be a liability,” I respond curtly. Brayden clicks his tongue in annoyance but doesn’t push further.

“When do I go undercover?” Trey asks, eager to get started.

“Tonight,” I say, signaling the end of the discussion.

——————

We concluded our meeting. Everyone is given a task except for Brayden. I watch as my crew disperses, leaving the room one by one. With everything falling into place like pieces of a puzzle, I feel a rare sense of calm.

Finally, a moment to sit back and relax.

But as I’m about to leave the room, something catches my eye: Ace, lingering in the hallway. I quickly slip behind the wall, hiding before he can notice me. He’s holding his phone low, just out of view, his fingers move rapidly over the screen. I narrow my eyes, focusing on the faint glow of his phone. He’s texting someone, but who?

It’s subtle, just a quick message. But there’s something off about the way he’s standing, shoulders slightly hunched, as if he’s purposely trying to shield the screen from anyone who might be watching. A knot of suspicion tightens in my gut.

“Everything alright, Ace?” I ask, my tone casual, but with an edge sharp enough to cut through any pretence as I move toward him.

Ace jumps slightly at my sudden presence, his phone disappearing into his pocket in one smooth motion before he meets my eyes, forcing a grin.

“Yeah, just checking in with an old buddy of mine,” he replies, sounding nonchalant.

I nod, choosing not to press further for now. We’ve got bigger problems to deal with. 

“You know what you’re doing, right?” I ask, watching him closely.

“Yeah,” he nods.

——————

“Be careful,” I urge as Trey gears up for the mission.

“Stop worrying so damn much, I got this,” Trey says, glancing at me and then at Brayden. Ace has disappeared somewhere, God only knows where, and Marshall is busy gathering intel on The Steel Reign Syndicate with one of our guys. Trey drives off under the night sky.

“What’s going on?” Brayden asks, sensing something off. 

“Earlier, I caught Ace texting someone. When I asked who it was, he got… defensive and said it was just an old buddy,” I say as I replay the moment in my head.

Brayden furrows his brows, his expression darkening.

“I’ll take care of it.”
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Scarlett

“Stay low,” I say strictly, eyes locked on Brayden, who’s clearly itching to tail Ace. I don’t want to spook him. “Come on, I can do this,” Brayden insists, a smirk forming on his lips.

“Brayden, I said, stay low.” My tone leaves no room for an argument.

He huffs, rolling his eyes. “Yeah, yeah, stay low. Stay low. Stay fucking low. I can’t just sit around doing nothing. I need to do something, man.”

“How about you start by shutting the fuck up?” I give him a quick, annoyed glance.

“This is bullshit,” Brayden mumbles under his breath, clenching his jaw tightly.

“You’ve only got yourself to blame,” I hiss, glaring at him. “Oh, so we’re back to that?” Brayden’s voice rises, tension flaring between us.

I take a deep breath and rub my forehead. “I’m sorry,” I sigh. 

“What’s going on with you lately? You’ve been on edge ever since Trey went undercover.”

Brayden leans back, trying to mask his frustration, but it’s still there.

We’re in the meeting room, my legs casually propped up on the round table. I exhale sharply as I stare up at the ceiling, gathering my thoughts. I look back at Brayden.

“We haven’t heard from him in three days. I’m stressed out here.”

“And you’re stressing me out,” Brayden mumbles under his breath.

My eyes snap to him. “Sorry, what was that?” I remove my legs from the table and straighten myself out. “Nothing.” He quickly says, brushing off his jacket, trying to play it cool. “Look, all I’m saying is, let me tail that bastard and see what he’s hiding.”

“And like I’ve already said. Stay. Low.” I remind him, losing my patience.

The door swings open, and Marshall steps in. His jet-black hair is slicked back, and he’s wearing a black faux leather jacket, his gun holster visible under a tight white T-shirt. He’s got that look, the one that says he’s already a step ahead of us. 

“What’s going on?” Marshall asks, a hint that he already knows what we just discussed. No sense in lying to him. “Nothing,” Brayden sighs, not bothering to hide his annoyance. Marshall smirks, pulling out a chair and sitting opposite me. “I heard everything.”

Perfect… just… perfect.

He places his gun flat on the table, making a show of it, then leans back, arms crossed, his eyes jumping between the two of us. 

“Scar, let him tail Ace,” Marshall says calmly, catching me off guard.

“What?” I shoot him a look of disbelief. “You can’t be serious.”

“Hear me out.” Marshall’s gaze shifts to Brayden, who’s practically buzzing with excitement. “I agree with Brayden. There’s something off about Ace.”

Brayden straightens, his eyes gleaming.

Marshall continues, “You’re gonna tail him and report back on everything, no matter how small. I don’t care if it’s




























OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents
    


    
    
      		
        PLAYLIST
        
      


    
      		
        A Letter From The Author
        
      


    
      		
        Dedication
        
      


    
      		
        TRIGGER WARNING
        
      


    
      		
        Prologue
        
      


    
      		
        1
        
      


    
      		
        2
        
      


    
      		
        3
        
      


    
      		
        4
        
      


    
      		
        5
        
      


    
      		
        6
        
      


    
      		
        7
        
      


    
      		
        8
        
      


    
      		
        9
        
      


    
      		
        10
        
      


    
      		
        11
        
      


    
      		
        12
        
      


    
      		
        13
        
      


    
      		
        14
        
      


    
      		
        15
        
      


    
      		
        16
        
      


    
      		
        17
        
      


    
      		
        18
        
      


    
      		
        19
        
      


    
      		
        20
        
      


    
      		
        21
        
      


    
      		
        22
        
      


    
      		
        23
        
      


    
      		
        24
        
      


    
      		
        25
        
      


    
      		
        26
        
      


    
      		
        27
        
      


    
      		
        28
        
      


    
      		
        29
        
      


    
      		
        30
        
      


    
      		
        31
        
      


    
      		
        32
        
      


    
      		
        33
        
      


    
      		
        34
        
      


    
      		
        35
        
      


    
      		
        36
        
      


    
      		
        37
        
      


    
      		
        38
        
      


    
      		
        39
        
      


    
      		
        40
        
      


    
      		
        41
        
      


    
      		
        Thank You!!!
        
      


    
      		
        Acknowledgments
        
      


    
      		
        About the Author
        
      


    
    



  












