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          WRITING PROMPTS: I WAS NOT PREPARED. I DON’T THINK I’LL BE ABLE TO FORGIVE YOU. COME HELL OR HIGH WATER.

        

      

    

    
      He stood by the door, close enough to feel the swell of danger on the breeze each time it swung open, as if it wanted to crush him. Every time someone passed, the door opened to let them enter, beckoning him to step into the danger zone. Seconds later, it would swish shut as the person disappeared inside. Through it all, he couldn’t move. Frozen. Suspended in time, as if his world had ended but everyone else still lived in the moment.

      Things should’ve been simple.

      They should’ve been so easy.

      Follow the evidence. Follow the leads, even as thin as they were.

      And he’d find his killer.

      The man who murdered his sister.

      The man he’d kill with his bare hands when he found him.

      It should’ve all been so, so easy.

      The door swished open again. A family of four passed by and stepped inside the building, chatting excitedly, anxious to get to their destination.

      He was anxious too. Only not in the omg-are-we-there-yet variety.

      The doors closed.

      Nobody had yet to approach him and ask him if he was okay. He wasn’t even sure how he’d answer that question. He was far from okay. He might never be okay again.

      A guy working with airport security stood to his right, eyeing him every few seconds. They made eye contact at least twice, but the guy didn’t make a move. Neither did he.

      Maybe he hadn’t gotten to the crazy, I’m-gonna-attack-you look. Though he felt crazy. An array of emotions circled his veins, filling him up, making him jittery and unsettled. He hated feeling unsettled. Being in control and organized kept him sane in a profession that was chaotic and disturbing every single day. He needed things to be orderly to survive.

      He couldn’t stand here all day. He either needed to step through the doors, get on the plane, and continue to track his killer…or he needed to go back.

      To her.

      To the one thing that could bring his entire world crumbling down.

      “Sir, can I help you with something?”

      He twitched his head to the right to find the security guard had finally decided to make a move. How would he respond? Answer with honesty or bullshit his way through until he found the nerve to take a step?

      “Sir?”

      Or he could stand here like an idiot, immobile, too paralyzed to answer a simple question. What was wrong with him? He never froze. He was always one step ahead of the game.

      Except today.

      “Sir, I’m going to have to ask you⁠—”

      “He’s fine. He was waiting for me.” A smooth, soft hand slid into his.

      Slowly, not missing the distrust in the guard’s eyes, he met her gaze. The one woman who had turned his world upside down with one sweet, innocent look.

      She smiled. His knees nearly buckled. The gentle smile was aimed at the guard, of course. And it worked. Because the man nodded and walked away as she tugged on his hand. He finally found the strength to move. She guided him away from the door to the side of the building, out of the path of the other traveling passengers.

      “What are you doing?”

      Great question. He still didn’t know what the hell he was doing.

      “Tate…I know⁠—”

      “I was not prepared…” The words came out clipped, then died on his lips.

      How could he have been prepared to hear the truth? Nothing would’ve prepared him as her words from earlier pelted his memory over and over. Like a vicious cycle, battering his heart every time he thought about it. He wished he didn’t know. He wished he could erase the last few hours.

      He didn’t want to say anything else, but she needed to know. “I’m going to kill him.”

      Her gaze drew toward the ground. “I should’ve never…told you.” Her hands tightened around his as she lifted her sorrowful eyes his way. “You’re a cop. You don’t kill people.”

      His eyes narrowed and glittered with hot rage as he squeezed her hand back a little harder than he should’ve. She winced. “I would’ve figured out the truth sooner or later.” He leaned closer. “And I will kill him.” He yanked his hand out of hers and stepped away before he caved in to the temptation to kiss her one last time. “Don’t try to stop me.”

      He turned around. With his strength fortified, he knew his end goal had to be completed regardless of the consequences.

      “He’s my brother!”

      His footsteps paused, but he didn’t turn her way. “And he killed my sister.”

      The doors swished open and his feet finally followed through, stepping over the threshold of no return. He had a plane to catch. A killer to take down.

      He might’ve fallen in love with the man’s sister a little too effortlessly, but he had to die. No one hurt his family and got away with it.

      Every choice had a consequence.

      Like falling in love with a woman he could never have.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      She sucked in a deep breath as she watched the man she had fallen for so quickly walk away.

      One minute she was working at her desk, minding her own business. The next minute, he was approaching her, flashing his sweet, dimpled smile, sending her falling head over heels.

      All it took was one glance.

      One sweet, sexy look.

      And those dimples.

      Inhaling another deep breath to hold back the tears that wanted to break free, she told herself not to move an inch.

      She couldn’t follow him. She couldn’t run after him, beg him not to kill her brother.

      She couldn’t get on that plane with him, no matter how much she wanted.

      When she realized the connection, what her brother had done, she wanted to kill him herself. She’d even confronted him in the kitchen. Her eyes had darted to the knife rack, analyzing, judging, assessing whether she’d have the time and the strength to grab the largest one and stab him.

      Over and over and over.

      Because he hurt the man she loved.

      By killing his sister, he had broken a man she knew didn’t break easily.

      Instead, she made him a sandwich, hugged him, and said good-bye. She let him go without turning him in to the police.

      Now, Tate was going after him, and he would kill him. She had no doubt in her mind.

      She never expected any of this to happen. Or what the hell she was doing.

      Betraying Tate.

      Now, betraying her brother.

      The tired, sad look in Tate’s eyes overwhelmed her the moment he walked inside her house this morning. It hit her more fiercely than all the other times she witnessed his turmoil. She couldn’t handle the pain and agony she saw every day as he looked for his sister’s killer.

      It just…blurted out.

      That her brother killed her.

      That she knew where he was headed.

      That she trusted him to bring him into custody without a scratch on his head.

      Boy, she had been wrong about the last one.

      She felt like a two-faced joker.

      Helping her brother escape.

      Then helping her boyfriend capture him.

      “Ma’am, I’m going to⁠—”

      “Thanks so much. Have a great day,” she cut off the security guard, then flashed him another charming smile—the one that men could never resist—and rushed inside the airport.

      The security guard’s interruption jump-started her hesitation.

      She had to stop Tate.

      She had to make him see that killing her brother was wrong. Yes, he killed a person. Yes, he deserved to feel the pain he inflicted. But no, not by death. He could spend the rest of his life behind bars and feel the pain as crucially as anything else.

      Death would be the easy way out.

      She wanted him to suffer.

      Because he ruined the love between her and Tate.

      Her phone buzzed in her pocket. Fumbling to pull it out, she froze when she saw her brother’s number flash across the screen.

      She swiped to answer but didn’t say a word. What could she say? He’s coming. Go somewhere else. She wouldn’t betray Tate again.

      “Abby, when I get⁠—”

      “Stop. I don’t want to hear it.” She didn’t. Because whatever her brother said, she knew she’d tell Tate.

      She wanted her brother to pay. Yet, she didn’t want him to die.

      That put her in a hard place. Hello, rock. Hello, place.

      “What happened? Are you okay?”

      “I don’t think I’ll be able to forgive you.”

      “Abby? What’s going on?”

      “I love you, Cooper. But I can’t forgive you for what you did.”

      A long sigh sounded in her ear. Ha! That wasn’t going to work on her. She wouldn’t cave to her brother anymore.

      “You told him. That was so dumb, Abby!”

      She pulled the phone away from her ear as he shouted. Oh, boy. Things never ended well when he got upset.

      “You did this, Cooper, so don’t be mad at me.”

      He cursed, a loud crash echoing in the background. “I love you, Abby. You’re my sister, and I always will.”

      “I know. Same here.”

      “But that was the wrong thing to do.”

      A shiver slid down her spine.

      “Don’t call me again, Cooper.”

      She ended the call, then shoved her phone back into her pocket.

      If she didn’t know any information, she couldn’t help Tate.

      Not to mention, it’d be safer. Because her brother was pissed.

      At her.

      Inhaling one last deep breath, she headed for the ticket counter.

      She had a plane to catch.
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      Pacing back and forth, his hands ran through his hair and pulled on the ends.

      Shit!

      What should he do?

      How could his sister betray him like this? How could she feed him to the wolves? Over a guy? A guy who wanted to bury him six feet under.

      It was one thing to kill a person. But to get away with murder, to keep getting away with murder, he needed to be one step ahead—of everyone. Especially the police. So he liked to spy on them on occasion.

      He didn’t realize the last woman he had killed had been the sister of a detective until after he’d done the deed. A slight mistake on his part. Lesson learned.

      He knew exactly what kind of man the detective was.

      A very determined one. He had the look of murder in his eyes. He should know, it was his specialty.

      What baffled him was how his sister started dating the damn detective. Why was she on this detective’s side and not his? He was family! He mattered!

      Pulling on the ends of his hair again, he groaned, then kicked at a chair and watched as it fell backward. The woman tied to it tried to scream through the gag around her mouth. Only muffled sounds came out.

      The fear in her eyes intensified as he stepped closer. She wiggled, barely, as her useless attempt to get free of the rope tied around her failed.

      They always failed.

      He didn’t make mistakes. Ever.

      Well, until recently when his last victim happened to be the sister of a detective. Rookie mistake.

      Oh, well. He never let anyone get the best of him. Come hell or high water, he’d fix this little problem. Whether that meant using a polite technique, or a more violent one.

      He didn’t generally kill men. There was no excitement involved. In the chase. In the capture. In the torment. But if he had to do it this one time, he would. He’d do anything to stay a free man.

      More muffled sounds filled the tiny room as the woman attempted to scream when he took another step closer to her.

      He pulled hard on the ends of his hair.

      Damn it.

      He had no choice.

      He knew one way to get the detective off his back.

      And it was her own damn fault for putting him in this predicament. She picked the wrong side.

      His sister would pay the price.

      If the detective loved her as much as he thought, he would back off.

      The detective lost his sister. He wouldn’t want to lose the love of his life too.

      Or he’d kill them both.

      Problem solved.

      He loved his sister. Could he kill her?

      Well, if he was provoked enough…yes.

      His hands dropped to his sides, peace finally settling in his veins that he had a plan of attack. He hated feeling unsettled. To do his job sufficiently, he had to be in complete control of his emotions.

      The control had finally returned.

      Smoothing his hair back to fix the strands that looked astray from all the pulling that he had done, an evil sneer touched his lips. Bending toward the woman, he brushed a strand of hair away from her eye.

      “You’re wondering, why me? Why is he doing this?” Crazy laughter filled the room. Then his lips thinned into a tight line. “Think hard and you’ll know why.”

      Her eyes flashed with fear, then a sparkle of realization right after.

      Yes, she knew. She understood.

      He always made sure they were aware before he killed them. Sometimes, it took hours, dropping little hints, but never coming right out and saying it. Sometimes, it hit them right away, like this woman before him.

      Pulling out the gun tucked behind his waistband, she didn’t even flinch before he pulled the trigger.

      A direct shot to the head.

      Blood splattered.

      Her eyes were vacant. It always fascinated him how fast that empty look appeared.

      Job complete.

      Where did he want to leave her body?

      Somewhere perfect.

      Somewhere the detective wouldn’t miss his hidden message.

      Now the real fun could begin.
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      Gripping the armrests, his knuckles turned white as he held his breath. The plane jerked and the wheels finally touched the ground.

      He could face down a killer. Hold a gun on a madman. Interrogate a psychopath.

      But flying always scared him shitless.

      He had no control in an airplane. Once buckled in and the plane took flight, he was powerless to do anything. It’s not as if he could kindly ask the pilot to pull over if he needed to take care of a suspect getting out of hand.

      The guy three rows back had been so belligerent and rude to the flight attendant, he wanted to stand up, toss handcuffs on him, and throw him in a cell with a few guys he knew would give him a warm welcome. In other words, he’d be crying like a baby.

      But, no, in a plane, he had to sit there and listen to everything.

      Being in control was necessary. Like a disease that rippled through his veins. When he lost control, he failed, and failing was never an option.

      Look what happened to his sister. He failed her so badly that she was dead.

      Murdered.

      Tapping his foot incessantly, he counted to twenty under his breath as he waited for his turn to exit the plane. Which didn’t take long. It might cost him an arm and a leg, the few times he opted to get on a plane, but he always purchased first-class tickets. One of the first ones on, and one of the first ones off. Although, he never actually boarded first, but he did want to be off before anyone else.

      In and out.

      He’d drive home when this was over. He wasn’t too eager to fly again so soon.

      A large sigh of relief released as he stepped off the plane and walked down the tunnel and to the wide-open space.

      Another large breath escaped as he took in his surroundings. Some people were waiting for their flight. Some were hurrying off the plane to baggage claim. Some were fiddling with their phones, not paying attention to their surroundings. Some were lounging in a chair with their eyes closed.

      Stepping to the side, out of the path of the exiting passengers, he counted to twenty again to simmer the torment shuffling through his veins.

      He needed to find his control. And he needed to maintain his composure.

      A glimpse of dark, chocolate-brown hair caught the corner of his vision.

      Snagging an arm out, he grabbed the softest skin he had ever touched in his life and pulled Abby close. She smelled like fresh roses. As if she had dabbed part of the scent on her neck before leaving the plane, knowing how he reacted anytime he inhaled her sweet aroma.

      How had he not seen her get on the plane? Why did she foolishly have to follow him? It wouldn’t stop him, but it made his job harder.

      Before harsh, berating words could leave his mouth, he touched a tender kiss to her lips. He needed to kiss her. For one brief moment, he needed the outside world to disappear.

      She moaned and wrapped her arms around his neck, snuggling closer. Almost indecent-like.

      He kept the kiss short and sweet, then bent his head and inhaled the warm rosy scent one more time.

      “You shouldn’t have followed me, Abby.”

      Her arms tightened, her head pressing on his chest just beneath his chin. “I won’t let you do it.”

      He wanted to scream in frustration. Loud and piercing. Let loose the anguish crushing him inside.

      How could she defend that monster?

      He didn’t care that asshole was her brother. He killed a woman. His sister. He killed multiple women, and she wanted to overlook that as if he couldn’t help himself or something.

      This morning, when she confessed, he didn’t stick around to hear why she wanted to help her brother. Because he was sick, mentally unstable? He couldn’t control the impulse? The why didn’t matter.

      Oh, he didn’t think for a second Cooper Forrester didn’t know what he was doing. He knew exactly what he was doing when he tortured and then killed his sister.

      His lips touched her neck, inhaling her sweet, innocent scent, then closed his eyes. “I need you to go home, Abby.”

      She pulled away and touched a hand to his cheek. His eyes remained closed. He didn’t want to see the distress in her eyes with what he was about to do.

      He knew killing her brother meant the end of them. How could they ever get past something like that? How would she ever be able to forgive him? He wasn’t even sure he could forgive himself for hurting her like this.

      But he had to pay.

      He had to die for what he did.

      “Killing him is the easy way out. Do you want him to suffer?”

      His eyes popped open.

      The determination in her eyes almost brought him to his knees to beg for her forgiveness.

      But he wouldn’t be swayed. She would not change his mind.

      “You know I love you, right?”

      She swallowed. “Of course. I love you too.”

      “You know I would do anything to make you happy.” He brushed a hand across her cheek, over her soft, beautiful brown hair, and down her back. A shiver touched her skin. “I love your sweet smile. I love your adoring laugh. I love it when your eyes twinkle with delight.”

      The grip on his cheek increased, as the grit in her eyes intensified. “Then hear me out.”

      “But I can’t let this go. I love you, and I would do anything for you…but I have to do this.”

      Her hand dropped to his waist and squeezed. Her fingernails dug in. He knew he’d see the marks later as a reminder of how much he was hurting her.

      “Tate…let me explain.” Her nails dug in even further. He couldn’t hold back a wince. “Killing him is the wrong thing if you’re aiming to make him suffer. Prison would be the most sufferable thing for him to endure. It’d be like caging a rabid animal, one who would go crazy from the small confines of a room. Trust me on this.”

      Beneath the strength in her hazel eyes, he didn’t miss the flash of pain. Of such deep anguish, he wanted to find a room and wipe away every horrible memory that she suffered from.

      What caused it?

      He wanted to take it away, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to know the origins.

      “I sense there’s a story behind that, and I⁠—”

      “I’ll tell you it all.”

      “No, Abby. I don’t want to know.” He leaned closer, whispering against her mouth. “I want you to go back home. I want you far away from here. I have to do this.”

      “I love you so much that I won’t let you ruin your life.”

      “What makes you think I’ll get caught?”

      “Because I know the truth.”

      Her words slammed into him like a car running smack into a wall going a hundred miles an hour. He jerked away from her, letting his arms fall to his sides.

      “Tate…” Her eyes belied the sadness that she even uttered those words. “I don’t want you to go to jail.” That determination shined with power. “But I’ll turn you in if you kill my brother.”

      “Seems like we’re at an impasse right now.”

      A smile, the one that always made his heart skip a beat, graced her beautiful face. “If you would let me explain a few things, we could find a common ground. A solution that would benefit us all.”

      “Especially your murderous brother, uh?”

      Screw it.

      If she wanted to turn him in to the authorities after he killed her brother, then so be it.

      He’d face the consequences.

      Because, no matter the outcome, Cooper Forrester deserved to die.
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      She wanted to break down and cry in the middle of the airport.

      Because Tate Powell could be the most stubborn, obstinate man.

      Did he think she wanted to turn him in to the authorities? Of course not. That had been a bluff. A very deadly, dangerous one.

      Killing her brother was the wrong move, but if he did—when he did—she didn’t know if she’d have the strength to turn him in.

      She loved him too much to see him suffer behind bars. He might act like it wouldn’t bother him, but he’d lose his mind as her brother would. Not as badly, but he wouldn’t survive caged up like an animal.

      She might tolerate his job, being a homicide detective, but it didn’t mean she believed in the system. Putting people behind bars seemed like the cruelest thing in the world. She would know; she experienced it herself once upon a time.

      Something she would like to explain to him, but his tunnel vision was very narrow at the moment.

      It’s not something she wanted to talk about. Ever.

      But for him, she would. She would lay her entire childhood out there.

      They continued to stare at each other, neither averting their gaze, yet no words passed between them. What else could they say?

      His phone rang.

      He finally looked away as he dug into his pocket and answered the call.

      She watched, her heart picking up speed, as so many torrential emotions crossed over his face as he listened to the person speaking.

      Something bad happened.

      Something so terrible, it made Tate go ashy-white, his face completely drained of all happy emotions. It made it difficult to remember what his smile looked like. Those two sweet dimples that always brightened her day.

      It felt like ages since she confessed about her brother. The night before, they had been carefree, laughing and fooling around as if nothing horrible could touch their lives.

      How wrong they were.

      He ended the call and slid the phone back into his pocket. His eyes were trained on the floor.

      “Who was that? What happened?”

      His gaze shot up. “Your brother happened.”

      A tremble coated her body.

      He didn’t.

      He wouldn’t.

      Tara, Tate’s sister, had been an accident.

      Her brother wasn’t a vicious murderer. She could admit he had a slight temper on occasion. He didn’t mean to kill Tara. He even said so when she confronted him about it.

      He said it was an accident.

      “So, you found him?”

      Tate stepped closer. A warm hand touched her cheek for a brief moment, then it fell to his side. “I didn’t explain to my boss why I was catching a flight. I’m going to have to come up with an explanation without involving you.” His expression turned fierce. “Because no matter what you choose to do, I won’t let you get involved in this in any way. I will protect you from everything.”

      “Quit skirting around the issue. What did your boss say?”

      His brows dipped as his mouth turned into the meanest scowl she had ever seen. “A dead body. Here.” He let out a heavy breath. “Like my sister.”

      She stumbled back, a short cry escaping.

      No.

      He wouldn’t.

      It was an accident.

      He wasn’t a murderer.

      Just a slight temper. That was it.

      Not that she knew how Tara died. Tate never shared the details of his sister’s case, only that she was murdered.

      Tate never talked about his work at all. If she wanted to know anything about his job, she usually had to pry it out of him. But she rarely asked because she knew he didn’t like to talk about it when they were together.

      Another anguished cry broke free as she bent, clutching her stomach. She had to force the bile rising up her throat back down. She had to keep her composure, especially in front of Tate.

      Strong hands grabbed her arms and made her stand, then his arms wrapped around her in a protective embrace. She buried her head in his chest, tears making an appearance. She couldn’t stop it.

      “I’m sorry, Abby.” His breath hitched as his arms tightened around her. “We’ll talk later. Right now, I have a crime scene I need to get to.”

      “It’s not him.”

      A heavy sigh sounded as if he shouted in her ear. “My sister was victim number eleven. He’s a serial killer. He’s a madman. He has no conscience.” A pause. “Someone has to stop him. And I will.”

      Tate had to be lying.

      Her brother had a temper, sure, but he wasn’t…he wasn’t…

      She couldn’t even think the word, let alone hear Tate say such things about him.

      Anger started to creep throughout her body, washing the doubt away.

      No. Her brother did not murder that many women.

      She tried to shove out of his arms.

      His embrace was impenetrable. He refused to let her go. She should start screaming for airport security.

      “It’s okay. I get it. You thought it was only my sister. I didn’t want to tell you. I didn’t want to say anything, but he’s a monster. He has to be stopped.”

      She grabbed his waist and squeezed. Her fingernails dug in so hard she heard him wince. For a second, she felt triumph, wanting to jump in the air with excitement. Then it diminished as regret hit her.

      Tate loved her. He would never do anything to hurt her. She knew this.

      But she wasn’t ready to accept what he was saying. She couldn’t. He had to be mistaken.

      “Why don’t you book a hotel, send the address, and I’ll meet you there when I’m done? Then we can talk.”

      Talk?

      Now he wanted to talk.

      She lifted her head. “Okay, Tate.”

      His eyes narrowed, as if assessing whether she meant it.

      She did. Kind of.

      She’d book the hotel. But she sure in the hell wouldn’t be waiting around for him to get back.

      She’d find her brother first.

      “Good.” A light kiss touched her lips. “I love you, Abby. I don’t want to lose you.”

      She didn’t want to lose him either, but she feared they were in a losing battle.

      Because no matter how she looked at it, she didn’t see a future where they ended with a white picket fence, two kids, and a happy life.
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      He flashed his badge to the officer standing on the other side of the yellow tapeline. Then he nodded in appreciation when he raised the tape for him to duck under.

      Glancing around the park, eyeing the tiny crowd on the opposite side of the water fountain, he wanted to rage at Cooper’s cruelty.

      How did he manage to place a body in the middle of the park? He saw a few kids scampering next to their parents as they walked. The parents tried to shield their eyes from the scene unfolding in front of them, but curiosity was a fickle thing. The kids wanted to see what they weren’t supposed to. The parents couldn’t even help themselves, daring glances between attempting to shield their kids.

      Cooper had a one-day head start. He didn’t waste any time.

      Stopping a few feet away from the body, Tate flashed his badge again. This time to a guy about his age with black hair and a beard that looked too perfect. He already hated the guy.

      “I’m Detective Powell from the Gramton Police Department in Minnesota. My captain already called yours and should’ve explained why I’m here.”

      The other man’s eyes narrowed, assessing, observing. “Detective Stromberg. My captain called. What he didn’t say was how you got here so fast. New York is several hours’ flight.” Distrust colored his eyes. “Tell me. How in the world did you know we’d have a dead body?”

      The entire ride from the airport to the crime scene in Central Park, he’d tried to conjure a good enough excuse without involving Abby. She might turn him in after he finished the job, but it didn’t matter. He wouldn’t hold it against her. He’d still do everything in his power to shield her from anything in this case.

      “I’m following a suspect. I landed when I got the call. He arrived yesterday. I guess I didn’t make it in time.”

      That was the honest-to-God truth.

      Of course, he didn’t intend to tell him how he came up with his suspect.

      “This is victim number twelve. So I’m told. How did you finally figure it out?”

      Well, he couldn’t call Detective Stromberg an idiot. The man was putting him on the spot right away.

      “Is there a problem, Detective?”

      Detective Stromberg grinned.

      Tate didn’t have time for this kind of bullshit. “Because all I want to do is find my killer. You seem to want to interrogate me. Let’s cut through all this shit and get to work.”

      Detective Stromberg’s eyes constricted into even tinier slits than before. “This is my city. My crime scene. And if I ask a question, I expect an answer.”

      Tate wasn’t browbeaten by anyone. Especially by a snooty, stuck-up, know-it-all city cop. Sure, he was stepping into another detective’s territory, but for good reason. Each second they wasted having

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Also by Amanda Siegrist
      


      		
        Preface
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Thank you
      


      		
        Bonus content
      


      		
        Cruel Consequences
      


      		
        Fatal Consequences
      


      		
        Vicious Consequences
      


      		
        Escaping Memories
      


      		
        Also by Amanda Siegrist
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Also by Amanda Siegrist


      		Beginning


      		Contents


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f48c.png





OEBPS/images/dark-consequences.jpg
Wm
i"w
b %
&
—

USA TODAYBESTSELLING AUTHOR

SIEGRIST





