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	Dirty Little Vow

	Book Three in the Tyler & Bella Trilogy

	 

	By Lisa Renee Jones

	 


Dear Readers

	 

	 

	It’s finally time for the conclusion of Tyler and Bella’s story. You know I always like to bring you back up to speed so here are a few notes to help!

	Tyler Hawk is the principal for Hawk Legal, which caters to musicians, authors, and celebrities. If elected to do so, Hawk Legal also plays the role of agent for its clients. Bella works for Tyler. She is an attorney and agent, and she brought her brother to Hawk. Her brother, Dash, is a famous author, who is an ex-FBI agent, who writes about an assassin he really hunted. Dash and Tyler formed a friendship. There are all kinds of reasons that make Tyler and Bella off-limits to each other, but the chemistry was always there. Tyler was a man who no woman enchanted until Bella came along, and despite staying hands off, no other woman would ever have a chance with him. 

	Then Tyler’s father died. That’s a whole other story that would be a spoiler to the Necklace Trilogy that came before this series so I won’t talk about those details. But Tyler’s father was an asshole to Tyler and he wanted to stick it to him one more time. He made Tyler’s inheritance based on a condition of his will. Tyler had to marry by a certain time or he would lose the company, and the stockholders would take over. If the stockholders found out about the will, that too, would be a problem, and they could come after the company. If Tyler tried to go to court over the will, his father’s attorney would release details of a scandal that would ruin Tyler, disbar him, and destroy the company. Way, way back, Tyler sat second chair to his father on a criminal case. Hawk Legal, at one point, handled criminal cases. His father claims he broke the law to get a member of the Allen family out of a murder conviction. The Allen family is a dangerous, powerful family, even more so than the Hawk family. To expose his father’s actions on that case, which Tyler doesn’t know anything about, could ruin the Hawk name and disbar Tyler himself, and stir up trouble with the Allen family. 

	But Tyler’s father is dead. He knew when he wrote the will, he had nothing else to lose if it came to this.

	Tyler can’t even find the old case file so he starts digging into the Allen family because he’s not sure his father isn’t bluffing. He’s also certain his father left him at least one more surprise to bite him in the butt. That surprise, in his mind, has to be connected to the Allen family. But the bottom line is that the easiest path to get out of this is for Tyler to find a wife. He needs a fiancée and an extended engagement, per the will, first.

	Meanwhile, the only woman on Tyler’s mind is Bella, who is off-limits, but the attraction between them is hot and real. 

	The tension between them grows and they are hot one minute and cold the next, and that created a thin line between love and hate. The hate was winning, and that hate is exactly what pushed them over the edge. One night at the office, they had a confrontation, and they crossed the line, without going to the point of no return. However, they may as well have had sex. Nothing would ever be the same between them again. 

	The love-hate thing they have going on magnifies. They wanted each other. They are angry it isn’t an option to actually act on these feelings and the universe is not on the side of their resistance. The two of them are forced to travel together to LA to negotiate a film deal for Dash, as they are in need of a good cop/bad cop routine. While there, they keep on fighting, right on into bed. Not only do they sleep together, they spend a weekend in bed together. But this is not just sex. They really want more—both of them—which is all new to Tyler.

	But there is a big complication. Really big.

	The will. He needs to marry. 

	He tells Bella what is going on, and that he’s trying to get out of it. Ultimately, after much stressing over this, he knows Bella is the right fiancée. She is wealthy herself, without any need to work, but of course, her career matters to her. She would never screw him over. But if he asks her to do this, he’d be screwing her. She’d feel the world thought she slept her way to the top. Still, he has to ask her to do this for one reason—he can’t ask someone else when he’s in love with her. He can’t have someone else on his arm and in his bed. 

	She’s angry though, when he asks. Furious. And that’s because he didn’t ASK. He just presents her with a contract as if she were a business transaction. Needless to say, we all know the two face a challenge, but Tyler was not going to back down. He is trying to protect Bella but admittedly presents it in a horrible way. The two eventually work it out, especially when Tyler decides he just won’t agree to the terms of the will. He’s not about to pick another woman. There is only one woman for him. That’s when Bella can’t take it. She won’t let him do this to himself or the company. She loves him too. And her brother, Dash, gives her good feedback. She’s earned respect with her work. No one will really think she slept her way to the top.

	The two come together in love and solving a problem, but Tyler has it in his mind his father has a gotcha planned. He keeps hunting for the case that is being held over him and researches the family in question. He needs another out just in case the partners come after him over the delay. What delay? He is required by the will to be publicly engaged for a certain period of time before marrying and fully claiming his stock. 

	The books end on a couple of big cliffhangers. The partners appear to come after Tyler and the crime family confronts Bella at gunpoint. 

	I’ll start with those two scenes to bring you fully back into the story.

	 

	Happy reading!

	 

	—Lisa

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Fifty-Three of book two

	Bella

	Something is coming. 

	Something very bad. 

	I bounce through a few weeks of my official engagement to Tyler, where on the surface I’m living in a bubble of wonderful—a fairy tale where I find my prince charming, but deep down in my gut I can sense the calm before the storm. 

	I don’t shake the idea that trouble is brewing, but I do enjoy this time with Tyler. 

	Starting with the wedding announcement that has everyone talking. 

	For a week solid, clients call, studios call, the staff gossip and many of them come to me to see my ring. When I’m asked how it happened, I tell them the truth. It happened over time. Remarkably the whispers are more about my ring than me sleeping with the boss. There is approval for our new couple status, and even more about how different Tyler is with me by his side.

	Apparently, he only scowls half the time now. 

	I smile most of the time. The truth is, I’m different with Tyler by my side as well. Happier. More fulfilled. As cheesy as it might sound, I really do feel that together we are two halves of one whole.

	Unfortunately, we have made very little progress when it comes to the will. Tyler worries about the partners, he worries about another will surfacing that is not in our favor. The more he talks about all the head games his father played with him, the more I worry he’s right.

	We’ve gone through all the Allen client information we can locate though and found nothing of substance, but Tyler is determined to go through every file in storage despite them stretching a timeline of a decade plus. It’s an incredible number of files the firm has handled over time, and between Tyler’s obsession with the threat of the Allen family case, and his relentless pursuit of another will, his life and work has been disrupted in a mammoth way. 

	Along the way, Tyler hires a new secretary and fully moves into my place, and places his apartment on the rental market, with the intent to use it as an investment property. We’ve truly settled in together at the house, made it ours, not mine, and in the process, Molly has grown like a weed. 

	It's three weeks after our official engagement announcement that I decide Tyler needs an intervention. He has to take a break from everything to do with the will and run his company. One morning, I wake to find Tyler missing. With a groan, I eye the clock, to read the early hour of six am. He’s not resting, I think. Not ever. This has to stop. 

	I roll out of bed, wrap myself in my robe, and shove my feet in fuzzy slippers, no doubt where to find Tyler and I don’t have to go far. I exit the bedroom, pad down the hallway to his new office area and step into the doorway to find him shirtless, in his PJ bottoms, and sitting on the cozy brown chair to the right of the desk. 

	There’s a stack of files in his lap. 

	“How’s it going?” I ask.

	He glances up, his eyes warming on me, before his mood transforms to stony cold frustration, his lips pressed together. “The same. It’s the same, Bella.” His voice is etched in utter frustration and it’s hard to see the man I love struggling to claim the control he feels he’s lost.

	I close the space between us and slide to my knees in front of him, setting the files on the arm of the chair. “Just take a week off,” I plea. “You’ll see this thing with your father through different eyes, if you set it away.”

	“What if we don’t have a week?”

	“You originally thought that finding this second will you’re sure exists—”

	“It does. He would never come at me without a contingency plan.”

	“Come at you? You originally thought the second will ended the challenge. You’d inherit and all of this was over. Now your mentality has flipped. Now you think it’s something that can be used against you. Why?”

	“You knew my father, Bella.”

	It’s really all he has to say. He’s right. There’s no telling what he might have done to trap Tyler, but I also can’t help but believe we’re missing a clue. When I bring this up to Tyler, he assures me he has someone digging around. “Is that smart? Because if your someone digs around in the Allen family business, that feels dangerous.”

	“He’s ex-CIA. He knows what to do to stay off the radar.” He stands up. “I made coffee.”

	In other words, no, he will not take a break. 

	“No to your stubbornness, Tyler. No to coffee. We need-”

	He scoops me up and starts walking to the bedroom, where we will not go back to bed, at least not to sleep. This isn’t the break I had in mind, but it’ll do for now.

	***

	Tyler and I ride into work together, and I’m immediately pulled to my office for a studio call. When it’s over, Tyler’s obsession with the will is back on my mind and drives me to take actions and try to help. I pull up company records and then call Hawk Senior’s retired secretary, Claire, hoping she can offer insight into where we might find an important document her old boss left behind. “Tyler’s mother threw out almost everything of his father’s,” I explain “There’s a document that’s missing we really need for litigation. Do you know where he might have kept personal items that I might recover?”

	“That his wife wouldn’t be able to get to? Probably his private club, the Brook Club, but the police most likely cleared out his locker long before now. I told them about it, too.”

	It’s not the news I’m hoping for, but at some point, surely Tyler can claim anything the police confiscated. Or not. The man did commit murder.

	When I hang up with Claire, I dial Tyler. “Your dad had a locker at the Brook Club. Did you know that?”

	He appears in my doorway with his phone in hand. We both disconnect and he shuts the door. “How do you know that?”

	“I called his old assistant and told her we were looking for a document that is missing pertaining to a litigation. But she also said she told the police about it, so it might be gone.” I glance at my watch. “I’m meeting a client at the bookstore to review a contract over coffee. I need to go.” I grab my purse and round the desk and stop in front of him. “Withers has to know the truth about all the gotcha plans your father has for you, Tyler. Why not force him to tell you?”

	“How?”

	“You’re resourceful. Figure it out. I know you can. I’ll be back soon.” 

	He walks me to the elevator, but he’s clearly distracted and barely vocal, still wrapped up in this problem and I have a sense of a storm cloud hovering over us, on the verge of a tornado. I’m suddenly extremely happy we’re headed to my father’s rescheduled race this weekend. Tyler needs that break I begged him to take and this trip will force that on him. 

	I kiss him goodbye, wave as the elevator closes, but not before I spy one last glance at the man I love’s haunted eyes, the lines of his handsome face pulled tight. 

	This has to end. I have to do something to help make that happen.

	I just don’t know what.

	A few minutes later, I step onto the sidewalk, rushing to my meeting. I’m halfway there when a tall, good-looking Black man in an extremely expensive suit steps in my path. 

	“Hello, Bella,” he says, a hint of perhaps a British accent in his deep voice. 

	I blink. “Do I know you?”

	He lifts his jacket and displays a weapon. “No. But you’re about to know me quite well. I’m going to need you to come with me.”

	***

	Tyler

	I’ve barely stepped back into my office after walking Bella to the elevator when one of the partners appears in my doorway. “We’d like to talk to you, Tyler.”

	“Who is we?”

	“The partners. We’re in the conference room.”

	This is not good, I think, and despite Gavin’s recent good behavior, I can’t help but think he’s somehow involved. One thing is for sure, I’m not following this asshole ordering me around like he actually has that right or like a puppy who can be taught commands. I cannot. “I’ll be right there,” I say. 

	He hesitates and doesn’t seem to know what to do because he’s no man at all. And anyone who thinks they have balls enough to cross me, won’t have any when I’m done with them. I stand up and walk to the conference room to find every single partner at the table. None of them will exist when I’m done with them. I step to the head of the table and sit down. 

	“What is this about?”

	“We’d like to talk about your father’s will.” This from the little bitch who thought he was a brave leader when he came and fetched me from my office. He won’t be brave when I’m done with him. 

	 


Chapter One

	Bella

	I’m remarkably calm for a woman who’s just now coming to grips with the fact that I’m standing in downtown Nashville, not two blocks from Hawk Legal, while apparently being abducted. The fact that my potential captor is a refined, good-looking Black man in a ridiculously expensive suit, who speaks with what sounds like an English accent, pretty much tells me all I need to know.  

	He’s a professional, and for some reason, I’m allowing that to translate to him being just another attorney or agent, but he’s not one of us. He’s probably not an attorney at all. His job isn’t legal or literary. It’s criminal. 

	And still, my heart is steady and calm, and my adrenaline has yet to go bonkers. In contrast, mere weeks back, when facing down a studio head, battling for my brother’s TV deal, my heart was nearly bursting from my chest. I really don’t know why other than the fact that I’m the daughter of a daredevil NASCAR driver, and thanks to him, there’s a gun in my purse I know how to handle. 

	“I’m going to need you to come with me, Bella,” he repeats, a hint of impatience inking his otherwise refined tone. 

	“You know who I am,” I observe. “Can I ask who you are?” I sound polite, but then so does he. It really does feel like Hollywood. Everyone smiles to your face, but the minute you walk out of the room, the red carpet is pulled from right beneath your feet. Which is why you handle your business with a contract, unless of course, there’s a gun involved. 

	“Who I am doesn’t matter,” he replies, and I’m now certain he has an English accent, or perhaps Australian. “You, Bella, are the person who matters right now.”

	It’s easy to assume this problem before me is connected to Tyler and his father’s will, but with the big stars and powerful executives I deal with, I can’t be sure. “You mean your employer is the one who matters,” I say, digging for facts. “I’m going to take a swing and guess that’s the Allen family.” 

	His lips quirk, and his eyes—a shade I can only call steely gray—glinting with amusement. “Let’s go have a little chat.”

	Blood rushes in my ears. The moment I leave this public place is the moment I may never see the light of a new day. “Where?” I ask, stalling, mentally processing what to do next.  Scream? Reach for my weapon? Run?

	“Not far,” he says, catching my elbow. “Let’s walk.”

	I plant my feet. 

	His energy bristles. “It’s in Tyler’s best interest that we chat, Bella, and I’d like to think between the two of us, we can keep it nice and professional.”

	Professional.

	I’m good at reading between the lines. That word is meant to be a warning. He’ll kill me if it’s necessary, but it’s not just me he’s threatened. It’s Tyler, and that’s when reality hits. This is real. The danger is real. 

	He starts walking, still touching my arm, and this time, I fall into step with him, expecting to be shoved into a car, or worse, the trunk of a car, but that’s not how this plays out at all. We travel a few blocks, “not far” as he himself stated, when he directs us to a corner bar that I’ve walked past many a time but have never actually been inside. 

	My mind is back in a race, calculating a plan. I’ll ask to go to the bathroom, and text the name of the bar to Tyler. No, Dash. I’ll text Dash. Tyler will lose his shit over this. Dash is former FBI. He’ll be cool under pressure. He’ll get me back before Tyler ever has the chance to fret. And if “Oliver” gets smart and takes my phone, I can write a note in the bathroom to ask for help. 

	Maybe.

	It’s an option. 

	But once we’re at the door, it’s with a stab to my heart that I realize there’s no name anywhere to be found to identify the establishment. My new “friend” pulls the door open and motions me inside. I step into a rather cozy, but extremely dimly lit spot, with high-back booths framing a bar. My captor steps to my side and motions toward the other side of the room.

	I start walking again, and now I’m feeling the adrenaline. It’s darting through my blood, hyping me up, and I’m not sure why now, and not the moment I knew I was being abducted. I’m in a public place, not that trunk of a car I’d feared but then, there’s more to this stop than meets the eye. This location is obviously planned for a reason; perhaps he owns it, or the Allen family owns it. In which case, this would be a perfect location to kill me. The staff could clean up. He’d never even get blood on his fancy suit. 

	My fingers curl in my palms, and I’m thinking about my weapon again. I could reach for it, just go for it, and this would end one way or the other in a matter of minutes. But what if this man, whoever he is, really does merely want to talk? Okay, not merely. Maybe he wants to scare us all to death while talking? If I reach for my weapon, this could get deadly, when it might otherwise simply be frightening and unreasonable.

	I try to think about what my brother would do, what his stories say to do, what he has told me to do, and I’m pretty sure I should have screamed when we were outside, but at what cost to Tyler or even Dash? I should have reached for my gun in public, but I did not. Am I stupid? I think I am right now. My father and brother will torment me over how I’ve handled this.

	If I survive it.

	I draw in a breath at the idea, holding it, dreading what might come next.  

	Our destination is the farthest booth in the rear of the building, where the bar hides us from view of the front door. The perfect place to kill me, I think again. And clearly, he’s not worried about who might walk in. The staff probably locked up after we entered. He motions for me to sit with my back to the door. Once I’ve settled onto the leather bench, I’m aware now that the high backs create the illusion of a secret hiding spot. A place where only we know what happens next.

	Oliver joins me, claiming a position directly across from me. “This is cozy, isn’t it?”

	Cozy is not a word I’d expect to come from such an intensely male and formal man such as this one, therefore the word sounds patronizing at best, threatening at worst. He leans into the aisle and motions to someone, which can’t be good either. With a leap of my heart, I unzip my purse, but before I can reach for my weapon, my moment has passed.

	Oliver straightens to face me again, my spine is stiff with yet another rip of anticipation. Who is joining us? Who did he just invite to be a part of my “talking to”? That’s when a pale-skinned mid-fifties woman steps to our side, an apron around her waist. “Sorry. I didn’t see you come in. Can I get y’all some drinks?”

	“The lady likes lemon drops,” my abductor states before arching a brow at me. “Unless you’d prefer a Bloody Mary?”

	Unease settles low in my belly at the mention of the two drinks I favor, which is no doubt his way of letting me know he’s been watching and studying me. “I’ll pass,” I reply tightly. “Thanks.”

	“Two Bloody Marys,” Oliver orders, his eyes locked with mine before he glances at the waitress. “And some of that amazing spinach artichoke dip you make here.”

	“Coming right up,” she replies and hurries off.

	“Who are you?” I demand, deciding there is strength in confrontation, and I need to show strength. This table has to be a negotiation like any other, with the endgame being a peaceful resolution.

	“Call me Oliver,” he urges. 

	“Oliver,” I repeat. “It doesn’t suit you.”

	He doesn’t bite on my effort to get him talking, replying as if I had not spoken. “I want you to pull out your cellphone and hand it to me.”

	Not yet, I think. “And if I don’t?” I challenge. 

	“Again, this is in the best interest of Tyler.”

	My lips press together, and my heart thunders in my chest. I don’t need my phone, I remind myself. I have a sweet little Smith and Wesson tucked away in my bag. Almost as if he’s read my mind, he says, “It’s also in your best interest to leave your weapon in your purse. I don’t need you to hand it to me, but I do need you to be smart enough to stay alive. If I die, the people I work for will stop playing nice. And believe me, I’m the nicest this gets, Bella.” 

	Acid burns the back of my throat, and I decide his version of nice is likely the promise to kill you but make it fast and clean. After all, he wouldn’t want to bloody up his expensive suit. 

	I reach into my purse and offer him my phone. He doesn’t reach for it. Instead, he commands, “Unlock it.”

	My jaw clenches.  “Why?”

	“Unlock it,” he repeats, his tone low but taut as a rubber band about to pop you right in the face. 

	I have no idea what he’s about to do, but it can’t be good. I unlock the phone and fight the urge to rebelliously text Dash, right here in front of him, everything inside me warns against it. I’m trembling inside when he motions for me to hand over my cell, but somehow my hand is steady when I drop it in his palm. He snaps a photo of me, and then starts typing. He dramatically taps a button, clearly wanting me to know he’s sent a message, before he removes my SIM card, and sets my phone face down at elbow length to himself. 

	My fingers curl on my knee beneath the table. “What did you just do?” 

	“I let Tyler know you’ll be late.”  

	I scream in my head. 

	No. No. No.

	And yet, it’s done. Tyler is about thirty seconds from losing his mind. 

	The waitress appears and sets chips and waters down in front of us. “Drinks coming right up,” she says and walks away. 

	“Oliver” drops my SIM card in the water and then laces his fingers in front of him. “Now we won’t be rushed. You can enjoy your drink.”

	I tamp down on my emotions and with good reason. Everything about his demeanor is calculated and I must meet that energy with my own. “What is this game you’re playing?” 

	“One where you walk out of here alive with a new friend who might be an asset one day, should you need me.”

	“Because kidnapping me is how you make friends?” I challenge.

	“I let you keep your weapon for a reason. I’d like this conversation to feel it's on even ground, a mutual meeting of the minds, meaningful in his content.  Alternatively, this chat of ours can turn dark and nasty and do so in a blink of an eye. I don’t think you’re stupid enough to let that happen though, now, are you?”

	The waitress reappears and our drinks are set in front of us, as is the dip. After a brief exchange between her and Oliver, we’re left alone. He wants to play this game, and I decide doing so works for me. He talks. I find out things. 

	“Where are you from?” I ask. “England? Australia?”

	“England. Home of James Bond. You know he isn’t big on killing people. It’s a necessity of his job at times. Call it the English way. Let’s talk about why Tyler Hawk has been asking the wrong questions about the wrong people.”

	 


Chapter Two

	Tyler

	“We’d like to talk about your father’s will.”

	This from the dweeb who dared pull me into the conference room with the idea of ambushing me with a room full of partners. He’s a fool for forgetting one very important detail. I’m at the front of the room and head of the table for a reason. Not one of the thirty people in this room is in charge, but I am. 

	“Yes,” I say, “let’s talk about my father’s will.” I cut my gaze and speak to the room. “I am the principal and that will not change. But to be transparent, one of the terms of my inheritance was that I marry. Of course, we all know I’m good enough to beat that in court, but no, I’m not fighting it. Let me be clear. I’m not just engaged to Bella, I’m in love with Bella. She makes me a better person. She makes me a better leader. Would she marry me today if I ask her to? Yes. But I won’t. We’re going to plan one hell of a wedding because it’s what she deserves. Any questions?”

	The room is silent, seconds ticking by before Sharon, one of the partners, says, “I believe him.”

	Laura, another partner sitting next to her, chimes in, “I believe him.”

	“Agreed.” This from Ned Riley, one of the senior partners. 

	From there, the entire room sounds off in agreement except for two people. The dweeb and a partner sitting next to him, who was most likely in the middle of this plan to take me down, right along with Gavin. I don’t so much as look at either of them. Control is everything. That’s what my father used to tell me but more so taught me, with his recent actions. The man cheated on my mother, killed the employee he was fucking to keep her from telling my mother, and then ended up dead. 

	He didn’t have one inkling of the control he swore was always his and in the palm of his ruddy little hand. 

	Control is everything and he forgot that somewhere along the way.  

	I press my hands on the sleek surface of the conference table, lean in closer to the group and say, “If no one has anything else, then let’s all go finish off what is headed toward a record-breaking month, and show everyone who we are, and that’s the best in the business. This sends the right message to our clients, studios, and publishers. We’re here to stay. This is not the time to fight among ourselves and screw that up.”

	Murmurs of approval fill the room, and with that, I say, “Meeting adjourned,” before heading toward the door.

	I don’t look back. I don’t look at my phone. I walk at an even pace. 

	Control is everything. 

	It’s not until
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