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      For Adrienne ~ you deserve a happy ending.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She brought me back to life. Gave me a purpose. Made me whole again.

      

        

      
        I was done with love.

        Content to live with nothing heavy enough to hold me down and no one close enough to set it aflame.

        Again.

        So when Adrienne Hamilton crashed into my world, I wasn’t prepared for the havoc she would wreak on the heart I thought had broken long ago.

        But my best friend and business partner fell for her too.

        I had no idea how far he’d fallen until he shot me, left me for dead, and forced Adrienne into marriage.

        When I find Lochlan Finch, I’ll destroy him.

        Just as he’s destroyed us.

      

        

      
        ---

      

        

      
        He rescued me from hell. Saved my soul. Made me whole again.

      

        

      
        I was ready to end it all.

        Content to die surrounded by the absence of anyone who loved me, and with nothing to my name but scars and misery.

        Alone.

        So when an opportunity finally presented itself to escape, I took it. I knew there was a chance he would find me, but I’d rather die fighting than die complaisant in my gilded cage.

        However, my only ally had his own set of intentions.

        I’d been liberated from one monster only to find myself in the clutches of another.

        But this time, I’m ready.

        This time I won’t go down without a fight.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TROPES AND TRIGGERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Abortion (forced - not by mmc) | Abusive relationship | Accidental pregnancy | Age gap | Alcohol | Alpha hero | Amnesia | Angst | Anxiety | Assault | Attempted murder | Attempted rape | Best friend's lover | Billionaire | Blood | Broken in some way | Car accident | Cheating (kissing) | Class warfare | Control | Damsel/dude in distress | Death | Depression | Drugs/forced drug use | Emotional abuse | Emotional scars | False imprisonment | Gore | Grief | Gun violence | HEA | Hospitalization | Incest (forced, between side-characters) | Injury | Instalove | Kidnapping | Miscarriage | Murder | Narcissism | Needles | Old enemies | Physical abuse | Poisoning | Pregnancy | Profanity | Protector | PTSD | Rape | Redemption | Reunion | Revenge | Rivals | Scars | Second chance | Self-harm (mentioned) | Sexual abuse | Sexual assault | Sexually explicit scenes | Slut shaming | Soulmate | Suicide (attempted as well as ideations) | Torture | Violence

      

        

      
        None of the abuse is performed by the MMC.

         

        If you’re bothered by any of these triggers,

        please do not read this book.

         

        You can find tropes and triggers

        for all of my books on my website at

        https://www.authormurphywallace.com/tropes-and-triggers
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          LANA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      

      Everyone knows the old saying, “Don’t judge a book by its cover…”

      The same can be said for the house I live in.

      The gorgeous landscape of his estate can’t hide the terror that lives within it’s walls. From the men that line the perimeter of the grounds, to the snipers on the roof, no one can come or go without him knowing. It crushes all hope I could ever have of an escape.

      When I’m out here I can get lost in the beauty of the scenery. From the tall oak trees to the rose gardens, they help pull me from the hell in which I live and take me to a better place when I need a break from my home life. If you could even call it that. I’ve read books with picture perfect descriptions of what a home should be, but I don’t live in a home.

      Love lives in a home.

      Faith lives in a home.

      Hope lives in a home.

      I live in hell.

      And I’m married to the devil.

      I have no recollection of my life until three years ago. Since then, I’ve dreamed of killing myself at least a dozen times. The two times I’ve actually tried, I’ve failed. The more I try to remember my life before this, the more the emptiness inside me grows. All I have to go on is what he tells me, which isn’t much. It’s the same story every time.

      I was lost and he saved me.

      I would be in a gutter, or worse, if it weren’t for him.

      I’m an ungrateful whore who tried to walk out on his love and generosity.

      Blah, blah, blah… All lies.

      I don’t know how I know it, but I do. Most days I would rather be in a gutter, poor and homeless, than to have to be in his presence. I’m not sure what I should have been expecting when I woke up three years ago. I didn’t even find out that he was my husband until after he’d already laid his hands on me. I’ll never forget the first conversation that I remember having with him.

      I wake up with a start. Looking around, moonlight casts dark shadows across a room that appears black as night. As black as my memory. I can’t recall one detail about myself, about where I am… My head is killing me and it feels like my brain is closer to exploding with each throb. I squeeze my eyes shut and try to will the pain to go away. I move to rub my temples in an attempt to get a little relief, but both of my arms are restrained. I pull at each restraint to see if there’s any give, but all that gets me is rope burn across both wrists.

      Suddenly, a light flickers to life across the room, alerting me to his presence. The severe face of a man who looks far too scary to not be a threat to my life. He’s sitting in an over-sized wingback chair, black leather with gold rivets. It’s the only thing I notice other than the blood-red paint on the walls behind him.

      “Who are you?” I scream and push with my feet, trying to move myself back toward the headboard. I didn’t make it very far before he lunges up from the chair and grabs my ankle tightly in his grip.

      Loosening his fingers from my leg, he walks toward me. The closer he gets, the better I can see his eyes. I close mine in response. His gaze—dark as night and scary as hell—frightens me. By the way he towers over me, he has to be at least 6’ 3”, maybe 6’ 4”. His hair is cut short against his skull and a button-up shirt is stretches taut over his muscular build.

      “Still trying to run away from me, I see.”

      I lay there in confusion when all of a sudden, he raises his arm and backhands me across my cheek. It hurts so bad, you would have thought he used a baseball bat. It burns like fire, and I scream just to try to make it through the sting of the pain. As I lay there, tears running down my face, the metallic taste of blood on my lips, he stands by my bedside in a casual stance with his hands in his pockets, wearing an evil grin.

      I plead with him, shaking my head back and forth, my mind in total panic. The questions start rolling off my lips as my tears fall faster.

      “Who are you? Where am I? I have no idea who I am, what my name is. Please, I can’t remember anything. I don’t understand! Please, help me understand!”

      Before I can blink, his face is right in front of mine, his hand like a vise around my throat.

      “You’ve lived your life your way for far too long. It no longer belongs to you. Everything that I’ve done for you and you wanted to throw it all away by leaving me? You won’t get another chance. You will go nowhere, do nothing, and talk to no one, without me knowing about it. Your life is now in my hands.”

      “Who are you?” I managed to choke out through a heavy flow of tears.

      “I’m Lochlan Finch. I’m your husband and I own you. You’ll learn what your name is when you prove to me that you deserve one.”

      He’s my nightmare, one I fear from which I’ll never wake up. In the years since that day, I’ve learned three very important facts.

      First, my life is shit. I’m married to Lock. A cruel, conniving, beast of a man who takes what he wants by any means possible and has not one ounce of sympathy. I live in an endless cycle of abuse, debasement, and paranoia. He’s a monster in every sense of the word.

      Second, there is a man out there named Marshall Trent who wants to kill me. He’s seeking revenge on Lock for ruining his business. They were partners at the pharmaceutical company they ran together, and they had a nasty falling out. Marshall has sought retribution ever since Lock left and took all of the major business with him. Lock told me once that there is only one person to fear as much as him, and that’s Marshall.

      Last, I have a purpose in this life. I am supposed to be here. My past failures at ending my life have taught me a lot and I’d be stupid not to see that. Lock has shattered me more times than I can count but I’m not fully broken, yet. Each time I’ve had to put the pieces back together, it’s made me a little bit stronger than the last. I will put an end to Lochlan Finch, if it’s the last thing I do.

      That is my purpose in this life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          ADRIENNE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        April 2012

      

      

      

      “Oh, shit!”

      As I cross through the intersection, a red sedan cruises through it, nearly t-boning my car.

      I manage to swerve out of the way at the last moment before the asshole has a chance to hit me. Unfortunately, I swerve to the right and smash into the back of a Mercedes SUV that is sitting in the merge lane waiting for it’s turn to go.

      This is not what I need right now. I gasp for air, trying to calm my nerves as I see the driver step out of his vehicle. As he starts walking toward me, my heart beats faster. He is the most beautiful man that I’ve ever seen.

      “Great, I ran my car into a living, breathing Adonis.”

      My hands are still firmly planted at ten-and-two as he approaches my window and knocks twice. I don’t break my stare from his car, however. He bends down to eye level and knocks again. Hesitantly, I wind my window down, bracing for an onslaught of cuss words and criticism about my driving skills.

      When my attention finally shifts toward his awaiting face, all of my breath leaves my lungs. His eyes are the most gorgeous shade of green. Rich in color, like an emerald. His chiseled face sports a dark and trimmed beard. His hair is dark brown, like chocolate, and it looks so silky-smooth, all I want to do is run my fingers through it.

      He lifts an eyebrow, knowingly, and clears his throat, a smirk on his face. Coming back to my senses, I give my head a little shake and utter, “I’m so sorry! There was a car. It ran through the red light… And-and I-I swerved so it wouldn’t hit me. I’ll pay for any damages, I promise.”

      “Woah, Woah. Calm down. It’s just a car. All I’m concerned about is if you’re okay.”

      “Yes, I’m okay.” I take a deep, cleansing breath. “Just a little shaken up. And embarrassed.”

      “Well don’t be embarrassed. It happens. Why don’t you get out and come over to my car so we can exchange information?”

      “Uh, right. Okay.” I agree.

      When we get to his car, he takes me by the shoulders, and sits me in the driver’s seat of his car.

      He squats down in front of me. His hands move to my calves and he squeezes reassuringly.

      “Are you cold?” His worried eyes meet mine.

      “No.” I answer

      “You’re shivering. Are you going to be okay?” he asks as he removes his hands from my legs. I immediately miss his touch, which is ludicrous. I don’t even know this man.

      “Yes, I think so. I haven’t had anything to eat yet today, so that probably has something to do with it. I tend to get shaky when I don’t eat. I was on my way to class. I go to school at…” I shake my head as my voice trails off. Shut up Adrienne, I tell myself. He doesn’t care about any of that. “I’m sorry, I’m babbling. I do that when I’m nervous.”

      “It’s one in the afternoon. Why haven’t you eaten?” The skin between his eyebrows crinkles with concern. As it does, I find myself staring, once again. He must be at least ten years older than me, but damn he’s handsome. His eyes go wide and the wrinkle of his skin disappears as he realizes that I’m staring again.

      I take a deep breath before answering. “I was working on a paper, and I lost track of time.”

      He stands up again and looks around for a moment before speaking again. “How about this? Let’s call a tow truck for your car. It looks pretty bad, and it might even be totaled. Then, I can drive us to that restaurant over there and we can grab a bite to eat. My treat.”

      “Oh, well I don’t want to keep you any longer than I already have and, if anything, I should be buying you lunch. Thank you though.” I stand to walk back to my car and call a tow truck, but when I get up, I sway a little and nearly fall. He catches me and helps me sit back down in his driver’s seat.

      “I don’t think that’s the best option for you at the moment.” He pulls out his phone and dials a number. “Yeah, it’s me. Can you get a truck over to Proctor and South? It’s a gold Chevy Malibu. Yeah, my car’s here too. No, I don’t need a truck, there’s not much damage to mine.” He looks down at me as he finishes his conversation and winks. I give him a tentative smile, then drop my gaze to my folded hands in my lap. “Thanks Ritchie. See you soon.”

      “My guy should be here in about ten minutes and then we can go.”

      I nod without looking up. I can’t look him in the face again. I’ve never been so embarrassed and ashamed in my whole life. He pauses for a moment before dropping back down on his haunches in front of me.

      “So, what’s your name?” He asks.

      “Adrienne.”

      He smiles and says, “And does Ms. Adrienne have a last name?”

      “Hamilton. Adrienne Hamilton.”

      “Nice to meet you, Adrienne Hamilton. I’m Marshall Trent.” He offers me his hand.

      When I take it, he dips his head and places a chaste kiss on the back of my hand.

      I blush and my eyes go wide before I can stop myself. “It’s nice to meet you, too. Although I wish we could have met under different circumstances.” I scoff and shake my head.

      “Well, this isn’t so bad.” I gaze at him with a skeptical look on my face. “I’m serious. I didn’t have plans to take a beautiful woman out to lunch today, but now I do.”

      I can feel the heat spread over my face, down into my chest and all the way into to the depths of my stomach before a chill runs up my spine. I clench my legs together and wrap my arms around myself to try and keep my body from shivering.

      I’m in trouble. Just not the kind I thought I was in when I slammed my car into his.

      MARSHALL

      I look down at the meek young woman who’s sitting in my driver’s seat. I’ve always been attracted to younger women, but there is a very good possibility this one is jail bait. I’m going to need to find out before taking her anywhere though, especially because the way the blush moved from her face down to her chest when I called her beautiful makes my cock so hard it hurts. What I wouldn’t give to bend her over the hood of my car.

      “How old are you, Adrienne?” I ask.

      “I’m twenty-three.” She pauses before adding, “How about you?”

      Thank fuck. I try to hide the smirk from my face as I answer, “Thirty-five.”

      I’m about to ask her where she goes to school when Ritchie pulls up on the shoulder with the truck, five minutes sooner than I expected. He kills the engine and hops down out of the cab; toothpick hanging out of his mouth, as usual.

      Ritchie is a middle-aged retired vet who owns JT Towing, Hauling, and Repair. My business partner and I were introduced to him a few years back when we had an unfortunate incident at the lab involving a disgruntled ex-employee that caused major damage to a company car. When we called the police, they recommended Ritchie. We’ve called on him for both business and personal reasons ever since.

      “What’s happening, Trent?” he says to me once he reaches us. Then, he nods before locking eyes on Adrienne. “Oh, hello,” he says cheerfully, before continuing, “Who do we have here?”

      The question makes me furious, even knowing that Ritchie is a happily married man and has been for twenty years.

      Ignoring his question, I introduce Adrienne to him. “This is Ritchie. He’s going to get your car squared away back at his shop. Once he assesses the damage, he’ll call me with an update.”

      I explain this to her a little more forcefully than I mean to, but I’m trying to get the point across to Ritchie that I don’t appreciate his shameless flirting.

      He looks back and forth between Adrienne and I a few times before shrugging. “Uhm, thanks, Marshall.” He rolls his eyes before reaching out to Adrienne and asks, “If I could just have your keys, miss?”

      “They’re still in the ignition. I’ll go and grab them.” My pants start to get tight as I watch her walk away. The way her ass looks in those jeans makes me want to buy stock in the company, and then buy her a hundred more pairs just so I can watch her wear them again and again. I am lost in my sweet, delicious thoughts when I hear Ritchie walk up behind me.

      “You’ve got it bad, man. Real bad. I’d recognize that look anywhere.”

      “What look?” I growl at him.

      “You’re in love, bro.”

      I don’t offer a response to his observation. He’s out of his mind. I just met the girl.

      Sure, I wouldn’t mind one night of fantastic, balls-to-the-wall, debauchery. I mean she’s breathtakingly beautiful. I wasn’t lying when I told her that, but I’m not really one to fall in love. Not anymore. One round of obliterating heartbreak from someone I thought I’d spend the rest of my life with was all I needed to swear relationships off forever. And love at first sight? Absolutely no room for that.

      I’m kind of getting used to the idea of being alone.

      I also know that if I had her, even once, I wouldn’t be able to get enough. I would want more, take more, maybe more than she would be willing to give. But the thought of hurting her like that makes me sick. I’m not a bad guy. I can already tell it’s going to be hard to stay away from this one. This girl may very well be the death of me.

      As she walks back our way, she stares at the ground as if it would be too painful to look at either one of us. Her reserve is adorable.

      “Here you go.” She hands her keys over to Ritchie.

      “Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll take a look and let you know if it’s salvageable. If there are any repairs that need to be done, I should be able to fix everything right in my shop. I’ll be in touch.”

      “Thank you so much. Just let me know the cost before you fix anything.” A mist was clouding over her beautiful, willow-green eyes as she tried to hide her tears.

      “Thanks Ritchie. Talk to you soon.” I shake his hand before turning back to her. “Now, about that lunch.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          LANA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      

      I’m sitting under the shade of a willow tree, reading a book, when I hear footsteps crunching in the grass. I look up to find Norah, our housekeeper, walking toward me.

      “Ms. Lana, Mr. Finch would like to see you. He’s in his office.”

      I roll my eyes and sigh as a wave of nausea creeps into my stomach. So much for my relaxing afternoon. I nod to Norah and she gives me an apologetic smile before turning to go back inside. I get up and walk toward the house, not knowing whether I’m more angry or scared. A meeting with Lock is never an enjoyable experience, and  I take my time going to him.

      Just before I get to the doorway, he walks out into the hall. He stands there, one hand in his pocket, the other hanging at his side. He’s donning his usual crisp, black, dress shirt and custom-made suit. The hair on his shaved head is just long enough to see the silver peppered in between the black, as the light from one of the many gaudy chandeliers above dances through the hallway.

      His eyes are still as dark as they were the first time I saw them, and shivers still run all over my body just as much as they did that first night.

      It’s like I’m looking through a window into his cold, dark soul, and it scares the shit out of me.

      “Ah, Lana.” He starts. “There you are, my doting little wife.”

      I grimace. His fake charm makes me want to punch him in the face.

      “I really don’t want to deal with your shit right now, Lock. What do you want?” I’m being far too brave at the moment. I’ve been punished for much less in the past.

      Thankfully, he’s in a good enough mood that he smirks before answering, “Does a husband have to want something just to see his wife?”

      “You do.”

      “Why are you always so negative?” He jests. “I provide you with everything that you could ever want or need. I give you clothes and food. I provide you with stylish transportation and a security team that’s second to none. What more do you want from m⁠—”

      “How about a divorce?” I snap. I tried to keep the words in, but he makes me so mad with his condescending tone. Thinking that I should be grateful for all of that when he partners it with insults, abuse, and embarrassment.

      His playful attitude vanishes. I knew better than to poke the bear. Before I know what’s happening, he throws me back into the marble wall, and his large hand finds its way around my throat. The back of my head feels like it just cracked open.

      “You’re never leaving me, Lana. Ever. How dare you even think about it. You wouldn’t want anything bad to happen again, would you? Last time, all you lost were your memories. This time, who knows what you could lose?” He paralyzes me with a sinister gaze as the threat falls off of his tongue easily.

      I’m shaking. I’m not stupid enough to think that he wouldn’t go through with his threats.

      “I’m sorry, Lock. I just, it’s just that...” No excuse would matter. “I’m sorry.”

      His grip on my throat loosens, and he moves that hand to grab the hair at the nape of my neck. He turns my head so I’m forced to look him straight into the eyes.

      “You know I don’t like hurting you.”

      “I know,” I lie, because him not getting enjoyment out of hurting me couldn’t be further from the truth. “I’m sorry. Please, can I go back to my room now? I have a headache.”

      He makes a tongue-clicking noise before responding sarcastically, “Aww, your head hurts?”

      He isn’t concerned. I know the game he’s playing and I don’t want any part of it. It never ends well for me. I’m so stupid. I had to open my mouth and get smart with him, didn’t I?

      “No, I’ll be fine, I⁠—”

      “Ah, ah.” He interrupts and holds his hand up, gesturing me to cease talking. “If you’re not feeling well, all you have to do is say so. You know I have something to make you feel better. In fact, I have some right here.”

      Shit, this isn’t good. I watch, unable to move as he removes the syringe from the inside pocket of his blazer. In it is MDMA laced with 5-HTP.

      It’s basically ecstasy on steroids.

      I don’t know how many times he’s drugged me with this concoction but it never ends well. Not only does it pump me full of false happiness and soul-crushing, mind-betraying lust, but the days that follow are full of darkness and self-loathing. Some of my worst moments have come in the aftermath of this drug.

      Even if ecstasy were legal, this still wouldn’t be approved by the FDA. The added serotonin from the 5-HTP can poison your brain, and the side effects give you a sickness that oftentimes makes you feel like you’re inches from death.

      I wish he would use something to keep me from remembering all the filthy things he’s made me do, things that I disgustingly wanted to do, while under the drug’s control.

      His grip on my hair tightens as he pushes my head to the side in order to gain better access to my neck. As he raises the hand holding the syringe to his mouth to pull the cap off with his teeth, I plead with him.

      “Lock, please. Please don’t do this.” Tears begin to roll down my face.

      “Shhh. Now, what kind of husband would I be if I didn’t help my wife feel better when she’s in pain? You really should be more careful.”

      He sticks the needle in, and I scream. Not because it hurts, but because my body is about to deliver the worst kind of betrayal. He’s going to make me do things that I would never do with him willingly, which is terrible enough. But, with this drug, I’ll enjoy everything he does to me, and I’ll be begging for more of it too. It’s sickening and embarrassing, and a little piece of myself dies every time he does this to me.

      I can feel the warmth of the drug spreading over my chest, down my arms, through my stomach, and plummeting all the way down to my feet. My cries cease. My whimpering turns into moans. My frown starts to turn up at the sides, and I lick my lips before taking my bottom lip and sucking it between my teeth.

      I hear Lock’s laugh start deep down and rise out through his mouth. A smug look of satisfaction across his face. It sends a warm sensation of pleasure deep down into my core, and I’m wet instantly.

      “How long did it take your cunt to start dripping for me this time?”

      He starts unbuttoning my jean shorts, and I’m overcome with pleasure at every little touch. Slowly, he runs his finger under the waistband of my panties. Back and forth, left to right, over and over, as my eyes roll back into my head. Then, his hand dives deep into my panties and he grabs my pussy.

      “Mmm…” he purrs, bringing his lips to my neck. Sucking, he pushes two fingers through my dripping wet slit. I cry out, and it only spurs him on. He stops sucking my neck and bites down. The pain and pleasure mix together, and the sensation is so exhilarating that I come undone.

      “That’s right, come for me baby. You filthy slut. Look at you, getting off in the hallway. Where anyone can see you. Making a mess that the staff will have to clean up. You know they’ll figure out exactly what happened here… Look at you, humping my fingers, just thinking about getting caught.”

      This only fills me with more want, more need that I come all over again, gushing like a waterfall. It pisses him off.

      “What? You want people to see you? You fucking whore. I bet you’d love the chance to fuck someone else. Wouldn’t you?”

      His fingers pound into me harder and harder as he makes his accusation.

      “Fucking answer me!” He shouts.

      It’s hard to separate my false feelings of desire with my very real feelings of fear. My mind is a complete mess. I don’t want to make him angry, but the ball of lust swirling inside of me wins over.

      “Yes.” I admit, like a filthy wanton slut.

      He stops fingering my pussy, pulling out and wiping his hand across my face. He sticks his fingers in my mouth and I suck them in, cleaning off all of my sweet, sticky arousal. Then, he shoves them down my throat and I gag, forcing tears to escape from my eyes. He takes me by the back of the neck and directs me down the hallway. I hear him pull out his phone and dial a number. “Yeah, gather everyone and meet me in the entryway.”

      With the drugs still fresh in my system, my arousal shoots higher than before at the thought of more people joining in. More hand roaming my body, delivering me even more delicious pleasure. But, as soon as we get to the entryway of the house, Lock stops me all of a sudden and I feel another stick to my neck. I wasn’t expecting it and I scream out. I lift my hand up, covering the spot where he just stuck me for a second time.

      “What is that?”

      He pulls my body backward, into his, and because of his muscular chest it’s like hitting a brick wall. He puts me in a headlock and hisses in my ear, “Something new we’re creating, hasn’t even been tested yet. Not sure what the side-effects are, but it’s meant to clear your body of all toxins. All drugs.”

      My eyes widen in realization as my high begins to fade. Whatever he has planned, he doesn’t want me to enjoy it. He wants it to devastate me. I start crying and shaking all over as I plead with him.

      “Lock, wait… I’m sorry, you know that I don’t really mean what I say when I’m in this condition.” I think about the call he just made, but in a much different manner now. “Call your men off, please Lock. Please! You’ll- Oh, god… You’ll destroy me.”

      “Oh, wife. It would give me great pleasure to watch you break. Even more so that I’m the one to cause your demise.” His tongue licks up the side of my cheek. “Mmm, I do love the taste of you.”

      Suddenly, I hear boots pounding the marble, moving closer to us from nearly every direction. Another second later, and the majority of Lock’s men are staring us down. Some of them have their hands on their side-arms, ready for a fight.

      “No!” When I see them, I begin to struggle to get free of Lock’s hold.

      “Gentleman, my little slut has just shared some mouthwatering information with me. Not only does she get off at the thought of someone catching us in the act, but she’d also enjoy a good fuck from someone other than myself. So…” He pauses for dramatic effect. “Who’d like to go first?”

      “Lock, please, I didn’t mean it! Please don’t do this!” He removes his arm from around my neck, and I think he’s going to change his mind. Instead, he reaches around me with both hands, rips my shirt open and removes it from my body. Once it’s off, he uses it to bind my hands behind my back. Then he pulls my jean shorts and now-soaked panties down to my ankles before pushing me forward so I fall, landing hard on the marble floor.

      One of his guards, Owen, steps in to help me, but Lock glares at him, immediately stopping him in his tracks.

      “You!” He shouts at him. “You’re free to leave.” The guard looks back and forth from me to Lock, and then around the room at the other guards.

      “Now!” Lock shouts at him. Owen gives me one last look, then turns and leaves.

      “Anyone else want to have a moment of heroic weakness?” He looks around, “No? Good. Let’s get started.”

      Lock calls his men forward one-by-one and they each take their turn using me.

      My mouth. My pussy.

      The only two rules they need to abide by are no coming in my pussy, and my ass belongs to Lock.

      Some of them are gentle, some of them are rough.

      Skylar, Lock’s right-hand man, is as fucked up as Lock. He’s relentless in his thrusting and after he comes once, he dives back in for more.

      By the time all of his men make are finished, there’s a stream of blood and semen running down my legs, and I have spit and bite marks all over me. My hair is a tangled mess, and my skin and muscles are bruised.

      But this is far from over. Now Lock gets to take his turn.

      He picks me up from the fetal position I’m in and balances me on my knees. He pushes me forward so my back is arched and my head is resting on the floor. I turn it to the side to take some of the pressure off of my forehead. I hear the rattle of his belt buckle as he takes it off and throws it to the floor. This is followed by the unmistakable sound of his zipper coming undone and tears start pouring down my face once again.

      One tear flows from my right eye, over the bridge of my nose and into my left eye, burning a little. However, the burn is nothing compared to the pain I’ll be in at the hands of this evil and vile man. After that, I hear the rustling of his pants and boxers being pulled down.

      My body trembling from use and fear, he pulls me backward until my ass cheeks smack into his hips. He spits on me and rubs it in my tight, puckered hole. It’s the only warning I get before he rams his erection deep inside. I scream in pain as he holds himself still inside of me. He barely gives my muscles time to relax before he begins thrusting viciously in and out. I hear him laughing at my pain before he says, “Now you know what it feels like to be fucked by someone else. Still interested in it, slut?”

      I drag in a few shallow, staggered breaths before answering. “No.”

      “That’s right.” Lock responds, slapping my ass before taking my hair and using it as leverage for his thrusting. He pounds rapidly for what seems like an eternity, before finally grunting his release. He pulls out of me and tucks himself back into his boxers. After standing up and tucking his shirt in, he yanks me up and forces my gaze upon his men.

      “Look at all of them. Do you see the disgusted looks on their faces? They don’t want you. They just want to use you. Think about that the next time you want to fuck someone else. Nobody wants you.”

      Then he spins me around by my hair until I’m facing him.

      “You’re nothing.” His hand flies, hitting me in the face and snapping my head to the side with the force of the blow. It twists me around, and I fall to the ground in a heap. He bends over, picks up his belt and begins putting it back in place. Once he’s put himself back together, he turns and walks away, shouting, “dismissed,” and his men promptly return to their duties.

      I don’t know how long I lay there crying, completely ashamed, but eventually I hear footsteps coming toward me. Thinking I am going to be attacked again, I struggle to get up and run, but my hands are still bound behind my back. I feel strong hands on my shoulders, and I cry out, “Please, I can’t take anymore!”

      “Shhh. I’m not going to hurt you.” It’s Owen.

      He’s always been here to pick me up and try to piece me back together time and time again. Sometimes it’s with the look that he gives me across the garden telling me that I am not alone in all of this. Sometimes it’s through the encouraging notes that he writes and has Norah leave in my room. Sometimes, after a more harrowing experience, he cuddles up behind me in my bed and wraps me tightly in his arms. I already know that’s where he’ll be tonight.

      My strength gives out, and I collapse into his hold. He helps me stand and pulls my shorts back up. “I’m going to turn you so I can untie your hands. Okay?”

      I can’t speak anymore, so I just nod my head. He unties my wrists and I rub them as I try to roll my shoulders forward, wanting to soothe the ache caused by the awkward position that I was in. When I turn around, I notice that Norah, our housekeeper, is there as well. I hang my head in shame.

      “We’re going to help you to your room, and then Norah will assist you in the bathroom while you get cleaned up. She has some pain medication for you as well.” Owen explains.

      I shake my head and we head for the stairs.
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      I close my eyes and take a deep breath.

      This is ridiculous. I don’t know this person. When I get in his car, who knows what will happen? I turn around to face him and plead, “Look, you really don’t have to do this. I should probably go to your friend’s shop and see about my car.”

      “Adrienne. Get in the car.” My eyes lock onto his as my pussy cries with excitement.

      His commanding tone is fucking hot. I nod and turn around before practically melting into his front passenger seat.

      “Buckle up,” he says with a smirk and closes the door. My gaze follows him as he struts around the front of the car. It should be illegal for one person to have that much swagger.

      “How does Italian sound?” he asks as he opens his door and slides into his seat.

      “Sounds fine, thank you.”

      As he works to maneuver the car back into traffic, I can’t help but cast sideways glances at him. I’m sure I’m being obvious, but that isn’t reason enough to make me want to stop. I’ve never met or seen anyone quite like him. His tanned skin covers a sharp, chiseled jaw and a pointed nose. His beard is such a turn on, and I’d love to know what it feels like moving over my skin. As my eyes roam over the rest of him, I notice his sleeves are pulled taut over his arms. My gaze moves to his left hand and the absence of a wedding ring is glaringly obvious.

      “You seem to be making a habit out of staring at me.” He breaks my concentration. I can feel my face turning red. I open my mouth to interject, but he continues, “That shade of red is very becoming on you.”

      Who does this guy think he is? Fabio? But he’s got me, hook, line, and sinker. I turn my head toward the window to hide the grin on my face. That’s when I notice we aren’t heading toward the restaurant next to the intersection where I crashed into his car. The one he pointed to before. I straighten my posture and shoot a puzzled look in his direction.

      “Wait, I thought you said that we’re going to that restaurant over there. Where are you taking me?” I start to panic.

      “I’m taking you to a nice Italian restaurant I go to.” Oh. He did ask me if Italian sounded fine. The other restaurant is Japanese.

      “Oh. Okay.” I answer and relax a little bit. Should I call someone? Text them? Tell them where I am?

      I decide to send a quick text to Courtney in the event I disappear from the face of the Earth. She responds back, chastising me for getting into the car with a complete stranger. But follows it up immediately with another one asking if he’s hot.

      Shaking my head, I hide a smile and turn to look out of my window again before I hear him clear his throat.

      “So, you said that you were on your way to class. Where do you go to school?”

      “I’m in graduate school at Hudson working toward my masters in Social Work.”

      “That’s fantastic. When do you graduate?”

      “This upcoming December.”

      He is quiet for a moment before speaking again. “Do you have any job prospects after graduation?”

      “I currently work in a children’s group home, but I would love to start my own organization. So many of these kids are labeled as being the bad seed and they give up on themselves, their hopes, and their dreams. It’s heart-wrenching to see them get knocked down. They have no one else to fight for them.”

      “I think that’s incredibly admirable and amazing. They’re lucky to have someone like you in their corner.”

      I look over, and he smiles at me. It’s genuine. I’ve had others in my life tell me I’m wasting my time on people that won’t ever amount to much. It makes me furious.

      “Thank you. You have no idea what it means to me to hear you say that.”

      After breaking the ice, I am feeling a little more comfortable in his presence. I’m looking forward to carrying on the conversation when we pull up to the restaurant. When my hand lands on the door handle, Marshall stops me from opening it.

      “Don’t move.” I freeze as he gets out of the car and walks to the passenger side, opening my door and offering me his hand.

      Once I’m standing, I look up at the red-brick facade of the restaurant, I don’t recognize it. The gold lettering mounted to the front of the building says Serenata. I turn and look at Marshall, giving him a slight smile just before we’re greeted by a young man in a maroon suit coat.

      “Ah, Benvenuto Signor Trent! Come stai?” He says to Marshall.

      “Bene, Tony, e tu?” Marshall responds.

      “Bene, grazie. È bello rivederti”

      “Grazie, anche tu.” He hands Marshall a manila-colored ticket with numbers on it and, in turn, Marshall hands the young man the keys to his car.

      “Grazie,” Marshall answers. Beautiful and he speaks Italian? Swoon.

      As we walk to the door of the restaurant, Marshall takes my hand. I’m caught off-guard, but I let him lead me through the entrance.

      “Have you ever eaten here before?” he asks.

      “No.” I say as the doorman opens the door for us. Marshall leads me into a grand foyer that immediately makes me feel underdressed. The walls are forest green, but the deep color is broken up nicely by the floor-to-ceiling, vintage style, gold flaked mirrors. Looking around some more, I notice there’s a coat room off to the right of the foyer and what appears to be a parlor to the left. There are quite a few tall wing-backed chairs with a dark green colored fabric on the each of the cushions. They are surrounding parlor tables with a black marble top that has a thick gold border around the edges.

      The hostess greets us, “It’s nice to see you again, Mr. Trent.” She looks between Marshall and I with curiosity. “Will it just be the two of you today?”

      “Hi Cassie. Yes, just the two of us. Thank you.” He answers.

      “Right this way.” Cassie smiles before directing us through a maze of different sized tables draped in white table covers. We pass several booths full of business-type folks who’re out to lunch and stop at a fairly secluded booth near the back of the dining room. The giant table is round and the black leather booth curves around it in a semi-circle. Marshall directs me to sit first and then he scoots his way in beside me.

      “I love coming here. It reminds me of going to my grandmother’s house every Sunday for dinner when I was growing up. Back in the seventies, it used to be a favorite restaurant of the head of the mob, so it can get a little touristy at times, but it’s worth the seldom rush of people.”

      “Oh, wow.” I’m intrigued. “That’s really neat. I had no idea.”

      “Yeah, history is kind of a hobby of mine.” He says as he picks up his menu.

      I smile at him and ask, “So, what’s good here? I’m assuming that they make a mean bowl of spaghetti?”

      “You can’t really go wrong with anything; however my personal favorite is the puttanesca.”

      “Hmm, I’ve never tried it.”

      “Well, that settles that then.” He says, putting down his menu.

      “What settles what, exactly?” I ask as he holds his hand out and gestures for my menu.

      “You’re going to try the puttanesca today. You won’t be disappointed, I promise.” He hits me with a smile that has me melting in my seat.

      “Sounds wonderful.” I grin.

      I have to admit to myself that this is way better than going to class, but I’m still worried about my car. It’s a piece of junk, but it gets me from point A to point B. There is no way that I can be without transportation. I need to be able to get to-and-from class and work. “So, do you think that your friend has had enough time to decide whether or not my car is totaled yet?”

      “I’m not sure, sometimes it can take a while. If we don’t hear from him before we’re ready to leave, I’ll give him a call.”

      “Okay, thank you. I really appreciate all of your help. Can I please pay you back for some of it by buying you lunch?”

      He smiles the most handsome smile before responding. “Absolutely not.” And then he winks at me.

      “Fine, have it your way.” I shake my head and roll my eyes playfully as our waitress comes over to take our drink order. “Just water for me please.”

      “I’ll take a water as well. We’ll also both have the puttanesca as well as a glass of the Tormaresca Negroamaro.” He hands the waitress our menus, and she tells us she’ll be right back with our drinks.

      Just then, his phone starts to ring.

      “Oh, there’s Ritchie now.” He says before answering. “Hey man, what’s the verdict? Hello?” He pulls the phone away from his ear and looks at the screen before speaking again. “Ritchie?”

      I watch as he ends the call before looking at me.

      “Service isn’t the best in here. I’m going to go over there and call him back.” He points to an area just inside of the dining room, closer to the foyer.

      As he stands there, engrossed in his conversation with Ritchie now that he has enough service, I can’t help but stare. His body is out of this world. He’s tall, handsome, great skin, and has an amazing personality. He seems a tad cocky, but not hatefully so. He definitely has money.

      The more I stare at him, at the way his mouth and chin moves as he talks, watching his Adam’s apple bob as he laughs, the more I feel the desire within me grow. It’s very unlike me, but what I wouldn’t give for just one night with him. I start to feel warmth spreading outward from my core at the thought of him running his hands all over my skin. The thought of him behind me, his lips on my shoulder, kissing me all over my upper back and my neck. One hand on my breast and the other between my legs. His erection pressed up against me…

      MARSHALL

      “Hey Ritchie, it’s me. We’re at lunch and this place doesn’t have the best cell service. So, what’s the deal with the car?”

      “It’s definitely totaled. The front bumper fell off into two pieces, the front passenger fender, axle, and tire are all jacked. The hood is beaten up pretty bad. By the time I got it to the shop, the airbag had deployed and it was leaking radiator and power steering fluid. It’s a ninety-nine, and it has over two hundred-thousand miles on it. I don’t know how she’s kept it running this long. The KBB states it’s only worth twenty-three hundred, but that was before all of this happened.”

      “Okay, thanks for taking a look at it. Can you do me a favor? Grab her address off her registration and text it to Steele? I’ll have him drop a car off at her house.”

      “Yeah, sure thing.”

      “I appreciate it, Rich. See ya.”

      “See ya, Trent.”

      I shoot a quick text to Steele with an update of the situation as I walk back to the table.

      When I get there, I see that Adrienne has her eyes closed.

      “Everything okay?” No answer. “Adrienne?” Nothing. “Earth to Adrienne…”

      Her eyes shoot open, and she’s instantly red from embarrassment.

      “You know, I’m becoming more and more fond of that shade of red.”

      “Uh, yeah. Sorry, I was out of it for a moment.” She curls her hair behind her ears, nervously. “Um, what did Ritchie say?”

      “It’s totaled. But I’ve arranged a car for you until you can get a new one.”

      “Oh my god, I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t afford a rental. I guess I could go through insurance, but then my rate will sky rocket…” She drifts off and places her head in her hands.

      Sitting back down, I gently grab her hand and coax it away from her face. She looks up at me, and I place a hand on her cheek.

      “You don’t need to worry about any of that. I’m going to take care of it.” I assure her. She opens her mouth to object, but I beat her to it. “It’s already done. I’ll cover everything until you find a new ride. A reliable and safe ride.”

      “This is all too much to take in. I don’t understand, why would you do all of this for me when you don’t even know me?” A tear rolls down her face. I wipe it away, and pull her face toward mine to make eye contact with her.

      “We may not know each other yet, but I plan to change that. Soon.” And then I kiss her.
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      “Wife!” I can hear Lock calling me from the entryway downstairs. He is usually out of the house by 6:00 every morning. Long before I wake up for the day. The sound of his voice this early in the morning is worse than nails on a chalkboard. “I expect to see you down here, ready to go in ten minutes. We need to leave here by seven o’clock.”

      He doesn’t wait for me to answer before I hear his footsteps retreating back down the marble hall toward his office. I sigh. For whatever reason, Lock has this notion that we should have a baby. Seeing as how Lock is an impatient asshole, after we were unsuccessful for over six months, he decided that we needed medical intervention. So now, every month, he sends me to the best OB/GYN in the city, Dr. Liza Bradley, for fertility treatments.

      It would be awful, except for the fact that she and I have become wonderful friends. My monthly appointments are the one consistent pleasure that I have in my life. How sad is it that the thing I look forward to most in the world is the thing that the majority of women my age absolutely dread? Lock used to be at every appointment, putting his two cents in, thinking he knew everything, as usual.

      Finally, during my third appointment, Liza told Lock that she didn’t become the top obstetrician in the city by letting people question her every step of the way. She also told him he was no longer allowed in the exam room during my appointments. While he didn’t like it, he didn’t argue. It wasn’t a good use of his time to make the long trek into the city, sit through the appointment, and then the long return trip back to his estate.

      After he was dismissed to the waiting room that day, Liza asked me how long I had been in an abusive marriage. I had no idea how she knew, and at that moment I didn’t care. I started bawling. She embraced me and let me cry for the next several minutes. From that point on, her office became my solace.

      This time, however, Lock will be coming along because he’s pissed that we’ve been seeing Liza for over a year now, and I still haven’t been able to get pregnant.

      I get up from the chair in my room, the same black wingback where I first remember seeing Lock, and make my way into the long, cream-colored marble hall that overlooks the entryway.

      The inside of the main house is completely open, all the way up to the forty-foot ceiling. Everything, from the floors to the walls to the stairs, is the same shade of marble as the second story hallway my bedroom sits off of.

      I turn right out of my bedroom and head for the set of stairs which match another set on the far wall of the house. All of a sudden, I’m pulled into the bedroom next to mine. I almost scream out until I see that it’s just Owen.

      “You scared the shit out of me.”

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to. I just wanted to see how you were doing. I was sent out on assignment right after Lock and his fucking cronies attacked you. I’m sure he didn’t want me around because I tried to stop it, but I feel terrible that I couldn’t be there for you.”

      He runs his hands up my arms, comforting me as he speaks. His straight black hair hanging down almost covering his espresso-colored stare. The light skin covering his forehead is wrinkled. His eyebrows are tense with worry, furrowing the skin between them.

      The attack had been just a little over two weeks ago. I still have some bruising and scabs where my skin had been scratched or bitten. The bruise under my eye from where Lock backhanded me was the worst. It still has greenish-yellowish coloring.

      “I’m almost back to normal.” I pause. “Physically, anyhow.”

      “I’m so sorry I wasn’t around to help you following the incident,” he replies. “It broke my heart not being here, I hope you know that.” He removes his strong hands from my shoulders and flicks his hair out of his eyes.

      I nod my head and quietly mutter, “I know.”

      “Listen, while I was out on assignment, I was put in contact with someone who’s an expert in counterfeit documents. We haven’t spoken yet, and it will take a little while to see if I can trust him, but if everything checks out, I’m going to look into getting some for you. Then I’m going to get you out of here.”

      “And go where? I don’t have any other family. I have no friends other than you, Norah and Liza. Lock knows you guys. I wouldn’t ever put any of you in the kind of danger that you would face if he found out where I was.”

      “I’m going to get documents for myself too. You and I will go somewhere together. I’ve wanted out for a couple of years now, but could never bring myself to leave you behind.”

      “Look, Owen, you’ve been a wonderful friend to me. You’ll never know how much that means, but I can’t leave. Even if we come up with a plan… If Lock finds out and we’re caught? I can’t even think about what he’ll do to you. I can’t have that on my conscience.”

      “So…what? You stay here? Let him continue to hurt you? He will kill you eventually. That’s something that I can’t have on my conscience.”

      “Owen, I’m sorry, but I’m done discussing it. Please don’t pursue this. I’m begging you.”

      I can tell that he’s angry, but I know he isn’t angry at me. I also know that he isn’t going to back down that easily. I just hope he doesn’t get caught. Lock would absolutely kill him, and it wouldn’t be quick and painless. He sighs heavily and storms out of the room. I close my eyes and take a few breaths. I need to calm my nerves before the hour-long car ride into the city.

      I exit the bedroom and start down the stairs to the entryway. Within minutes, Lock is there and he’s escorting me out to the car, his hand on the small of my back. The soft touch devastates me. I have no idea how he can be so cruel and violent, yet also have the ability to touch me so delicately. It’s a move that used to tear me apart with feelings of need. Need for his love. Hopefulness for a brighter future where Lock would come to treat me with care and tenderness instead of hate, aggression, and cruelty.

      Once we’re in the car, an extended black Lincoln that also serves as a mobile office, the driver starts down the two-mile-long driveway and Lock speaks up.

      “Lana, as you know, CPLI’s third anniversary gala is coming up.” He shifts his position to face me, and he drapes his arm over the back of the seats. “I thought it would be nice to go shopping for a dress while we’re in the city today. Maybe we’ll do lunch? Would you like that?”

      He doesn’t look at me when he asks this. Instead he’s looking down at my breasts, fondling the buttons of my blouse.

      No.

      “Sure, whatever you want to do.” I say with a forced half-smile. He leans in toward me and removes my sunglasses. I continue to look straight ahead.

      “The bruising is almost gone.” He touches my chin and turns my face here and there, examining his dirty work. Then he turns my face toward his before moving in for a kiss. It’s hard, but not violent. Sometimes, after a violent encounter, Lock gets like this. It used to mess me up really bad, like a game of emotional ping-pong. He used to apologize and make promises that it wouldn’t happen again. I believed him every time for the first year. He doesn’t apologize anymore, but he tends to leave me alone for quite a while afterward.

      I weakly kiss him back and turn my head back to face the driver’s seat. He continues his unwanted assault, kissing the corner of my mouth. He moves his hand down my neck, over my collarbone, latches onto my breast, and he squeezes.

      I whimper in pain, and I can both feel and hear his laughter at my soft cry. His tongue darts out and licks over my bottom lip as his hand moves from my breast and down to my thigh. He starts trailing his fingers up and down my leg. Softly at first, and then harder the closer he gets to the apex of my thighs. His hand finds its way under my skirt and I jump a little as his fingers try to burrow their way under my panties and into my slit.

      I grab his wrist tightly to stop his progress. My voice hitches with terror before I speak. “Lock, please, I’m still sore. I’ll make it up to you, but can I please have a little more time?” I’m sure he can see the fear on my face as much as he can hear it in my voice.

      “Are you sore anywhere else?” he asks.

      “Well, I mean, just from when you…” I look down in shame and my eyes mist over slightly.

      “I understand. But that does leave your mouth.” His eyes narrow and his tongue slithers over his bottom lip like the snake that he is. He takes me by the shoulders and moves me slowly to my knees in front of him. “So why don’t you help me pass the time like a good girl?”
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      It’s been one week since Adrienne crashed into my life.

      Any other girl would have long been forgotten at this point. But Adrienne, she’s not any other girl. We spoke the day after the accident when I called her to let her know I had a wonderful time at lunch. I also asked her if she was sore anywhere due to the accident.

      Then, I called her two days later to ask how she was feeling once more. I shouldn’t have felt the need to reach out to her again for a while, but uncharacteristically of me, I can’t stop thinking about her. I pull her number up on my phone and hit the send button. It rings seven times before a very winded-sounding Adrienne answers.

      “Hel-hello?” she barely gets out.

      “Adrienne, it’s Marshall. Is everything okay?”

      “Yes, I’m fine.” she promises. “I was working out, and I didn’t hear my phone at first. What’s up?”

      “I wanted to call to check in. See how you’re doing and make sure that you’re not having any aches or pains?” I was reaching. If she was going to feel any pain, it would have set in by now. But I needed something to talk about.

      “No, I’m still feeling good. I don’t think there is anything to worry about.” Her tone tells me she knows I don’t have a good reason for calling her, but she’s humoring me anyway.

      “That’s good, I’m really glad to hear it.” I wait for a beat before continuing, “Listen, I also wanted to see how the car is working out for you? Any problems there?”

      “No, the Mercedes, um, APB, or whatever it’s called, is just fine. I can’t believe you consider that thing a rental. It’s very nice of you, and I really appreciate your help, but honestly, I’ve been too scared to drive it.”

      “Well, that would explain why it hasn’t moved since Steele dropped it off. Why are you afraid to drive it? Are you nervous because of the accident?”

      “No, I’m scared that I’m going to trash an insanely expensive car—another one… Wait a minute. How did you know that it hasn’t moved?” She doesn’t sound accusatory, but there’s a hint of concern in her tone. “Are you watching me?”

      “No. Of course not. It has a tracker on it.” I answer, simply.

      “How do you have access to be able to track a rental car? I thought only the rental companies can do that.”

      “It’s actually my car, not a rental.”

      “Wait, what?” She questions, sounding a little angry now.

      “I never told you that you were getting a rental. I wanted to make sure that you had a reliable car. One that is maintained regularly and properly. I didn’t want something else to happen to you.”

      The line is silent
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