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This is over all a light read. How ever Naomi’s past and the thing’s the big bad has done can be triggering to some. Here are some things with in the book.

*Murder

*Blood

*Mention of child sexual assault
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Naomi is a book with in the Dressed To Kill shared world but can be read as a standalone.

Naomi’s story is a short reverse harem where the characters fall quickly. One of Naomi’s lovers is a female. If you're looking for deep plot and world building, this is not the book for you.

Check out some of the other Belladonna’s.

Harlow

Selena

Ivory

Royal

Raven

Karma

Darcy

Tabitha
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Naomi

Never thought I’d say I’m starting to get tired of taking a life, but here I am, re-thinking my whole damn life.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my line of work; ridding the world of all the sick and evil monsters was what I was born to do.

But things are different now. As time passes, each Belladonna is finding their happily ever after, moving out, starting new lives.

And now my twin sister, Ivory, has gone off to be all in love with her partners while I’m alone. I’m happy for her, truly. After surviving all the fucked up shit in our lives, she deserves this more than anyone. 

But all the girls I had any sort of friendship with are also gone. I’ve always tried to keep to myself, not wanting to get close to anyone.

In our line of work—even though we’re pretty damn good at our job—you never know if a mission could go sideways. Getting close to them could lead to loss and heartache, and I had enough of that in my life.

Still, I find myself wanting out. The high of killing only lasts so long, then at the end of the day I go home... alone. I might only be twenty, but I feel like I’ve lived a lifetime already. 

“You are such a sweet little thing, aren’t you?” the creep I’m talking to asks, running his hand up my thigh. I try to hold back the bile in my throat and the urge to tell him to get fucked as I give him a saccharine smile. 

“Sometimes.” I force a giggle, playing with one of my bright red curls, twirling it around my finger. “But I can be naughty for you, just for tonight.” I wink. Barf.

He gives me a heavy-lidded look, licking his lips and loving that idea. Barf. Come on, Naomi, kill the man and be done with it. There’s a hot bath calling my name at home.

“Just for me? I feel like a lucky man.” 

I wouldn’t hold my breath on that one just yet.

“You are indeed,” I purr, running my hand up and over his hand, stopping where I have my dagger strapped to the top of my thigh. Slipping it out of its holster, I continue my way up my body as if I’m feeling myself up. The fucker is so blinded with the need to get his dick wet, he doesn’t see what’s in my hand. “Because of all the people in the world, you have the honor of having me take your life.” I grin as I bring the blade up and flick it open.

It takes a moment for his mind to catch up with my words. But by then it’s too late. I’m already gliding the blade across his neck before he even has a chance to say or do anything. His eyes widen, and he starts to make a gurgling sound as he chokes on his own blood.

Standing up, I take a step back and watch the blood pour down his torso as he claws at his neck. I smirk, knowing he feels a little extra pain while realizing that he’s dying. 

It only takes seconds before he passes out from the blood loss. A minute later, his heart stops. Grabbing his wrist, I check his pulse just to make sure he’s gone. Satisfied that he’s dead, I bend down and grab the bag I brought with me.

This mission, I was to play the role of a prostitute. Gregory Baker had a thing for hiring girls. Only thing was, they never left once they visited him. Turns out this sick fuck would hide their bodies in the basement of his company’s building. I’m talking freezers full.

I’m sure his wife and son, who he would beat on a regular basis, won’t be mourning his loss.

Who could have guessed that this is what my life would turn out to be when The Man found my sister and I, and brought us to the mansion? That’s where we grew up, becoming some of the best female assassins to ever walk the face of this planet. 

It wasn’t easy, far from it. But the things we had to endure before starting our new lives fueled the fire to be the best. After all, we ended up with one of the best jobs.

Grabbing my signature red rose, I tuck the thorn-covered stem into the top of his shirt before grabbing the handkerchief from his pocket.

I use it to wipe the blood off my blade before tucking it away. Grabbing the bottle of bleach, I pour it over his hands and body, removing any DNA I may have left behind. I made sure to avoid as much contact with his skin as I could, but, you know, just in case.

Removing my silk gloves that match my black dress, I place them in my bag. With one last look at his lifeless corpse, I leave.

The building’s security cameras are already down, so I don’t bother with trying to be too discreet as I take the back stairs to the parking lot. Knowing that there’s no one left in the building, it’s no surprise that it’s completely empty. 

My heels click against the ground, echoing around me as I send a text to my driver to meet me a few blocks over.

As we drive back to the mansion, the thrill of the kill starts to dim.

“For fuck’s sake,” I mutter, looking out the window. This was one of my shortest missions yet. 

Before, I would have been eager for The Man to call me in and give me a new mark, to see what scum I get to take out next. But all I want to do is go home, take a hot bath, and sleep for a week.

Mark after mark, none of them are the ones I’ve been hoping to receive. The one monster that haunts my dreams. 

Ivory is under the impression that all of the men who harmed us in our past are dead. I haven’t had the heart to tell her that Ivan is still alive.

Ivan Parson is one of the most famous attorneys serving some of the richest and most twisted people in the world. 

He also happens to be one of the bastards my former foster father pimped me and my sister out to, alongside a few more of his vile friends.

We were five. We should never have had to endure what we did. While Ivory got her revenge on the person who targeted her, I never got the chance to take a shot at mine. Not yet. 

Maybe it’s my mind repressing memories, but I don’t remember much from that time. All I know is what I see when I have one of my rare nightmares. Him, what he did to me. But when I wake up, it’s like a foggy dream and I can’t remember any of the details. My sister wasn’t as lucky. 

Every time The Man hands me the file of my next mission, I pray that when I flip it open, it’s Ivan’s photo I see. It never is.

The car pulls up to the mansion, snapping me out of my inner thoughts. Making a loop around the fountain, it comes to a stop.

“Thank you, Raymond,” I tell the driver.

“Any time, Miss Naomi,” he says, looking at me in the rearview mirror with a grin.

Smiling, I give him a little wave before getting out. As soon as I shut the door, Raymond takes off, leaving me standing there in the night’s cool spring breeze.

Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath of the crisp, fresh air, allowing myself a moment before heading inside and up to my room. 

As soon as I step foot into my room, my mouth opens wide with a yawn, and my hand comes up to cover it. “Fuck, I need sleep,” I mutter to myself. “But first, a bath.”

Stripping out of the dress, I toss it into the fireplace. My heels are the next to go, but those get placed on my dresser before I pad barefoot into the bathroom.

Needing to get the feeling of that sick fuck’s hands off me, I run a hot bath. I toss a few bath bombs in, turning the water red and making it look like a tub full of blood. I smirk at the irony.

I turn to the mirror and take a look at myself as I rid myself of my bra and panties. Not to much blood on my face or chest. Good. Grabbing a hair tie, I bundle my red locks up into a messy bun and scrub my face clean before slipping into the tub.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I moan as the hot water hits my skin.

I’m not sure how long I sit there before the water starts to turn cold, but when the warmth is gone, so am I. Finishing up, I clean my body and get out, walking wet and naked into my room. Grabbing a pair of panties and a shirt, I get dressed and slip into my king-sized bed. 

As soon as my head hits the pillow, I’m out. I don’t typically dream. But tonight I do. The cold, cruel eyes of Ivan stare into the set of my childhood self.

“Darling, you are quite divine,” he purrs as I step back with a whimper. He reaches out and tugs on my crimson locks. “I’m going to have so much fun with you.”

***
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“MISS NAOMI.” 

Turning around from where I was admiring the butterfly sitting on a deep red rose, I see one of our maids, Marie, standing beside me. “The Man has sent me to fetch you.”

I know what that means. This has been the longest amount of time between kills. It’s been two weeks since I’ve sunk my blade into a monster. 

Once upon a time, I would have gone mad going so long between missions. But now I find myself dreading the next mission. Whatever it is, I’m no longer going to take any job that involves the target having access to my body. 

With a nod, I follow her through the rose garden and back into the mansion. I head down the stairs into the basement where The Man’s office is.

Knocking on the door to let him know I’m here, I step inside and head right to the chair that faces opposite of him.

He gives me a nod as he slides an envelope toward me with my next target inside it. I’m dreading what it is, but I do as I’m supposed to and take it.

I go to leave, taking the papers with me, when he shakes his head. My brow rises in question as he nods toward the papers in my hand.

I guess he wants me to open it up in front of him. Odd, but alright.

My fingers grip the opening of the envelope and pull it up before dipping my hand in to grab the papers. Removing them, I place them in my lap, my eyes finding the photo of the next life I’m contracted to take.

And that’s when my heart starts to pound wildly in my chest, my body breaking out into a nervous sweat as the air whooshes out of my lungs.

It’s him. The person staring back at me is Ivan Parson. 

This has got to be a dream. After all these years, is he really finally mine to kill?

My eyes flick up to The Man in disbelief as I question him without words if this is really happening right now.

He says nothing, his face a stone mask, but I’m almost positive I see a twitch of his lips before he looks back down to his computer, dismissing me.

With shaky hands, I tuck the papers away and stand to leave. I feel like I’m on autopilot as I walk up the stairs to the main level, then to the next set of stairs, never stopping until I’m in my room.

Needing to make sure my eyes weren’t playing tricks on me, I pull the papers out again and place them on the desk. Yup, it’s his ugly mug, alright.

No way, no fucking way! 

Is this the universe’s way of telling me that my time as a Belladonna is done? 

This was what I was holding out for. And now it’s here, in my hands. The go ahead to rid the world of my monster. 

A smile slips across my lips as I climb on my bed. “Yes!” I whoop, jumping on the bed like a little kid on Christmas who just got the toy they’ve been wanting for so long.

Unable to process all the emotions filling me, manic laughter slips free, as I fall backward into the mountain of pillows.

No longer am I dreading going on another mission. These next twenty-four hours can’t come fast enough. 

Knowing there’s still a lot of work that needs to be done before starting this one, I get off the bed and take a seat at my desk. I spend the next few hours reading the papers over and over again, doing my best to memorize everything. 

If there was ever a mission I refused to let go south, it’s this one. There’s no way in hell I’m letting this fucker live any longer than he has to.

And if anything or anyone gets in my way, so help me god, I pray for their souls.
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Naomi

––––––––
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I CAN’T HELP THE SMILE that takes over my lips as I stand on the balcony of the beach house I’m renting.

The sun is starting to set, pretty pinks and yellows painting the sky as the sea breeze brushes against my skin. It’s quite a difference in scenery from what I’m used to, that’s for sure. 

The last few missions I’ve been on have been pretty close to home. I know this isn’t meant to be a vacation, but it sure feels like one. I mean, I get to kill the man who fucked up my life and stay in a house that’s on the beach. It’s a win-win, if you ask me.

Taking a sip of my red wine, I take a seat on the deck chair. Grabbing the packet of information that I’ve gathered on this case, I look it over again.

I already know a whole lot about Ivan. During a dark time, I became a little obsessive and spent weeks searching everything I could about him. Even went as far as to hack into his cameras at his office and home. 

Every time his ugly, twisted face would pop up on the screen, I would feel sick.

“Stop obsessing,” I mutter to myself as I close the file and look out at the sea. The waves crash against the shore, and I have the urge to go down there and play in them. 

When was the last time I really got to enjoy myself? I don’t know if I ever had more than a few days to just relax.

I’m going to enjoy this while I can, because tomorrow I start my first day of work at Parson’s Law Firm. The Man set me up with a job there as Ivan’s new receptionist. This way I’m able to get close to him—easy access and all that jazz—but don’t have to be around him too often.

My phone dings and I look at it. Smiling, I see that it’s Ivory. She’s letting me know she’s okay, and she can’t wait to see me again. I miss talking to her, but since she went away on her last and final mission, her whole life got turned upside down. Although, everything ended up better for her. 

A pang of guilt hits me. I hate lying to her. We never keep secrets from one another, but this one... this one is big, and I need to know he’s really gone from this earth before I tell her.

I send her a quick text back, telling her I love her, before grabbing the papers and my glass of wine to head back inside.

This place isn’t very big. A one bedroom with a small living room and kitchen. All that matters to me is that the tub is big enough to soak in. And thankfully it is.

Downing the rest of my glass, I put the bottle away and stick the glass in the sink before stripping down to nothing but my panties.

I’m not used to this heat. I could use the air-conditioning, but I want to be lulled to sleep by the sounds of the ocean, so I open my bedroom window and climb into bed.

My mind won’t shut off as lie here in bed, trying to go to sleep. I’ve never been this worked up over a mission before. But this isn’t just any mark. 

And the idea of being in the same room with him, having to resist the urge to stab him then and there pisses me off. 

But I know what I have to do. I won’t fuck this up by letting my personal feelings get in the way.

***
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TAKING ONE LAST LOOK in the mirror, I make sure everything looks good. I have on a black pencil skirt and a green blouse paired with some black pumps. It’s not really my style, but I have to play the part of a receptionist in a prestigious law firm.

My hair is down and curled, making me look sexy and classy.

Ivan’s thing is redheads. It’s why he picked me all of those years ago. A pretty little red-headed girl with curls that bounced with each step I took. 

Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath, refusing to allow the past to creep in. I’ve worked long and hard not to allow someone like him to mess everything up. 

I’ve never had a personal connection to any of my marks before, making it a lot easier to do my job. That’s what I have to tell myself. This is a job over anything else. Do it right, and he’s gone.

My eyes slowly open, and I give myself a nod of approval before grabbing my keys and purse.

When I get to the office, I park near an exit. It’s something I tend to do, to always make sure I have a way to escape. You can never be too safe.

As I step up to the main doors, I read the sign- Parson’s Law Firm. The best place to take your case- and snort at the corny slogan. 

Stepping inside, I take a glance around out of habit. I don’t necessarily need to, I’ve already looked over the blueprints of this place a million times, but I wouldn’t be surprised if a snake like Ivan has some secret exits that aren’t on the prints.

“Hello. Today is my first day. I’m here to check in as Mr. Parson’s new receptionist,” I tell the lady at the front desk. Her name is Gladys Miller. She’s sixty-three years old and has been working as the building receptionist as long as this place has been open. 

“Hello, dear.” She gives me a friendly smile. “Rachel Green, is it?” she asks, and I have to hold back the giggle.

When I saw that was my alias’ name, I almost thought it was a joke. Rachel Green, like from the show Friends. The Man is the one who assigns these things, and I wonder if he’s even seen the show before or if it’s just a coincidence.

“Yes. That’s me,” I answer, pulling out my fake ID and handing it to her. She takes a look at it, then up at me before handing it back. After typing out a few things, she gives me a key card. 

“Don’t lose this, dear. If it gets into the wrong hands, we will both be in big trouble,” she says playfully, giving me a wink.

“I wouldn’t dream of it.” I smile back, placing the key card into the retractable lanyard that’s clipped to the belt loop of my skirt.

“Here is your work ID as well. You’ll need to show it on occasion, but that key card should get you into any place you need to go in this building.”

“Perfect,” I tell her. “Thank you so much!”

“No problem, dear. Mr. Parson’s firm is on the top floor, number eight. Mr. Parson’s son, Ezra, should be there waiting for you when you arrive. He will be the one to show you around and explain what is expected of you.”

I say goodbye and head over to the elevator, scanning my key card. As soon as the doors close, I start to break out in a nervous sweat. “Not now,” I mumble to myself. “This isn’t us. We don’t get nervous. We are calm, cool, and collected.”

At floor four, the elevator stops and a man gets on. A very attractive man. A man who is very much off limits. But damn, why does he have to be so fine?

“Hello there.” He gives me a polite smile. “Never seen you around here before.”

“First day,” I say, giving him a smile back. 

“Oh, really? What floor?”

“Eight.”

“Ahh.” He nods. “I was wondering who they were replacing Kathy with. I’m Reese,” he says, holding out his hand.

I know. Reese Parson, youngest son of Ivan Parson. Twin brother to Natalie Parson. He’s twenty-five and the owner of one of the top ranking restaurants in Malibu. 

“Rachel,” I introduce myself, matching the playful smile he gives me as I shake his hand. I don’t like touching strangers, but when my hand slips into his, it feels way too good. 

His large, soft hand engulfs mine. My pulse picks up speed as his green eyes bore into mine. 

No. No, we are not doing this right now. No falling for the sexy stranger. Let alone the son of my mark and enemy.

Even though he might be the son of a monster, as I look into Reese’s eyes, I don’t think he’s anything like the man who helped create him. 

I’ve dug deep into Ivan. Found every fucked up thing he’s involved with. It wasn’t easy information to find, but I got it. 

When I looked into his children, the most shocking thing I could find was a collection of speeding tickets for one of them. 

The elevator dings, snapping me out of the little trance I was in. He lets out a low chuckle, like he loved the reaction he got out of me. Damn it.

“Nice to meet you. Gotta go!” Snatching my hand back, I step outside onto the office floor, almost stumbling into someone.

“Woah there,” a deep voice says, making me shiver as two hands grip my upper arms to steady me. My eyes flick up, finding the face of another gorgeous man. 

Ezra Parson, eldest son of Ivan. He’s also an attorney. He works with his father, but not for him. The kind of work Ezra does isn’t exactly what a vile man like Ivan dabbles in. Because it seems like Ezra actually has a soul.

“Sorry,” I mumble, stepping out of his hold and fixing my skirt. What is wrong with me? I’m never this frazzled. Why do these men have to be fathered by such an evil man? Too tempting for their own good.

“You must be Rachel,” he guesses, his eyes narrowing as he takes me in.

“I am!” I reply, overly bubbly, making him raise a brow. “Nice to meet you.” 

“Right,” he says, blinking at me. “Too much cheer for eight in the morning,” he mumbles.

Maybe I was right about him having a soul, but his manners could use some work. 

Keeping the smile on my face, I stand there and wait for him to show me where I’m supposed to be.

“Come along.” He steps past me, and motions for me to follow. I have to walk fast to keep up with him because he’s tall with really long legs. I’m only five-foot-five and this man is well over six feet tall. But damn, does his ass look nice in his suit pants.

When he clears his throat, my eyes snap up to find him watching me over his shoulder, a cocky smirk tilting his lips. For the first time, pretty much ever, I blush from being caught staring at his ass. But I’m not ashamed, the man has a nice ass, I was just admiring it.

“What?” I ask, raising a brow, the sass I’m trying to hide coming out. 

“Nothing,” he dismisses, his voice laced with amusement, as we stop in front of a desk. “Here is where you will work. The job isn’t too hard. Answer phones, take messages, and make appointments. However, there is a lot of paperwork involved.”

“No problem,” I say, moving around the desk and taking a seat. 

“Take the day to get familiar with everything. If you need anything, Robin–” he points to the desk across from me, “can help you as best as she can.”

“Why can’t I ask you if I need anything?” I ask him.

“I’m only here to welcome you. I have work today, and I don’t spend much time in the office.”

A part of me feels disappointed I won’t be able to look at his handsome face some more.

“Alright. That sounds good,” I say. “Thanks so much for the help.” Even though all you did was walk me to a desk.

He steps forward, placing his hands on the desk before leaning down. “Just a little warning. If you fuck the boss, you’re fired. Doesn’t matter what sweet words he says to you, the moment he sticks his dick in you, he will kick you to the curb. So if you want to keep this job, stay away.”

My eyes widen as he straightens up before turning around and taking off without another word.

What the fuck was that? 

No worries there. I don’t want that man in any way other than with my blade slicing his neck open, so I can stand there and watch the light fade from his cold, evil eyes.
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Naomi

“Miss Green,” the snooty bitch, who also happens to be Ivan’s personal assistant, snips as she stands next to my desk. “Mr. Parson just got a very angry voicemail from one of his clients. He was informed that you refused to make an appointment for him to be seen by Mr. Parson,” she sneers at me. It’s taking everything in me not to punch her in her stupid face.

“If you’re referring to Mr. Lottie, I was ready to schedule him in for next Wednesday, but when that wasn’t soon enough for his liking, he went off demanding I get him in tomorrow. I told him Mr. Parson was not available since he already had a full day scheduled, and well, Mr. Lottie didn’t like that answer,” I tell her, raising a brow. “Was I supposed to cancel his current appointments so he could take their places?” 

“Well... no,” she huffs.

“Okay. So am I in trouble?” 

“Yes,” she says, giving me a firm nod.

“For not favoring one person over another. Is Mr. Lottie more of an important client than Mr. Bass?”

She blinks at me. “No.”

“What about Mr. Matthew, Mr. Fuller, Mr. Tanner, or Mr. Weston?”

Her jaw ticks, hatred flashing in her eyes. I try not to smirk, knowing how much I’m getting under her skin. “No,” she grinds out between clenched teeth.

“Okay, so would you care to explain to me why I’m in trouble for not canceling one client for another?” I lean forward, turning my head to the side, waiting to hear her answer.

“Yeah, Robin,” a smooth voice says from behind the assistant. My gaze finds the sexy man with sun-kissed blond hair from the elevator standing there with a cocky smirk. “Why is this lovely lady getting the stink eye from you when she’s clearly done nothing wrong? Just because dear old dad is annoyed because his small dick clients can’t handle being told no like an overgrown toddler doesn’t mean Miss Green should have to suffer at your hands.” 

I choke on a laugh of amusement at the man who doesn’t seem to have a filter. I like it.

Alright, I’m getting a hell of a lot better vibes from him than I did from his older brother.

“I—well—” she splutters, trying to answer our unexpected guess. “Never mind,” she says, turning to me. “Next time, forward a call like that to me. I’ll handle it properly,” she snaps, lifting her chin at me before turning around and storming off toward Ivan’s office.

“Isn’t she a peach?” Reese jokes, watching her leave.

“The peachiest,” I agree. 

“Hi, again.” He flashes me a smile that screams fuck boy, which he is. But despite knowing that he’s a playboy, I still find my heart fluttering. “I’m Reese.”

“I remember,” I reply, giving him a smile.

“Right.” He chuckles. “How’s the new job going?”

“It’s only been a few days, can’t really say much. So far, so good.” And with any luck, tomorrow will be my last day. Luck has been on my side so far, and I haven’t seen Ivan just yet. Not that I’m complaining.

“Well, I hope everything works out for you. I only came here to drop this off,” he says, handing me a box. “Not sure what it is, but it’s addressed to him.”

“Oh, okay. I’ll make sure he gets it,” I reply.

He gives me a once over, seeming to like what he sees. “See you later, Rachel,” he says before giving me a wave and turning to leave. “Maybe I should start coming by more often.”

Grinning, I shake my head. I can see why girls are so quick to want to get to know him. There’s a fun and playful energy about Reese, easygoing and a guaranteed good time. 

But not for me. Because I’m not looking for a good time, I want a lifetime.

I look down at the box and sigh. “Well, what am I going to do with you?” 

Robin comes storming out of Ivan’s office, her face all red and blotchy.

“Are you okay?” I ask her, my guard going up. Knowing the kind of monster Ivan is, seeing a woman coming from his office upset can’t be good.

“I’m fine,” she snaps.

“You are?” I ask. 

“I’m taking the rest of the day off,” she hisses, ignoring me as she storms out of the office.

“Okay then.” 

About thirty minutes later, the very man I was hoping I didn’t have to see until I was slicing his throat open steps out of his office.

“Robin?” he questions, sounding annoyed. “Where the hell are you?” he shouts, walking out of his office, looking around the room. His eyes lock on me, and my body breaks out in a sweat. Fuck. Yup, it’s the same eyes that haunt my dreams, that much I’m sure of. He stares at me condescendingly for a moment before his expression changes. It seems he’s waiting for me to say something.

But that’s hard to do when the man who sexually assaulted you when you were five is standing a few feet away from you, looking at you like he wants to have you as his next meal.

The idea has my stomach rolling. What did I expect? To work for him and never see him? If anything, I should have gotten closer to him as soon as I started here, but I couldn’t bring myself to go deeper into this mission. 

I always try to take care of my marks as soon as I can. Why drag out their fate by letting them live another day?

“Hello there,” he greets, giving me a sleazy grin and not hiding the fact that he’s checking me out. “Why has no one told me our newest team member started? I’ll have to give Robin hell for not introducing us sooner.”

“No need to do that,” I say, finding my voice. “She’s a busy woman. It must have slipped her mind.”

Time has not been kind to this man. He’s balding with a belly that I’m sure hides his tiny dick, and his face reminds me of a shrivelled up old prune.

He nods. “That is true,” he concedes. “What’s your name, dear?”

Deep breath, Naomi. You got this. “Rachel,” I answer, giving him a smile that struggles to stay on my face.

“It’s nice to meet you, Rachel. Happy to have you on the team. I’d love to get lunch sometime. Get to know you better. A pretty little redhead like you,” he pauses, sucking on his teeth as his eyes go heavy-lidded, “should be welcomed into the company properly.”

Do not climb over this desk and stab him. Do not cause a scene and blow this whole thing. 

“Sounds nice.” I smile. Lie, lie, lie. 

The universe throws me a bone when his phone goes off, distracting him. He grabs it,llooking at the screen and cursing. “I must be going. Busy man.” He chuckles before taking off toward the elevator. 

Once he’s inside and the doors close, I breathe a little easier.

I take the box and place it on his desk, not wanting to have to bring it to him personally.

While I’m in there, I take a look around the room. There are tons of photos of famous people and awards he seems to have won. But there’s not one photo of his kids. Or anything that indicates that he has any.

Just as I’m about to leave, I notice something red and cringe. Is that underwear? Gross. 

Luckily, I don’t see Ivan the rest of the day. The one thing I know for sure is that I need to get this mission rolling so I can end him once and for all. There’s no way in hell I’m going to subject myself to eating somewhere with that man. I wouldn’t be able to stomach anything.

All I want is to know that he’s dead and gone, never able to hurt another person again. Only then can I relax a little and put myself first for once. This job has taught me life is short and you only live once. I don’t want to waste mine, never getting to love, or to be loved by someone. So, once my monster is slayed, I can have my happy ending. That’s how it is in the books, right?

But this isn’t a fairytale, and reality is never that easy.

***
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AS I ENTER THE ALMOST empty office, an excited, giddy feeling takes over me. Tonight is the night I take Ivan’s life. Tonight is the night that finally, after all of these years, I can go to sleep with the knowledge that there is no air filling his lungs; that his sick and twisted ways are a thing of the past.

As much as I’d love to make a big song and dance over it, to make him suffer as I slowly torture him, that’s not my thing. As much as I love taking a life, I try to make it quick. Why risk being caught, making things messier than they need to be? 

I didn’t plan to follow through with my mission tonight. Honestly, I thought it would take me a little longer than a week to make it happen, but I overheard Ivan telling Robin that he would be here late doing work before he left for a trip to the Middle East.

That’s when I knew it had to be tonight. Waiting around for him to come back wasn’t an option, and chasing him around the world didn’t sound like something I wanted to do.

So here I am, dressed in black like a sneaky little ninja. It’s not my usual get up when taking care of a mark. Normally, I’m dressed in whatever best fits the role of the identity I was playing, but this is my last kill. I wanted to have a little fun with it.

How fucked up am I? Is it normal to be so casual about killing the person who did some unquestionably, fucked up things to you as a child? 

When I see his face, I feel sick. Anger bubbles up inside me, but it never consumes me. Maybe that’s because I was too young to really remember what happened to me and my mind suppressed all the really messed up parts, only allowing me to remember just enough to know this man has done me wrong.

Sometimes, I feel like I’m broken, like if anything should send me into a fucked up spiral, it should be that. 

I’ve never been an outgoing, bubbly person or a hardened shell with a dark cloud over their head, avoiding the world. I’ve always floated somewhere in the middle, keeping to myself, but enjoying my life every moment I could.

Right now, I’m filled with an overwhelming excitement mixed with a bunch of other emotions I can’t put into words. 

As I make my way up the stairs, I have to take a few deep breaths, forcing myself to slip into my work mindset so that my emotions don’t get in the way of me doing my job. 

Emotions lead to mistakes, and that’s not something we can afford in this line of work.

The building is dark, only a rogue dim light here and there meant to help the cameras see. Only it’s not going to help tonight because all the cameras are set on an endless loop of the same thirty-second clip. By the time someone knows what’s going on, Ivan will be dead and gone.

So many fucking stairs. I’m not out of shape by any means, but dear god, I never want to take this many stairs again in my life.

My thumb subconsciously grazes the knife gripped in my hand as I reach the top floor, eager to watch the shiny blade slice through his neck like butter.

Swinging the door open to the top floor, I step inside. A smile takes over my lips the closer I get. 

The light from his office flows from under his door at the end of the hall. Chin held high, I stride toward the door with purposeful steps. 

Just as I’m three offices, someone comes barreling out of the office door beside me, and I smash into them.

“What the fuck?” a voice whisper-hisses as two hands grab my shoulders.

My instincts kick in, and my knee comes up as hard as it can, slamming in to the balls of the fucking dickhead who’s risking my whole mission.

“Oh shit,” they groan, dropping to the ground. 

Another set of hands grab me, and I swing my knife, embedding it in their leg. He lets out a wail of pain, pushing me away, and I take my knife with me.

My eyes dart to the office. The light under the door is now off. No! No, no, no. Leaving the idiots on the ground, I barge inside. The door swings open, banging off the wall behind it. 

Empty. Fucking empty! No. This can’t be happening. I rush around the room, pulling at books and pushing at shelves, trying to find out how he escaped from this room.

There’s a commotion behind me as rage bubbles in my veins. I’ve never felt so murderous in my life. They fucked up everything!

“You!” I sneer, spinning around with my blade in my hand. I point the bloody thing at three bewildered looking men. “You fucked it up! You ruined everything. And now he’s gone!”

“What? What the hell are you talking about?” And it turns out one of the idiots is Ezra. He glares at me, nostrils flaring, before looking behind me, finding the office empty. His eyes flash with anger. “If anyone ruined anything, it was you. What the fuck are you doing here? The office closed hours ago.”

I don’t say anything as I look at the other two pissed off men. Reese and another man I haven’t met yet, but I know who he is by his dark curly hair. Cole Parson. The middle son of Ivan Parson.

His children just interrupted me trying to kill their father. 

I need to play this cool, or I’m going to be drawing some unwanted attention toward myself. 

Kind of hard when I stabbed one of them. My eyes land on the blade, and I flick it closed. “It’s for self-defense,” I say, lamely. 

“I’m going to ask you again, Rachel. Why are you here, late at night, in the office? Are you fucking our dad?” Ezra asks, his lip peeled back in disgust.

“I’d rather stab myself in the fucking eye with a fork than go anywhere near your father’s disease-ridden dick,” I snarl back.

“I knew I liked you when we first met,” Reese comments with a little chuckle.

My attention flies to him, finding him watching me with a sexy grin. Cole blows out a breath, shaking his head. “Come on, guys, we can do this another time.” 

“No. No more waiting. This little bitch ruined everything!” Ezra snaps. “He gets to go on living, breathing fucking air, because of her.”

“Watch your fucking mouth,” I sneer. Wait, hold up. “Wait, are you telling me you were here to kill your father?” I ask, eyes widening slightly as I raise a brow.

“No,” Reese says with a blush, and I call bullshit.

“No fucking way,” I say, bursting out into giggles.

“Is she okay?” Reese asks as I double over. “She doesn’t look good. She’s turning a weird shade of purple.”

“Sorry,” I pant, sucking in a breath. “God, this can not be happening.” I wipe the tears from my face. Partly because this is just too fucking funny, but also partly in frustration.

“I’m so lost,” Cole states.

“Of course, the universe wasn’t going to make it easy for me. I was a fool to think the biggest mark of my life would just end smoothly.”

“Mark? What is she babbling about?” Reese asks his brother. I ignore them and go over to the computer on the desk.

“What are you doing?” Ezra asks for the millionth time.

“You sound like a broken record,” I mutter as I override the passcode. 

“Maybe if you would answer me, I wouldn’t have to repeat myself. Tell me now, or I’m calling the cops.” 

I stop typing and look up, giving him an exasperated look. “And what are you going to tell them? That I got in the way of your committing murder?” 

“You’re crazy. We just wanted to talk to him,” Ezra deflects. He sounds convincing, and if things didn’t happen the way they did, I’d believe him, but I know it’s all bullshit.

“I might be crazy, but I’m not stupid. You were not here to just have a chat with dear old dad at eleven at night,” I tell him, sitting back in the seat. “What I would like to know is why? Why do you want him dead? He’s your dad.”

“He’s a fucking monster!” Cole snaps, slipping up.

A slow smile takes over my lips as Ezra shoots him a look that could kill. “See, now that’s something we can agree on.”

“Who are you?” Reese asks me.

“Why, I’m Rachel Green, receptionist to the big hot-shot attorney Ivan Parson,” I say, batting my eyelashes.

“Yeah, and I’m a big purple dinosaur,” Ezra growls.

“Hey, it’s a free country. You can be whatever you want to be, buddy. I don’t judge.” I give him a wink before getting back to work.

The three of them talk in hushed tones while I search the computer for anything that might tell me where he went. 

“He’s not picking up,” Cole says. 

“He heard us out in the hall and he took off,” I inform them, not bothering to look up from the screen. “He knows someone was here for him.”

“And how do you know that?” Reese questions. 

“Because any normal person would have come out to see what the commotion was about. Or at the very least, called the cops,” I tell them, giving up on the computer when I only find client files. And I don’t mean the illegal ones. He must have all of that on a laptop he takes with him. “There’s gotta be something somewhere,” I mutter as I start to rummage through his desk.”

“What are you looking for?” Cole asks. 

“Something to tell me where he went.”

“How did he get out of the office? We were right in front of his door,” Reese asks.

“Fucking hidden door,” I grumble. “It’s not on the damn blueprints. But it’s also my fault for not scoping out this place myself. So much damn security.”

“Rachel!” Ezra shouts as he slams his hands down on the desk, making me jump slightly. “Start talking, now.”

“All you need to know is your father needs to be taken off this earth, and I’m going to be the one to do it. He should be fucking bleeding out right now, and if it wasn’t for you three asshats coming in here trying to play vigilante, he would be. It’s clear that this is your first time trying to kill someone.” 

“And it’s not yours?” he counters, raising a brow. Why is he so damn hot?

“Oh, honey.” I laugh. “I lost count years ago.”

“Fuck,” Cole breathes, paling. 

“So, you’re what, a serial killer?” Reese asks.

“No,” I deadpan. Then my brows furrow. “Well... I guess, technically yes, but I’d refer to myself more as an assassin than a serial killer.” 

“Why are you being so forthcoming with this information?” Cole asks, tilting his head to the side.

“Because you three fucked up my mission, and now the one man I’ve waited my whole life to kill is gone. And I don’t know where he is. So you’re going to help me find out where he went.”

“The hell we are,” Ezra scoffs.

“Why did you come to kill your dad?” I ask, crossing my arms, challenging him.

“We didn’t,” he protests, raising his chin at me.

“Because if we don’t kill him, then he will sell my sister off to some evil man, who’s involved in more fucked up shit than he is. There’s no way in hell anyone is taking my sister,” Reese declares, his eyes flashing with danger. 

His twin sister, Natalie. “Why would he sell your sister?” 

“Because that monster made a deal with the person who runs one of the biggest sex trafficking rings in the Middle East. The sperm donor wants a cut in that. So, he offered up our sister,” Cole says.

“Sadly, that doesn’t surprise me,” I say, shaking my head.

“Why do you want him dead? Were you like, hired or something?” Reese asks.

“Something like that,” I reply. “Doesn’t matter right now. What matters is he’s gone, and it’s taking everything in me not to kill all of you for getting in my way.” I wouldn’t. They’ve never done anything that would warrant death, but they don’t know that.

“You kind of already stabbed me in the thigh, so I guess you’re halfway there,” Reese sasses with a pained chuckle.

Shit. I almost forgot about that. My eyes snap down to see a massive red stain on his brown slacks, and I cringe. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s no big deal, didn’t hit anything important. Just ruined a nice pair of pants.” He winks, making me grin.

“I’ll buy you a new pair.” I wink back.

“Would you two stop fucking flirting!” Ezra growls.

“Sorry, man, but have you seen her?” Reese replies with a shameless shrug. Such a player.

“There’s nothing here that’s going to tell me where he is,” I say after I check the last of his office. “Any chance you can get me into his place?”

“No,” Ezra says at the same time Cole says, “Yes.”

Ezra snaps his head in Cole’s direction. “No, we can’t! Why would we want to help her? We don’t even know who she is.”

“Because we want him dead, and she’s right, we’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t want the fact that I killed someone on my conscience, even if the man is a monster. So, if she’s willing to do it for us, then why not work with her? Dad dies, the creep doesn’t get Nat. Problem solved.”

“It’s not that easy,” I point out. “But I’d be willing to work with you. We have a common goal, even if it’s for different reasons. All I care about is ending his life. You give me what I want, and I’ll help you get what you want.”

“Deal,” Reese says.

“No,” Ezra shouts.

“Yes,” Cole counters.

“Wonderful.” Reese claps his hands. “We would love to do business with you, Miss Green.” He grins, holding out his hand for me to shake. 

“I’m not touching you,” I tell him, looking at the blood on his hand.

“Ah, shit. Yeah, we should get going, so I can patch this up,” Reese says.

“Shouldn’t you go to the hospital?” I ask. “That thing is going to need a good cleaning and some stitches.” 

“Not the first time I’ve gotten a knife in one of my body parts,” he responds. “A bit of advice, don’t try to show off by trying to juggle knives. It doesn’t end well.” He chuckles.

“I wouldn’t expect it to,” I say. There’s something fun and carefree about Reese. He’s my favorite so far. Cole is a close second, even though I don’t know much about him. Ezra, on the other hand, as hot as he is—and boy, do I want to take him for a ride or two—he’s too damn moody.

“Come on,” Ezra says, grabbing my arm.

“Don’t touch me, buddy, or I’ll give you a scar to match your brother’s,” I warn him, arching a brow.

“Hey, scars are sexy,” Reese counters. “Not that I need any help in that department.”

“Get the fuck going!” Ezra snaps, pointing at the door. “You’re gonna bleed all over the fucking ground and cover this place in your DNA. And you.” He looks down at me. “You’re coming back with us so that I can keep an eye on you.”

“Aren’t you worried I’ll kill you all in your sleep?” I ask with a smile.

“Would you?” he asks.

“No,” I admit. “I don’t kill innocent people.”

“Then, there we go.” 

He starts to drag me out of the building. If I really wanted to, I’d be out of his hold and have him on his ass in seconds, but I’m not going to lie, the way he’s manhandling me is kind of turning me on. I’m a little fucked in the head, what can I say?

The whole car ride I have to listen to Ezra bitching out Reese for getting blood on his expensive leather. I’m loving it. This is the most fun I’ve had in a long time. I mean, sure, I’m really fucking pissed off that my mission went south. I’ve never had this happen before, but staying angry will mess with my head and cause further mistakes. There’s nothing I can do about it, it’s done. And now I have to work toward getting another chance because there’s no way I can move on with my life until Ivan is dead.

I just pray that he doesn’t hurt anyone else in the time that he’s gone. I’m a fool for hoping, because I know the truth, but sometimes I like to play pretend.

As for my things, I was already set to head back to the mansion as soon as I was done killing Ivan, so all of my things were in the back of a rental car. Ezra was nice enough to let me grab it when I pressed my blade to his dick.

The look on his face was fucking priceless.

“Here we are... home, sweet, home,” Reese announces, pulling up in front of their house. It’s not quite a mansion, but it’s not small either, that’s for sure. 

It’s kind of humbling to know these rich people chose not to live in something big and lavish just because they can.

“You can stay in one of the guest rooms,” Ezra offers as we head inside the house. 

“Aww, shame. I was kind of hoping we could be bed buddies and have a sleepover. I like to have pillow fights.” I grin and he scowls.

“Well, shit. I’m down for that.” Reese chuckles.

“Guys?” a woman’s voice calls out. The sounds of heels clicking against the marble floor echoes through the house. 

“We’re back!” Reese calls out.

“So, how did it go?” 

You know in the movies when the main characters first lay eyes on each other and they know right away they’re meant to be?

Well, I’m almost positive that’s what’s happening right now. Because as I lay my eyes on Natalie Parson, it takes everything in me not to groan. She is so fucking stunning. Maybe staying here won’t be so bad after all.
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Chapter 4
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Natalie

“Who is that?” I ask Ezra as Reese takes the woman with the fiery red hair upstairs. “And why is Reese showing her to a guest room? I thought you were going to take care of Father, not come home with a hook-up?” I chastise, raising a brow at my big brother, arms crossed as I try to wrap my head around what the heck is going on.

“Nat, when I tell you the whole thing went to shit, I’m not kidding.” He lets out an irritated sigh, taking off his suit jacket as he steps into the study. 

“Please, do not tell me that man is still alive,” I plead, my eyes widening as a wave of fear washes over me.

Ezra takes a bottle of whiskey out of the liquor cabinet and pours himself a glass. He’s taking his time answering my question, meaning I’m not going to like the answer. “Want some?” he asks me, casting me a glance over his shoulder.

“No, I don’t. What I want is for you to tell me what the hell happened tonight!” I snap.

“He got away,” he sighs in defeat, taking a sip of his drink.

“What do you mean, he got away? How?!” I ask, taking a step forward as my nerves ramp up another notch.

“We were about to walk in there, put a gun to his head and pull the trigger. But then she bumped into us,” he grumbles angrily, waving his hand in the direction of the door.

“Who is she?!” This can’t be happening. He needs to be dead. If he’s dead, he can’t fucking sell me off like I’m cattle. Fucking bastard.

“I thought she was his receptionist. Turns out, she came here to do the same thing we did,” he mutters as he takes a heavy seat in the lounge chair.

“Wait... she was there to kill Father, why?” I mean, it’s not surprising to me that he has enemies. I know the sick and fucked up things he’s done to women... is she one of them? The thought makes me sick.

“I’m not sure. She hasn’t spoken much about why, just what she was there to do. Now she wants us to work together to bring him down.”

“That’s good, right?” I ask, brows furrowing. 

“I’m not sure. Maybe she kills him and sets us up. Maybe she’s a scam artist. That’s the thing, Nat, I don’t know anything about this woman. She says her name is Rachel Green.”

My brows shoot up, and a giggle slips past my lips. “As in Rachel from the show, Friends?”

His brows furrow for a moment before he lets out a curse. “I knew it sounded familiar. Now, I know that’s not her name.”

Oddly, knowing she’s not Reese’s hook-up for the night makes me feel a little better about her being here. I’ve never much liked when my brothers bring their lady friends home. Mostly because they’re only here for two things: sex and money, never anything more.

“I’ll talk to her, see if I can get any information.” 

“Be my guest. We didn’t have much time to talk. Find out who she is and why she’s here to kill Dad. Then we can go from there. All I know is, she admitted to wanting to kill him, so she can’t say shit-all about us,” he says, pulling something out of his pocket. It’s a recording device. “I was going to use that to get some information out of Dad before we followed through with it. When she started talking, I pressed record. Couldn’t hurt, right?”

“Smart.” I give him a sharp nod.

Leaving Ezra in the study, I head toward the stairs, my heels echoing through the hollow room. 

I just got done with a three hundred person event for an A-list celebrity and way too many things went wrong for my liking. And now I come home to find out that Father is still alive. Tonight is shit, and all I want to do is go to bed.

But not before talking to the pretty little redhead. She’s a little shorter than me and looks to be younger, but not by much. How on earth is someone of her size meant to take out a monster like my father? 

I don’t know, but I plan on finding out.

“Hey, Natty,” Reese says, popping out of nowhere. 

“Stop that!” I gasp, putting a hand to my pounding heart before slapping him on the arm. “You know I hate it when you do that.”

“I know.” He laughs. “That's why I do it.”

“You’re insufferable,” I grumble.

“Love you too, little sis,” he coos.

“You’re only older by five minutes.” 

“Whatever, still counts. So, what do you think of our new guest?” he asks, wiggling his eyebrows. “I just know she’s going to liven this place up.”

“Reese, you all let a strange woman into our home. Do you think that was a smart move? What if she steals something? Or what if she really is a killer, and I don’t know, murders us?” 

“Nah.” He waves it off. “Something tells me if she wanted us dead, we would be.”

“Well, that’s reassuring,” I mutter.

“Don’t get your bun in a twist.”

“How are you so calm about all of this, Reese? Father is out there—god knows where—and I’m still set to marry some perverted old man!” I shout, my heart pounding in my chest as angry tears burn the back of my eyes. When I found that contract on his desk the night I hosted his party last month, I was in shock. I never liked my father, always knew there was something shady about him. But it wasn’t until I took photos of that contract and showed my brothers that I found out just how messed up he is. They knew people who could dig deep, and the deeper they dug, the more I feared for my family and the monster who helped make us.

That’s when the guys said to leave everything to them, and that they would deal with it. I only found out last night what they planned to do tonight. I asked them not to, it wasn’t worth the risk of going to jail for the rest of their lives, but they refused to listen. 

A part of me is happy that this woman stopped them because they had no idea what they were doing; they were ruled by anger and hatred. That would have gotten them caught.

Reese’s face drops. “I’m sorry, Natty,” he says softly, stepping toward me. He pulls me into his arms. “No one is going to hurt you. We are going to make sure of it. Whoever this woman is, she wants the same thing we do. And I’m gonna be honest, we had no fucking idea what we were doing. Almost positive that we would have gotten caught. I just don’t think any of us cared as long as you were safe and he was gone.”

“Then I’d be alone. Why do boys have to be so stupid?” I murmur, nuzzling my face against his chest. I’m pretty sure my makeup is rubbing off onto his shirt, but he doesn’t seem to care.

“I don’t know, Natty. I ask myself that all the time,” he says with a chuckle, pulling back with a sympathetic smile.

“No, you don’t.” I grin.

“Yeah, no I don’t. I’m fucking amazing,” he crows as he takes off down the hallway. “Night, Natty!”

“Night, asshole,” I mutter under my breath. Turning around, I stare at the door where Reese put the woman up for the night. Taking a moment to smooth out my skirt and slick back any fly-away hair, I approach the door.

Why am I so nervous? 

Giving it a quick knock, I wait.

It only takes a few seconds before she answers the door. 

“Well, hello there,” she says, giving me a playful grin as she looks me up and down. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

I stand there like an idiot, my lips parting as I take in the sight of her. Her bright red hair is piled on top of her head in a messy bun. She’s only in an oversized shirt and underwear. I can see her nipples pressing against the fabric, and it has me momentarily stunned.

Her grin grows wide, and I find myself blushing. “I–” I clear my throat. “I wanted to introduce myself. I’m Natalie. The guys’ little sister. Well, not Reese’s little sister; he’s my twin, so we’re the same age.” Why am I blabbering like a fool? This is not like me at all.

“I know,” she says, giving me an amused look. “I know all about you and your brothers.”

“You do?” My brows furrow. “Why is that?”

“Come in,” she suggests, taking a step back. 

I hesitate for a moment, pausing in the doorway.

“I’m not going to bite,” she teases, her laugh sounding way too sexy for my liking. “Not unless you want me to.”

Damn it, Nat. You’ve never let a beautiful woman get to you and you’re not gonna start now.

But, then again, there has never been a woman who caught my attention like this. I don’t even know this girl, and being in her presence has me all flustered.

Ignoring my pounding heart, I step inside. She closes the door behind me before bouncing over to the bed. She sighs happily as she falls backward, sinking into the plush bedding. “It’s just as good as home.” She looks over at me. “If I tell you everything, promise not to tell anyone?”

“I can’t do that.” I shake my head. “I can’t keep my brothers in the dark.”

“That’s okay,” she says, sitting up and moving until she’s cross-legged. “If any of you try to cross me, I’ll just kill you,” she tells me with a shrug of her shoulder. A part of me hopes she’s just joking, but the lack of amusement on her face tells me she’s not. 

I should be afraid, back out of this room and run to my brothers. But I don’t. I take a seat carefully on the edge of the bed, shifting my body in her direction. “Who are you?”

“Name’s Naomi. You don’t need to know my last name because it doesn’t matter. To the world, I’m many different names.”

“Naomi. So not Rachel?” I ask, my lip curving into a little smile.

“Nope.” She laughs. “Funny thing is, I didn’t even pick that name. I never get to pick. But I must say, it’s been my favorite so far. I once had to use the name Buffy Summers. I’m a Buffy the Vampire Slayer fan, but come on.” She snorts.

“Why did you come to work for my father?”

“Because it was my assignment. A way to have access to my target,” she states matter-of-factly.

“Target? Are you a hit man?” I shake my head. “Hit woman, I mean.”

“I guess, in a way?” she says, tilting her head to the side. “I’m not for hire. I work for someone. So, like I told your brothers, assassin works better as a job title.” She winks.

“Okay...” I say, blinking at her. Is this real? An assassin is in my house. Someone who kills for a living. What has my life become?

It’s better than being married off to a monster, Nat. Take what you can get.

“And why were you assigned to kill my father?” I ask the big question.

“Because he’s a vile man who has done sick and twisted things. He should have died a long fucking time ago, and I have waited way too long to end him. So you can understand how pissed off I am that your brothers fucked up my mission.”

She went from fun and playful to vengeful and scorned in the blink of an eye. My father wasn’t just someone she was assigned to take out. There’s something more personal here. And that breaks my heart.
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Chapter 5
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Naomi

Stretching my arms above my head, I let out a moan. “Fuck, that was a good sleep.”

I thought of all the nights to have a nightmare, it would have been last night with my failed mission and all. Fuck, I hate even thinking that. I’ve never failed one before. What would The Man think if he knew? I should check in, let him know what’s going on, but I’m not going to.

Why? Because after this mission is complete, I’m done anyway. 

There’s not much I can do now but wait for his return. In the meantime, I plan on figuring out how to get Nat away from the man she’s set to marry and kill Ivan.

Nat. Fuck, my nipples harden just thinking of her. She’s stunning. I just want to pull her bun loose and run my fingers through her blonde locks, preferably while her face is between my legs, making me scream.

And now I’m wet. It’s been way too long since I’ve had sex. I’m going to have to fix that. Maybe one of these Parson siblings will be so kind as to do that for me.

I know Reese would if I ask. I sure as hell wouldn’t mind, but like I’ve said before—I want a lifetime, not a night of fun. Although, maybe I can convince the blond hottie to settle down. If anyone could wrangle a manwhore, it would be me. If not, I could always threaten to chop off his dick if he sticks it in anyone else.

Alright, Naomi, relax. You’ve known these people for less than a day, we’re not going to be picking out wedding colors. 

Giggling to myself at the thought, I get out of bed and toss on some sleep shorts. I don’t bother putting on a bra because why would I? They’re not comfortable; plus, my tits are fucking fabulous and shouldn’t have to be confined. 

Fixing up my messy bun, I head out of the room and take the back way down to the main part of the house. “Kitchen?” I murmur to myself. “Where would you be?” I look around, trying to decide what direction to take when I hear people talking.

I head toward them and stop outside what appears to be the kitchen. “Where do we start?” my pretty Nat asks.

“I’m going to go to Father’s place today, see what I can find, but I’m not too sure how much I can do without tipping someone off. That man’s place is like Fort Knox,” Ezra says.

“What can we really do?” Cole’s voice finds my ears. “We already found out a lot about what he’s into and the dealings he’s a part of.” I can hear the disdain in his voice. “Even if we found out where he is and who he’s meeting with, it won’t do us any good. We can’t do anything until he gets back. Unless we plan on going to him. But I don’t think that would be the smart thing to do.”

“He knows someone is after him. What if he doesn’t come back?” Reese asks.

“He’ll be back. I’m sure this wasn’t the first time someone has tried to take him out. Why else would he have an emergency exit for only himself? I’m sure he will just have someone check things out for him, and when he feels it’s safe, he’ll come back.”

“And that’s when Rachel takes him out,” Nat says with so much fire it makes me grin, my belly forming its own little inferno. Fuck, her passion at having her dad dead is a big fucking turn on.

“I still don’t know about her,” Ezra mutters. “She’s a stranger. What if she’s just one bad person taking out another?”

I snort to myself. Trust me, buddy, I might kill people for a living, but I’m not a bad person.

“I talked to her last night. I don’t think she’s bad,” Nat says, her voice softening. “I’m not sure. I have nothing to confirm it, but I think in the past she may have been one of his...” 

My brows rise as I hear where she’s going with her next words. I do not want them knowing what my connection is with their father right now; it’s not something I’d like to talk about anytime soon.

“Morning,” I greet, stepping into the room with a big grin on my face.

They all stop talking and turn to look at me. There we go, four sets of eyes filled with heat as they take me in. Look all you want, I don’t mind.

“Good morning, little killer,” Reese chuckles as he makes his way over to the coffee pot. “Want some bean juice?”

“I think that might be in the best interest for everyone.” I laugh. “I get stabby if I don’t get my morning coffee.” I give him a wink. 

He chuckles with a nod, grabbing the coffee pot and pouring a cup. “Fair enough. Let me make it for you.” He adds a few things and then hands it to me. “Careful, it’s hot.”

The steam rises, warming my face as I lean in and sniff. It smells really good. Bringing it to my lips, I take a small sip and moan as the deliciousness hits my tongue. “That’s good.” I sigh, closing my eyes. When I open them again, I find Reese looking at me like he would like to eat me for breakfast. 

I’m tempted to let him.

“So, what’s the plan for today?” I ask, knowing I have nowhere to go and nothing to do.

“I’m off work today,” Reese announces, clearing his throat as he tries to subtly adjust himself. “Cole has a piece he needs to finish for a client, so he will be in his studio all day. Ezra is going to go to our father’s place to see what he can find, and Nat has a party to do.”

“No, I don’t,” Nat refutes with a frustrated sigh. I look over to see her on her phone. “The wedding I spent days working on just got canceled. The bride was caught with the best man’s dick inside her last night. So, other than making a few calls, I have nothing until the weekend.”

“Perfect!” Reese cheers. “You can hang out with me and...” He looks at me. “Your name isn’t Rachel, is it?”

I look at Nat, and my heart flutters as we share a smile. “Nope.” 

Reese looks between me and Nat. “Hey, don’t keep secrets. What’s your real name?”

Sticking my hand out, I introduce myself. “Hi, I’m Naomi.”

He grins, taking my hand in his. “Naomi,” he purrs. “I like that a lot more than Rachel.”

Biting my lower lip, I try to ignore the tingly feeling I get when he touches me. 

Am I so desperate to find someone to love me that I’m going to fall for the first group of people I come across? I mean, I’ve seen crazier things. 

“If you’re done eye fucking each other, can we finish talking?” Ezra growls at Reese.

“We were having a conversation?” Reese asks his brother with a look of confusion. 

Nat giggles as Ezra nostril’s flare. “Whatever. I’m leaving.” 

“Who shit in his cornflakes?” I ask as he leaves the room.

“Don’t mind him. His bark is worse than his bite. He’s just a bitter asshole sometimes because our father is dragging him down. Ezra wants to make his own name in this business, do some good for this world, but of course, that’s hard to do when your last name is Parson.” Reese sighs. “Everyone wants him because they think he’s just as corrupt as our dad, and at the same time, a lot of people don’t want him because they think the same thing. Sucks because he does a lot of good that no one seems to see.”

I kind of feel bad for the guy now. “Well, once we get rid of your dad, he can start to build his own reputation. Once people see he’s not working with the big, powerful, and corrupt, they will come knocking at his door,” I reassure them, taking another sip of my coffee. “Damn, this is really good.”

“Thank you.” Reese chuckles. “About today, are you good just hanging around the house?”

“Cool with me.” I shrug. “What about you, sunshine?” I ask Nat. She blushes, eyes widening slightly. 

“Ahh... yeah, that’s fine with me. I could use a more relaxed day.” 

Because she was supposed to be working, Nat is all dressed up in a sleek black dress with her hair in a bun at the base of her neck. She looks divine. “Might wanna go change into something more casual,” Reese suggests. “I’m thinking we’ll hang out by the pool.”

“Oh, I love swimming. I could use a good tan. Well, at least I can try. Sadly, I tend to burn more than anything.” I grin.

“Okay.” Nat nods. I can’t help but stare at her ass as she walks out of the room, her dress hugging it oh-so nicely.

“Like what you see?” Reese asks with amusement in voice.

I grin up at him. “I’m not even sorry. Your sister is a goddess and should have a group of her own people to worship her.”

He gives me a tight smile. Did I say something wrong? “I would agree with you on that one. She’s pretty amazing. Sadly, Nat likes to drown herself in work. Sometimes I wish she would just take the time for herself, you know? She’s always so worried about us and never puts herself first. I just want her to find someone she loves and someone who can love her like she deserves.”

My eyes drift in the direction she left in. I may have just met her last night, but I fully intend to get to know her better. And if all goes well, I plan on that person being me.

***
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“WHERE IS SHE?” REESE huffs to himself, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge of the outdoor kitchen.

“Who?” I ask as I step out into the backyard. I don’t miss the way Reese’s pupils dilate as he takes in my string bikini. “Hello?” I ask, giggling and waving my hand in front of his face.

“Ahhh,” he says, blinking as if he couldn’t move his eyes even if he tried. 

“Sorry I took so long,” Nat huffs as she steps outside. “Another work call.”

Holy shit. She looks so damn hot, my nipples instantly pebble against my swim top. 

“It’s fine,” Reese says, clearing his throat. Now I’m acting like Reese as I try not to drool.

Nat looks to me and I fucking love how her cheeks turn pink. Her throat bobs as she takes me in. Although she does so with more class than her brother; she doesn’t ogle me like a piece of meat. Looking away, her blush turns a deeper shade. “You didn’t need to wait on me.”

“I just got out here,” I say, walking over and grabbing the bottle of sunscreen. “I need to lube up first.”

Reese chokes on a mouthful of water. “I’m sorry, what?” he asks in shock.

I hold up the bottle. “I need to put on some of this so I don’t burn,” I rephrase, raising a brow, amusement filling me.

“Oh, right,” he replies. “Need any help?”

“Sure.” I shrug. “You can do my back.”

After squirting some on my hand, I hold it out for him. He takes the bottle a little too eagerly. 

Grinning, I slather some on my arms and legs before pulling my hair back so Reese can get my back. 

He takes his time, but when he gets to my shoulders, he gives them a little rub, making me moan. He lets out a strangled sound. “Sorry, but that feels so good.”

“All done,” he says, his voice thick. God, he’s too easy. Poor man.

“Your turn,” I say to Nat. She looks at me with surprise.

“I’m good,” she says as she tries to reach around to put on some sunscreen.

“Just let me.” I laugh. Squirting some onto the palm of my hand, I raise a brow, waiting for her to let me help her. 

“Okay,” she concedes softly, gathering her hair up and out of the way. She turns, giving me her back. 

I try to steady my breathing as my heart picks up its pace. I know I only met Nat last night, but I want to get to know her more. I want to see her smile, hear her laugh. She looks stressed, too put together. She has a lot on her shoulders, and she needs a little fun in her life. And I’m more than happy to be that fun for her.

When my hands meet her skin, she sucks in a soft breath. I smile, loving her reaction as I smooth the lotion on her back. 

I spend a little extra time rubbing it in, not wanting to take my hands away from her soft, warm skin.

“All done,” I state, taking a step back, not wanting to make things awkward.

“Thanks,” she says. She doesn’t meet my eyes, but I can see the blush on her cheeks.

“Come on, you two!” Reese shouts before jumping off a diving board.

“Come on, Nat. Let’s swim.” I laugh, running toward the pool.

“Don’t run!” Nat shouts after me. “It’s not safe.”

Too late, I cannonball into the water. It’s perfect for a hot day like today.

Reese and I spend a good while in the pool messing around, splashing each other, and going down the small water slide. They even have a rope that you can swing on. 

I haven’t laughed or smiled this much in a long time. I actually can’t remember having this much fun. Well, outside of ending one of the targets. 

“You gonna come in?” I ask Nat as I lay my arms on the edge of the pool. She’s sitting on a lawn chair sun tanning, but she’s been on her phone the whole time.

“I don’t want to ruin my hair. Just got it done,” she tells me.

“Oh, come on, you don’t have to go under.” I pout.

“I don’t know,” she counters, chewing on her lower lip. Oh, to be that lip. Okay, that was corny, but fuck, I’d love to have those teeth on me. 

Down, Naomi. Let’s not come on too strong and scare the girl.

“Pleeeease,” I beg. “For me.” I bat my eyelashes, and then inwardly cheer as she giggles. 

“Okay,” she says, laying her phone down and putting her hair up with a clip.

She walks over to the stairs and slowly gets in. “It’s cold.” 

“It is not.” I laugh. After a few more steps, she’s finally all the way in. 

“So.” She wades around, still in the shallow end so that her feet touch the ground. “We don’t know much about you.”

“And here I am staying in your house.” I grin, wiggling my eyebrows.

“I still think it’s crazy.” She shakes her head. 

“Trust me, crazy is my life. It’s what I do, who I am.” I sigh wistfully as I float on my back. 

“So, you kill people for a living,” she states, because there’s no question about that.

“I do,” I respond, moving to look at her again. “Does that bother you?”

“Surprisingly, no,” she says. “But why?”

“That is something I can’t tell you just yet. Let’s wait until we’re besties”–or my head has been between those pretty thighs–“before I give you that much personal information.”

“Fair.” She gives me another smile that makes my heart flutter. “Then can I ask why you’re here to kill my father? Were you hired?”

“No. No one is paying me to kill him. I was... assigned to him. My job is to kill the monsters in this world. And sorry to say, your dad is very much a big fish in that pond.”

“Sadly, I know.” She sighs, resting her head on her arms as she leans on the pool’s ledge. “I know none of us have been close with him, but we’re supposed to be his kids. How can someone trade their child for a profit? He wants me to marry someone even more evil than him.” She looks at me with tears in her eyes. “How fucked up is that?”

I swim until I’m next to her, placing my hand on her arm. “I won’t let that happen. I will kill him, and the fucker he thinks he can sell you to, before any of that could ever happen.”

She stares at me for a moment, a million questions swimming in her eyes. But she doesn’t ask any of them. In a soft voice she says, “Thank you.” 

This woman, she’s got a hold on me. And I don’t think I want her to let go.

***
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“FUCK!” REESE CURSES as I enter the kitchen. 

“You good?” I ask, chuckling as I see pizza sauce running down his shirt. 

His head snaps over to me, giving me a defeated expression. “No,” he mutters, putting the pot down on the stove. “I was just about to heat this up, but I lost my grip as I was lifting it from the counter to the stove, and it spilt all over me.”

“I can see.” I grin. “Let me help.” I eye up the damage, but no matter what we do, I don’t think that stain will come out. “On second thought, I think you should just toss the shirt.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” He tries to undo the buttons, but his fingers keep slipping because of the sauce. “Damn it!”

“You’re hopeless.” I giggle, grabbing some paper towels and handing him a few to clean off his hands as I use the others to wipe the sauce from his shirt. When I can see the buttons, I toss the dirty paper towels on the counter and start on them. 

“W-what are you doing?” Reese asks, his voice hitting a lower pitch than normal.

“Getting you naked, so we can fuck on the counter, duh,” I tease. But the groan that leaves his lips tells me he would very much like that.

“You can’t tease me like that,” he mumbles as I make quick work of his buttons.

“Why not?” I ask, undoing the last one. My eyes find his bare chest as the shirt opens. Biting my lip, I slide my hands up his body, loving the sharp intake of breath he takes. I bring my hands over his shoulders and push his shirt off, letting it fall to the floor with a splat.

“Because... you’re fucking gorgeous, and I haven’t been able to get you out of my head since I first saw you on the elevator.” His words are laced with need, and the husky way they came out has my eyes darting up to his. They’re heavy-lidded and my core heats. He’s handsome, so damn handsome.

“Really?” I ask, my own voice coming out in a breathy tone. “What kind of things have been on your mind when you think of me?” 

He takes a step toward me, and I take one back. Only I don’t go far as I bump into the counter. “Like what it would take to see you smile,” he admits, reaching up to tuck a piece of my hair behind my ear. My breathing picks up a little as my core grows hotter. “What I could do to make you laugh.” He pushes his body up against mine, and I whimper as I feel his hard cock against my belly. “What it would take to have you screaming my name as you cum on my tongue.”

“Fuck,” I pant out, my pulse going haywire. I can’t, not with him. Sex is so casual to him. But it’s not like he’s going to be my happily ever after. Why can’t I play a little until I find the one? Or ones.

“We could,” he chuckles, grazing my lower lip before pulling it down and letting it fall back into place. “Or I could make my fantasy come true. What do you say, Naomi? Will you give me a little taste?”

This is a bad idea. Such a bad idea. But still, I nod my head yes. It’s all he needs as confirmation. He lets out a low growl and lifts me up, spinning me around to place me on the kitchen island. He pushes me until I’m flat on my back before grabbing my legs and placing them on the counter. The dress I put on rides up, exposing my pussy as he parts my legs. “Hell, Naomi. No panties? You naughty girl.”

“I don’t like to put them on right after a shower,” I pant out as he glides his hands up my thighs, opening me wider for him. 

“I’m not complaining.” He groans, then leans down, swiping his tongue up my damp slit.

“Oh,” I whimper, my hips bucking up to meet his mouth.

“Shhh,” he soothes as he takes another lick. “I got you. Relax.”

No way I can relax with his face between my legs. Brushing a thumb through my wet folds and over my clit, he presses down, giving it a little rub. “Yes,” I moan.

“Does that feel good?”

“So good.” I nod my head as I close my eyes. 

“How about this?” he asks, sliding two fingers in, pumping them inside me.

“God!” I groan. “Yes, yes. So good.”

“You look so sexy right now. Your cheeks are a pretty shade of red, much like your hair.” He chuckles. “I sure do love how wet you are for me.”

“Less talking,” I pant. “More licking.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He chuckles, removing his fingers. 

I let out a shuddered breath as his tongue makes contact with my core. “Fuck!” 

He takes it painfully slow, lapping at my folds, savoring every inch of my pussy before dipping his tongue inside me. “So good,” he murmurs against my pussy before going in for more.

I lay there and focus on how he’s making me feel, how my skin comes alive and my belly twists and turns with flutters of need. It’s not going to take me long to cum since it’s been a while since the last time I’ve had sex. Come to think of it, I’m not sure a guy has gone down on me since before my secret boyfriend, which I had when I was seventeen.

Reese brings his fingers back into play, gliding them in and out of me, crooking them in just the right spot as he sucks and nibbles on my clit.

I should not be having oral sex with a man I hardly know on his kitchen island, but here I am in pure bliss.

The burning in my belly grows hotter and hotter, my clit growing more sensitive by the minute. Little pulses of pleasure shoot through me every time he sucks on it. “I’m close, Reese. Fuck, don’t stop!”

My hand tangles in his hair, holding him to my pussy as I grind against his mouth. I’m close, so fucking close. “Oh, yes. Yes, right there. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I shout a little too loudly, and my eyes snap open, my back bowing off the counter. My head tips back, and as I cum on Reese’s face, I lock eyes with his older brother, Ezra. His eyes are filled with heat and locked on me, making me cum a little bit harder.

He stays a second more before turning around and disappearing into the dark. But I don’t miss the obvious bulge in his pants. Looks like big brother likes to watch. Interesting.

“Well...” I laugh as I let out a breath. “That was... that was good.”

“Just good?” He snorts a laugh as I lean up on my elbows. 

“I don’t wanna stroke your ego too much.” I roll my eyes, sitting up and hopping off the counter. “But fine, it was amazing. Thank you, I needed that.”

He wipes his lip with his thumb. “The pleasure was all mine.”

My eyes flick down to the tent in his pants. “I’d offer to help you out with that, but I really don’t know where your dick has been. You should really ask someone about their sexual history before going down on a girl too, by the way. Don’t worry, I’m clean, you’re welcome. But I’m not confident I can say the same about you, so... have a good night.” I pat his arm and leave him standing there dumbfounded as I head back up to my room.

Best vacation ever.
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Chapter 6

[image: image]



Reese

The taste of her sweet pussy lingers on my lips. Adjusting my cock in my pants, I shake off the fact that the little killer just let me eat her out and left me standing here to deal with this situation myself.

Chuckling, I shake my head. She’s a firecracker, that one. There’s something about her that’s caught my attention. And that’s rare for me. There’s only been one woman who I was really interested in, but that turned out to be a disaster of heartache and pain. 

I was a teenager and it was just lust for me and my brothers. It’s Nat who got the shitty end of that stick. A wave of guilt hits me at the memory because it feels like a ghost of the past repeating itself. 

At least in a way. I see how Nat looks at Naomi. She’s attracted to her, but she’s not the only one. Since the moment I saw her in the elevator, I couldn’t get the pretty little redhead out of my mind.

And based on how Ezra’s been eye-fucking her when he thinks no one else is watching, I’d say he has a little something for her too.

Cole, though, I don’t know about him. He hasn’t been around her enough for me to get a read, but I wouldn’t be surprised.

But this isn’t like the past. We just met Naomi. She’s here to kill our father, for fuck’s sake, and could kill us if she really wanted to. 

Not to mention, I don’t do serious. I’m still young, life is short, and I just want to have fun. Why settle down with one person?

Yet, here I stand, wishing Naomi would come back, so I can have another taste. The need to see her break apart around my cock is unsettling. 

Licking my lips as I chase any trace left of her, I make my way to Ezra’s office. “Come in,” he says before I even have the chance to knock.

“Hey, big brother. What’s got your panties in a twist?” I chuckle as I take in his scowl. He’s not an overly smiley person in the least, but he’s been this broody motherfucker since Naomi started working at the firm.

His eyes snap up to meet mine, a heavy glare settling in them. “You couldn’t keep your fucking dick to yourself for one fucking day?” he snarls.

My brows jump, and I raise my hands. “Hey, my dick stayed put. It went nowhere near her. Trust me, I’m feeling the pain of it right now.”

“Doesn’t matter. You still gave her oral on the fucking island, the same one we eat at!”

“I mean, to be fair, I was eating.” I snicker, earning a low growl. “Oh, relax! You can’t tell me that if you had the chance to be with her, you would turn her down? She’s fucking gorgeous, feisty, and honestly, knowing she could kill me in the blink of an eye makes me harder than stone.” As proof, I shift uncomfortably as the idea makes me stiff again.

“You’re fucking crazy. And that dick of yours is going to get you in trouble one of these days.”

“She’s here for the foreseeable future. Why can’t I have a little bit of fun before she offs dear old Dad and is on her merry way?” The idea of her leaving, never to see her again, fills me with a small bit of dread, but I shake it off.

“You still have work to do. We still have this family to take care of. Or did you forget about the fact that some sick fucker thinks he’s going to take our baby sister away? To use her, to fucking rape her, because you know Nat would never willingly be with that person.”

It’s true. Nat isn’t into men. She would rather die than be forced to be with one. And that’s something we will never let happen. It’s why we’re so willing to work with this woman we don’t know. 

She might be a stranger, but I believe her when she says this is her job, and she’s good at what she does.

“You don’t think I don’t know that?!” I snap, taking a step forward. “She’s my fucking twin, my best friend. The fact that our sorry excuse of a sperm donor can sell her like she’s nothing, fucking kills me!”

“Then act like it!”

“Fuck you.” I shake my head. “You’re so focused on everything that you haven’t even taken the time to see the changes that’s happening with Nat in just one day of Naomi being here. She came outside today and hung out with us. Lounged by the pool. Hell, she got in!”

He doesn’t say anything, but I can see the surprise on his face. As the years have gone on, Nat buried herself deeper and deeper in her work. She never takes the time to have fun, to find things she loves, to find someone she could love. I hate seeing her alone and unhappy, but she’s been hurt in the past, and it’s closed her off.

So seeing Naomi flirt with her, making her smile, helping her open up, is amazing to see. It’s also why I can’t do anything else with Naomi. Nat is attracted to her, and I won’t do anything to make my sister unhappy.

Hell, who knows, maybe Naomi could be Nat’s happily ever after like she deserves. Or maybe just the fun she needs at this point in her life. Whichever one she chooses, I won’t be the person who gets in the way of it.

“Did you find anything at his house?” I ask.

“No.” He shakes his head. “I think we tipped him off. His computers have been wiped. I fucking hate that we didn’t copy all the files over when we had the chance.” He lets out a heavy sigh, running a hand down his face as he leans back in his chair.

“We have enough for now. We know what he plans to do with Nat and who he is planning to sell her to.”

“But we don’t know when. All we know is he is most likely with that Jesús-guy right now. Probably planning his and Nat’s fucking wedding.”

Jesús is the name of the slime bag who wants to buy my sister. “You know they’re going to make a big deal of it. Make it a real public event.”

“No.” Ezra shakes his head. “I don’t plan on leaving them alive long enough for that to happen.”

“You mean Naomi. Because we both know you, Cole, nor myself are not capable of doing the killing. Why get our hands bloody when we have someone who’s trained to do it?”

“Whatever,” he mutters. “As long as they’re dead, that’s all that matters.”

We talk for a little while longer before I excuse myself and head up to my room. As I’m passing Naomi’s room, I hear voices coming from behind the door. I pause, smiling when I hear Nat’s laughter. It sounds so carefree and happy. That’s rare.

Guilt hits me again. Naomi is off limits. She has to be.

“Tell that to your dick,” I mumble to myself.

“Why are you talking to your dick?” 

My eyes snap over to see Cole standing in the doorway of his room at the end of the hall. 

“Doesn’t matter.” I shake my head. Another round of laughter has Cole’s eyes softening. 

“I don’t think I’ve heard Nat laugh like that in a long time.” 

Nodding my head, I move toward him. “Same.”

“What do you think about Naomi?” he asks me.

“I think she’s sexy as sin.” I snort a laugh. “Hard not to.”

“She is very attractive.” He nods his agreement, his eyes watching the door to her room.

“I also think she’s a little spitfire, fun, playful, but also has a deadly side.” 

“Is it weird that she’s here?” His eyes look back at me.

“Oh, yeah.” I nod. “I’m still trying to wrap my head around everything that’s happened in the last twenty-four hours.”

“I’m glad she’s here. I’m glad things worked out the way they did. I know we were willing to do whatever it took to save Nat, but something tells me we would have fucked it all up. And even with Dad dead, that man who is set to marry her would still be alive, and we would be behind bars for murder, allowing him access to her.”

His words make me pause. “Shit.” I blow out a breath. “We really didn’t think that through, did we?”

“No.” He chuckles. “I think we were just so blinded by keeping our sister safe, it’s all we could see. When you think about it, Naomi is saving us all.”

“I wonder why she’s so determined to be the one to take him out?” 

“Does it matter? As long as he’s gone, that’s all I care about,” he says, and I nod.

“I’m heading to bed. Are you staying up late painting?” 

“Do you even have to ask?” He rolls his eyes but I see the smile on his lips.

Cole has always been the quiet one who keeps to himself. His whole life is reading and art. Most nights he’s painting and then sleeps during the day. I worry about him sometimes. Since the accident a few years ago, he stopped going to public events and spends most of his time in his room. 

I wish he could see that his scars don’t define him and could see past them. But when the woman you thought you were going to marry ends your engagement because your body doesn’t look like it used to, it’s a pretty big blow to your self-esteem. 

One day, he will find someone who sees past his scars and love the man he is deep down. 

***
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“WHERE ARE YOU GOING?” Naomi asks, catching me right before I walk out the front door.

“Work.” I pause, looking over my shoulder. 

“Can I come?” she asks, tilting her head to the side.

My eyes narrow. “To the restaurant?” 

“I mean, do you work somewhere else?” She gives me an amused smile. 

“Ah...” I scratch the back of my head. “I guess?”

“Good. Because I’m getting sick of you avoiding me.” She pushes past me. “You know, it’s not very nice to go down on a lady, then ghost her.”

A rush of panic hits me. “I’m not ghosting you.” I rush after her as she heads toward my car.

“Sure,” she snorts with a laugh as we get in and buckle up. “Look, I wasn’t expecting anything. We had some fun. It was nice. But with me staying at your place, it’s starting to get annoying that you leave the room anytime I enter. Did I do something that bothered you?”

It’s been a few days since my little kitchen... snack. And she’s right, I have been avoiding her. It’s not because I don’t want to be around her, it’s the exact opposite.

I enjoy being around her, the playful banter and the fun vibe I get from her, but I know if we spend more time together, I’m going to crave more of her.

Overnight, she and Nat have become really close, and I care too much about my sister to have a fling with the woman she’s crushing on.

Anytime Naomi isn’t looking, I catch Nat staring. The little smile she gets, the blush on her cheeks. I haven’t seen Nat like this... well, ever. 

So with Naomi coming to work with me today, it’s going to be harder than ever to keep my hands to myself—as well as my dirty thoughts inside my head.

“No.” I shake my head. “No, you haven’t done anything. I’m sorry if I’ve come off as an asshole. It’s just a lot has happened in the past week, and I’m not sure how to react.”

“It was just a bit of fun. Live a little, Reese.” She winks as we pull out of the driveway and out onto the road. “Although, I’m not one to really do something like that. It was exciting.” 

“Really?” I look over at her with a raised brow. “You don’t have hook-ups?”

“I didn’t say that.” She rolls her eyes. “I’m a woman. I have needs, and I get them met from time to time. Not that I can’t do that just fine on my own.” She wiggles her eyebrows, but the idea of her using sex toys has me biting back a groan and willing my dick to relax. “It’s just not often. Anything I do, it’s normally just to get off, and that’s it. Most are looking to get their rocks off, and then they’re gone. Not many make sure to put the woman first, you know?”

“Hold up. Are you telling me the men you’ve been with are not making sure you finish?” 

“Oh, no. I make sure I finish.” She giggles. “I mean, I wouldn’t waste my time letting someone stick their dick inside me if I wasn’t getting something out of it. I mean oral. It was nice that you enjoyed seeing my pleasure, to make sure I felt good and didn’t ask for anything in return. It’s different.”

“Wow.” I shake my head. “I mean, of course, I’d want to make sure you felt good. I’d be a shitty man otherwise. Also, it’s not a hardship to be the one to make you scream.” I shoot her a grin, and she gives me one back. 

“That’s okay. My time for fun hook-ups is coming to an end soon.” That gets my attention.

“How so?”

We pull into the parking lot of my job. I shut the car off, but don’t get out, giving my full attention to Naomi.

“It’s going to sound silly.” She laughs, shaking her head. “But all my friends, the women I work with, they’ve been finding love and moving on with their lives.”

“You mean leaving the life that you live?” 

She nods. “They’ve done what they were meant to do, made the world a better place, but now it’s time for them to have their happy ending. I’ve seen them go, one by one. Including my little sister. After I kill your father, I want that. It’s my turn to be happy.”

She looks out the window, a distant look on her face that makes me want to just pull her into my arms and make whatever is hurting her go away, for her to feel better.

“You will. I’m sure there’s someone out there who would love to spend the rest of their life with you.”

“Or someones,” she corrects, looking back at me. 

“Like... more than one partner?” My brows jump in surprise when she nods yes. I did not see that coming.

“Life is short, why spend it with only one person? I mean, sure, if you find that one, and you’re happy and in love, go for it. But if I fall in love with more than one person, I’d never choose. Those girls I was talking about? All of them are in poly relationships. Who wouldn’t want a group of people to love and care for you?”

I’m shocked, blinking at her like a deer caught in the headlights. I don’t know what to say or how to respond.

“Anyways,” she deflects, laughing awkwardly. “Show me where you work.”

She gets out of the car, and I’m still stunned for a moment before I get out and follow her.

I didn’t expect to hear that coming from her. And now that’s going to be on my mind. What the fuck is going on in my life right now? Am I in the twilight zone?

Well, Little Killer, you just colored me intrigued. 
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Chapter 7
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Naomi

I’m standing here, brows raised as I watch Reese having a real Gordon Ramsay moment, and I don’t know if I should be frightened or turned on right now.

What I can tell from the situation, and by the way he’s screaming at his staff, someone forgot to order an ingredient that’s a part of their special for tonight.

“I’m here, I’m here.” I spin around to see Nat rushing into the kitchen with two big bags in her arms. She’s out of breath, her face flushed, and god, she’s still so damn sexy.

“Here, let me help,” I offer, taking one of the bags from her.

“Thanks.” She gives me a grateful smile.

“You know, he’s kind of scary like this.” I giggle as we place the bags on the counter. Reese is still grilling his staff like a crazy Karen. 

“Reese is very passionate about his restaurant. He might seem like he’s the carefree one in the family—and for the most part he is—but when it comes to his baby, this restaurant, he can be a little unhinged... especially when things go wrong.”

Reese spins around, finally realizing Nat is here to save the day. “Finally!” Reese snaps. “I called you an hour ago.”

My brows jump at the way he snaps at his sister. Is he for real? She saved his ass, and he’s going to take that tone with her? Fuck no.

But before I can chew him out over it, Nat beats me to it. She crosses her arms, jutting out her chin. “Talk to me like that again, after I just ran to three fucking stores to get these mushrooms to save this fucking night, and I’ll shove my foot so far up your ass you’re going to taste the dirt on the bottom of my Louis Vuittons.”

Fuck me. Just... fuck. That was hot, and I’m dripping.

Reese’s face softens. “Shit.” He lets out a harsh breath while running a hand through his wavy blond hair. “I’m sorry. I’m just stressed. I was really freaking out. I thought tonight was going to end up being a disaster. The dinner rush should be starting any moment, and you really did save the night.” Reese kisses his sister on the cheek.

“Apology accepted,” she says with a firm nod. “Now, if you don’t mind, I have a party I need to be getting to. One of my servers called out sick, and it’s my turn to freak out.”

“I can help,” I interject. 

Nat looks at me. “You can?” she asks, brows furrowed.

“Yes.” I laugh. “I’ve worked a few parties before.” There was this one time when I took a job at a catering company to get close to a mark. Took him out when he excused himself from his family to go to the bathroom. I sliced this throat and slipped out through the bathroom window like nothing happened. 

“Are you sure? I don’t want to put you out.” The way she nibbles on her lower lip, nervous and worried, has me stepping forward and tucking a piece of loose hair from her bun behind her ear.

“You could never put me out.” I let my hand linger by her ear. Her breath hitches, and her pupils dilate. My heart pounds in my chest. I’m about to say fuck it and lean in to kiss her pink, parted lips when a movement over her shoulder catches my eye. Reese looks away quickly, but I don’t miss the irritation on his face. 

Does my flirting with his sister bother him? What we did was fun, but it wasn’t anything more than that. 

I know I’m playing with fire when it comes to these siblings. I can’t help it; I’m insanely attracted to Nat, and a part of me wants to claim her as mine. But I can’t. When she finds out what her dad did to me, she won’t be able to look at me the same. None of them will.

“Come on, pretty girl.” I wink, trying to play the moment off, instead of letting Reese get to me. “Let’s get going, and you can tell me what I need to do on the way.”

***
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THERE HAVE TO BE HUNDREDS of guests here tonight. This place is packed full of important families. And I can’t help but wonder if Nat knows that some of the people here are not good people. Hell, most of them are killers, I have no doubt in my mind.

“Thank you,” an older lady, dressed in a lavish dress, thanks me as she takes a glass of champagne from the tray I’m holding.

I give her a nod, smiling, before moving around the room. To these people, I might look like any old server doing their job, but in reality, I’m on high alert. I’ve killed people from a few of these families. There’s no way in hell I’m letting my guard down.

A chill runs up my spine when I see a man I was not expecting to see tonight, Manuel Lopez. He’s the oldest son of Jesús, the man who’s contracted to marry Nat.

He’s talking in hushed tones to a few men, his eyes drifting across the room. I follow his line of sight and my stomach drops when I see who he’s looking at.

Nat stands next to a few women, laughing. Her smile lighting up the whole fucking room. She’s stunning in a red dress, her hair pinned up with loose curls framing her face. She’s easily the most gorgeous woman in this room.

And that creep is watching her. He has no fucking right to be in the same room as her, let alone look at her. 

Nothing good will come of this, I can feel it in my bones. He’s up to something and whatever it is, I’m putting a stop to it.

Thankfully, someone takes the last glass from my tray, giving me the excuse I need to slip away into the shadows.

Placing the tray on the counter, I don’t grab another but slip out of the busy kitchen. I keep out of sight, making my way to the main hall, away from the crowd. 

Just as I go to step back into the room, I see him exiting from the other side. My eyes find Nat, still talking to the women, so I take the side door exit. I run around the building, through the back alley, just in time to see Manuel slide into a black car. 

He’s leaving. Without Nat. That’s when I realize the men he was talking to from before aren’t with him. “Nat,” I curse her name as I turn around and head back inside. 

I only make it a few steps inside the building, rounding a corner when I have to step back and duck behind it when I see Manuel’s men. “How the fuck do we get her without people seeing us?” one of the guys asked.

“We wait until she’s alone. That’s when we take our chance. Manuel says we take her tonight, bring her to his father. Someone is after Ivan Parson, and Jesús doesn’t want to risk the chance of losing his bride.”

“Fine, but I need to take a piss first.”

Like hell they’re going to be getting their fucking hands on Nat. My blood starts to boil, a murderous haze taking over me. For the first time since being a Belladonna, I’m doing something I’ve never done before. I’m going off mark. 

The two men continue down the hall. I press my back against the wall so as to not be seen. Once they turn the corner, I keep following them as they both head into the bathroom.

Scanning my surroundings, I make sure no one is around before joining them. 

It’s a good thing the pants Nat gave me to wear have pockets because there was no way I was going anywhere without my switchblade. 

They’re both on the far end of the bathroom, standing at the urinal taking a piss. I grin, loving how easy this is going to be. My eye catches on a cleaning cart, a box of gloves sitting on top. “Don’t mind if I do,” I whisper to myself, quickly grabbing two and slipping them on before taking my blade out of my back pocket. I flick it open, the silver blade gleaming under the bathroom lights. 

One of them is just finishing up as I reach them. It’s now or never.

Grabbing a handful of his hair, I yank his head back while kicking the back of his knees, making him buckle to the ground.

He lets out a scream, but it’s quickly cut off as I press the blade to his neck and slit his throat.

“What the fuck!” the other man shouts, his eyes wild with shock. I use the moment to take him out next. 

He reaches for me, bending down a little to try to grab my arms. He doesn’t get a chance to as I angle my hand to the side, slicing the blade across his neck hard and swift.

They are both on the ground now, pure terror and panic in their eyes as they bleed out, gasping for air. 

I stand there without an ounce of remorse as I wait for their hearts to stop and take their last breath. 

Once I know they’re dead, I feel a little disappointed that I don’t have a rose to leave my calling card, not having planned for these kills.

As I turn to leave, I see it, a bouquet of roses sitting on the sink counter. “Well, fuck.” I laugh. Of course, a fancy ass place like this would have flowers in the men’s room. “I’ll take this as a sign that it was meant to be,” I say to myself as I throw my no killing people outside my assignments unless absolutely necessary rule out the window.

With a bit of a skip in my step, I go over and pluck two roses from the vase, bringing them back to the two men lying dead on the ground. “This was fun and all,” I say, tucking a rose into the first guy’s shirt, “but I must be going. Sorry for ruining your plans, but I’m sure your boss won’t be too mad with you, seeing how, you know, you’re dead.” I giggle, slipping the other rose into the second guy’s shirt.

This bathroom isn’t close to the hall the party is taking place in, so I don’t think there’ll be many people who would be using it. But I don’t think it will be too long before someone finds these guys, and I’d like to be long gone before that happens.

Rinsing the blade in the sink, I tuck it back into my pocket before taking the gloves off and balling them up to shove them in my back pocket to dispose of later.

Leaving the bathroom, I grab my cell from my other back pocket, the one that doesn’t have my blade, and send a quick text to my hacker. I’m not sure if there are any cameras in this part of the building, but I wouldn’t be surprised. Better safe than sorry.

When I see Nat, thankfully alone this time, I try to get to her quickly without drawing attention. “We need to go. Now.”

Her eyes snap up to mine. “What? Why?” 

“I’ll tell you when we get in the car, just trust me. We have to go.”

She looks at me for a beat before nodding. I sigh in relief, happy she’s not going to put up a fight. She heads over to a few of her workers, exchanging a few words before coming back over to me. “Come on. The party is almost over. My assistant is going to handle the rest of the night.”

With our rushed steps, we make our way out to the parking lot. I wait until we’re on the road, the dead bodies far behind us, before I tell Nat.

“Sorry about that. But... well, I did something I wasn’t expecting to do tonight, and I needed to be out of there before anyone realized.”

“What did you do?” she asks. I can feel her eyes on me as I focus on the road.

“The event you did tonight, did you know the type of people who were attending?”

“Yes...” she says slowly. “As much as I could try to deny it, I’m still a part of that life. People know who I am. And my company is filled with higher-end clientele. While I don’t take jobs from shady families, they do sometimes attend as guests to my clients. So, sometimes we cross paths.”

“Well, one of the people in attendance tonight was the son of the man your father sold you to.” I look over to see her lips part, her eyes widening with panic. “Don’t worry, he didn’t stay long. However...” I pause, sighing as my eyes find the road again.

“What?” she whispers. 

“He left his men behind to... well... to kidnap you and bring you to him. He wants to make sure that you’re secured while he waits for his father to come to collect you.”

She settles back into the seat, her eyes looking out into the distance of the front window. “I’m not safe, am I?” she asks, and I hate the tremor of fear in her voice.

“You are.” I reach over and take her soft, slender hand in mine. “I’m going to make sure of it. Just like I did tonight.”

“And what do you mean by that?” she asks. I can’t keep dancing around the subject. 

“I killed them.” It’s blunt and to the point, but it’s the truth.

“Wow.” She lets out a breath. 

The rest of the car ride back to her place is filled with silence, but I’m not offended. I know she’s processing everything. 

When we get inside and up the stairs, I go to say goodnight and head to the room I’m staying in, but when she turns to face me, her eyes hollow with fear and exhaustion, I pause.

“I don’t want to be alone tonight,” her voice is weak, so different from the strong woman I’ve seen her be until now.

“You don’t have to be.” I give her a soft smile, stepping closer to her. Reaching out, I cup her cheek, and my heart flutters when she leans into my touch, her eyes closing as she lets out a deep sigh. “I’ll stay with you tonight. Just let me go change, okay?”

She nods, her eyes slowly blink open again, and I do something I’ve been wanting to do all day. I lean in, brushing my lips against hers lightly but I don’t miss her quick intake of breath. I’m not stupid, I know she looks at me when she thinks I’m not paying attention. I know she wants me, and I want her. She just doesn’t know  how much.

This is only meant to be a fun time before moving on and finding the people I’m going to spend the rest of my life with.

But what do I do if one of those people ends up being the daughter of the man who ruined my life? That is, if she even wants anything to do with me when everything comes to light.

For now, I’m not going to overthink it. There’s no way I’m backing out of tonight. Nat needs me, I can see it in her eyes. It would be cruel to deny her. So I won’t. I’m starting to think there won’t ever be a time that I do.

Natalie Parson is slowly getting under my skin, and if I’m not more careful, into my heart.
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Chapter 8
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Natalie

I don’t think I’ve ever felt so nervous in my life as I sit in the middle of my bed, watching the door while waiting for Naomi to come back.

What if she changes her mind and doesn’t want to spend the night with me? Was I stupid to ask her?

Maybe I was. It’s just, I’ve been hit with a big dose of reality tonight. I knew for a while what my dad had planned for me. At first, I was shocked, then I was enraged by the fact that my father thought so little of me that he thought he could just marry me off like I was nothing. 

I could say that he has no right, that he doesn’t own me, so he doesn’t get to have a say in what happens when it comes to my life.

Sadly, at the end of the day, as much as I wish that was true, and in a perfect world it would be, it’s not in this world. Money talks, money rules, and money comes with power. My father has a lot of power and money. Too much to be able to just go to the cops and hope for the best or to move away and try to move on.

That’s why when Naomi told me about what happened tonight, what she did, it made me realize just how dangerous this life is and how it feels like I have no say in what happens to me.

A tear slides down my face as I think about what would have happened if Naomi wasn’t there tonight. I would have been taken away from my brothers, the only people who ever cared about me, and thrown into the arms of a monster. 

I owe my life to Naomi. And I don’t think I’ll ever be able to thank her enough. Not just for what she did tonight, but for taking out my dad. She says she’s going to end them both, and I believe her. 

There’s a knock at my door, making me jump. “Come in,” I call, my voice not sounding like myself. I hate it. I feel powerless and weak. Everything I work so damn hard not to be. 

The door opens and my breath hitches when I take in the sight of her. She’s dressed in an oversized sleep shirt which hangs off her shoulder, showing off her creamy freckled skin. It hangs down to her knees, and I wonder if she has anything on underneath it. But what catches my attention is the fact that she’s not wearing a bra, and why would she if she’s about to go to sleep?

Only her nipples are hard, pressed against her shirt. I lick my lips unconsciously, my cheeks heating when she gives me a low chuckle.

“Sorry it took me so long, I thought I’d take a shower first. Didn’t want to get in bed with figurative blood on my hands.”

“Oh, yeah. No, that’s fine,” I say, scooting over to one side of the bed to give her room.

The closer she gets, the quicker my heart pounds in my chest. When she pulls back the blanket and crawls in, I have to remind myself how to breathe.

Yeah, I have it bad for this woman. I want to freak out over it because I told myself I’d never let myself fall for another woman who has the power to crush my heart, and trust me, this woman could do that easily. But as she settles down, laying her head on the pillow while looking up at me with her bright green eyes, I come to the conclusion that I’m already a goner.

From the moment I laid eyes on Naomi, I was drawn to her. The more time we spend together, the harder I fall. She’s easy to be around, easy to smile and laugh with. That’s something I’m not used to, not really something that happens often outside my brothers, but I didn’t even realize it was happening until I’m in a deep belly laugh, smiling so hard my cheeks hurt at something Naomi said.

Tonight is different. The nervous butterflies I normally get when I’m in the same room with her have gone from flutters to a full on raging storm.

“Nat,” she says softly, snapping me out of my inner freak out.

I swallow hard, throat bobbing. “Yes?”

“Lie down with me.” 

Taking a deep breath, I slide down under the blanket, laying my head on the pillow like she’s doing, and face her. 

“Hi,” I whisper, a silly little smile finding my lips. 

“Hi.” She laughs lightly. “How are you doing?”

I sigh as I think of how to answer and close my eyes. “I’m not sure.” It’s the truth. My mind has been all over the place tonight and hasn’t settled enough for me to acknowledge any feelings. “But I do want to thank you.”

“For what?” She sounds genuinely curious and that has me opening my eyes again.

“You saved me tonight, Naomi. If it wasn’t for you, I’d be sleeping in some strange place, locked up with no hope of the life I had before.”

She gives a little shoulder shrug. “I was just doing my job.”

“I’m pretty sure your job was to kill my dad.” I give her a lopsided smile. “You didn’t have to do anything else.”

“I wasn’t going to just let them take you,” she growls in a low tone. My nipples harden as my pupils dilate in response to her aggressive protectiveness. “I told you, Nat. I’m going to protect you, and I meant it. No one is taking you from m—from your brothers. I’m going to keep you safe, you can trust me on that.”

My heart pounds wildly in my chest at her almost slip up. Was she about to say me? No, that’s crazy, because why would I mean anything to her other than a job? Friends at most... maybe.

“Thank you,” I whisper. “It’s all really hitting me, you know? Maybe I was in some kind of denial or shock?”

“It’s normal to feel this way,” she reassures, and I swear I stop breathing as she reaches over, tucking a lock of my hair behind my ear. Her hand lingers on my cheek, the soft brush of her thumb against my cheekbone has me in a full body shiver.

I don’t miss the way she’s looking at me, her eyes lidded with need. She wants me. She wants me? I’m about to convince myself that I’m crazy because there’s no way someone like her would want me, but her next words have me almost shouting yes. 

“Do you need help taking your mind off everything?” Her eyes flick to my lips as she bites her lower one.

“Y-yes,” I say on a shaky breath. 

“Lie back and relax,” she whispers, shifting closer to me. My belly swooping with nervous excitement and arousal, I move slightly so that I’m lying on my back.

She moves, so she’s leaning on one arm, her body angled over me while bringing the free hand to the patch of skin between my sleep shorts and top.

“Are you sure?” Her voice is soft as she gives me an out. But I don’t want one. I want her to touch me, to taste me. I’d let her do just about anything to me. 

“Yes.” I nod my head slightly, eyes meeting hers. “Please.”

Her eyes flash with heat before descending on me, lips meeting mine. I gasp as she kisses me. It’s not soft or sweet, but firm and demanding. I happily oblige her request, parting my lips, allowing her tongue to slip in and over mine.

Moaning as she ravishes my mouth, my core heats and thighs grow slick. I can’t remember the last time I kissed someone. Years at the very least.

Naomi tastes like sin and danger, something I could easily grow addicted to.

Her hand slowly slides up and under my shirt, my skin coming to life as a layer of goosebumps covers my body. 

A desperate need inside me grows as she breaks the kiss, moving to my neck. My eyes squeeze shut, lips parting as I try to steady my breathing, but as the tips of her fingers brush against the underside of my breasts, I know there’s no chance of that.

“You’re so soft,” she murmurs against my throat, pressing an open mouth kiss there as her thumb brushes against my nipple. “So warm.” I can’t help the moan that slips out as she sucks at my nipple, my hips lifting off the bed. “So needy.” The way she says the last part makes it sound like she approves. 

Abandoning my breast, she trails her hand lower again, not stopping at the waistband of my shorts; instead slipping under and into my panties. She groans as her fingers meet the patch of hair on my mound, and my cheeks heat. Fuck, I didn’t think to shave because I didn’t think this would be happening right now.

She runs her fingers along it, making me shiver. “So hot,” she mumbles, moving her body down a little. “Lift your shirt for me, Nat. I want to suck on your pretty pink nipples while I play with your wet little pussy.”

“Oh, fuck,” I breathe out, but rush to do as she asks. 

“Hearing you curse is a fucking turn on, Natty,” she purrs before locking her lips around my nipple.

I let out a shuddered breath as my eyes drift closed. Steadying my breathing, I try to focus on the gorgeous woman who’s touching me and not the fact that I haven’t done this in a long time.

My body is tingling with each brush of her tongue over my puckered nipple peak, but when she dips her fingers lower, sliding them through my wet folds, the feeling ignites a fire in my belly.

“So wet,” she murmurs against my breast. I gasp as she thrusts her fingers inside me. “So tight.”

“Naomi!” I moan as she starts to work her fingers in and out of me slowly, giving my nipple a little nibble.

“That’s it.” She releases me with a pop. “Such a good girl. Just lay there and take it, let me make you feel good, Natty. Let me take your mind off everything.”

Widening my legs, I give her better access to work me over. I can hear how wet I am, the sound of her fingers entering me over and over again fills the air. She peppers kisses over my breasts, murmuring praises as I allow my body to enjoy the pleasure she’s giving me.

“Look at me,” she whispers. I do, my eyes fluttering open to see her looking down at me with lidded eyes. “You look so sexy right now. All the fucking time, Natty. Being here is hard because all I’ve wanted to do is pull you into every dark corner and drop to my knees. To shove my head between your long slender legs and make you fucking scream.”

Her thumb starts to work my clit, and I moan embarrassingly loud. My breaths are coming in quick pants as my orgasm starts to build.

“Are you gonna be a good girl for me and cum around my fingers?” she asks me, her lips brushing against mine. “I wanna feel you dripping down my hand, Natty. I can feel your pussy quivering around me.”

“Yes,” I huff out, nodding quickly. “I’m close. Please, don’t stop.”

“Oh, I don’t plan on stopping, pretty girl. Not until you take that dive over the edge. Give in, baby, let go. But don’t you dare take your eyes off me.”

The fire in my belly has spread to my entire body. My hips start to rock with the movement of her hand as her fingers hit the perfect spot inside me. “Oh, oh, yes,” I pant out. “So close.”

“Shhh,” she coos. “Cum for me.”

This moment with her, the way she looks at me, how I wish she would never look away; it’s scary but thrilling. My pussy locks around her fingers and a cry falls from my lips as I shatter under her, my back arching off the bed. I know I’m fucked because I’m falling hard for this woman.

“So fucking beautiful,” she whispers, giving me a soft smile as she presses a kiss to my lips. I lay there boneless, trying to catch my breath. I haven’t cum that hard in a very long time. I can’t even get myself off that well, even with toys. But I think it has more to do with Naomi being the one who’s touching me than anything else.

She pulls her fingers from my pussy, and I almost whine at the loss. My eyes widen when she brings her fingers, dripping with my release, up and into her mouth. I almost cum again as I watch her eyes roll back while she sucks them clean. 

I can’t help but whimper when she licks her lips and kisses me again, tasting myself on her tongue as she slides it in and over mine. We kiss lazily, my pussy desperate for more.

When she breaks the kiss, she places her head on my breasts. “Get some sleep, Natty,” she mumbles sleepily.

Like there’s any chance of me getting any sleep anytime soon with her cuddled up to me like this. I like it, the feeling of her warm body on mine, the smell of her sweet coconut shampoo. 

My arm comes around her, tucking her into my side as I begin to brush my fingers up and down her arm. She sighs contently, and I know it won’t be long until her breathing turns shallow and she’s fast asleep.

A tear slips free as my heart hurts. I want her, but I know I’m not going to be able to have her. She’s young, wild, and free. I can’t expect her to give up her life to be with me, we hardly know each other.

But it doesn’t stop me from lying here, wishing more than anything that she could be mine.

Sadly, I don’t get happy endings. Not when I was younger and the only girl I ever loved wanted my brothers over me. And definitely not now, with my fate teetering on a thin line, as I wait to see which way it’s going to fall.

I tried not to let anyone get close to me, to have the power to hurt me. But I know there’s no way I could have tried to avoid this with Naomi. As soon as she stepped foot in this house, I was done for. Now I just have to wait and see how bad the damage will be and if it will ruin me for good this time.
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Chapter 9
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Naomi

As I make it to the bottom of the stairs, I spot Cole struggling with something. I haven’t seen much of him since I got here. He’s been locked up in his room, only ever coming out for the odd meal. 

The man is a mystery to me, one I find myself wanting to solve.

“Need a hand with that?” I ask, watching him almost drop what looks to be tubes of some kind.

His head snaps up, baby blues locking on me. My fingers itch to reach up and brush his fallen black curls out of his face. “Oh. Ah, hi.” He looks down at the tubes and back to me. “Do you mind?”

“Of course not, wouldn’t have asked if I did,” I say playfully, giving him a wink. He smiles back, a light blush forming on his cheeks. Man, he’s a cutie-pie.

“Thanks,” he says as I take one of the tubes and follow him outside.

“So, what are these for?” 

“I have an art show tonight. A few people dropped out, so I’m adding some of my own paintings to fill the spaces.” He opens the back seat and slides his in before taking the one from me and adding it.

“An art show, how fun,” I gush excitedly, trying to sound supportive, but to be honest, I’m not much of an art person. I don’t really understand it, especially the kinds that look like someone let toddlers loose with paintbrushes. 

“Fun.” He nods, smiling. “Sure, sometimes.”

“You’re an artist, but you don’t think art is fun?” I ask, tilting my head to the side. 

“I like making it, but I have my own style. Mine isn’t always for everyone, and theirs isn’t always for me.” He shrugs.

“I like that way of thinking.” I nod. “So, is this some fun little show, or is it like one of those fancy things you rich people do?” 

He chuckles. “One of those fancy things we rich people do. However, the money from each painting all goes to charities of my choice, so I know they’re going to some good causes.”

“Okay, then, I approve.” I grin. 

He chuckles again, shaking his head. “I’m glad.”

“Is this it?” I ask, looking around.

“I have a few more inside.” 

“I’ll help.”

Cole and I get three more into the car before he says he needs to leave to get these set up. Instead of saying goodbye, I open the passenger door and get in.

“Uh, what are you doing?” he asks, looking through the driver’s window.

“Going to help you set up. Come on, don’t wanna be late.”

He blinks at me for a moment before giving in and sliding into the driver's seat. Once the car is started, I take over the radio right away. I’m super picky about music while driving and won’t stand for anything you can’t belt out or dance to in your seat.

Settling on a 90s station, I look over to Cole who has a little smile on his lips. “Is this something you do often?” 

He looks over at me with a raised brow. “Bring pretty girls to set up art shows?”

“No.” I laugh. “But I’m glad you think I’m pretty.” He blushes at that, and gah, I love it. He’s so adorable. “Host art shows.”

“No, only a few a year. I mostly just paint for fun, and sell a few online. I’m not much of a social person. I enjoy locking myself in my studio and letting my mind wander. So when I put these on, I go a little wild. It’s for a good cause, and I mostly just stand in the corner out of people’s way.”

“Well, that doesn’t sound like fun.” My brows furrow. “Don’t you take a date or something? Would be better than being all alone.”

He lets out a little snort of laughter. “Ah, no. No dates. I don’t really date. Don’t have the time to. And when I tried, well...” His face falls. “They didn’t like what they saw.”

“What do you mean? What they see in your art, or you?” 

“Both? I don’t know.” He shifts in his seat and lets out a deep breath. “I have an ex, we met through one of my art shows. She’s a buyer, not an artist. She asked me about one of my paintings, and we talked for a while, and it took off from there. At first, I thought she liked me and I fell hard. But over time, I realized she was just using me for my money and status. She always complained I was too quiet, I never took her out; and whenever we did go out, I didn’t socialize. That’s when my art changed. It does that when my mood changes, you know?” He looks over at me, and this time his blush makes my heart hurt for him. “She hated it, thought it was trash, and broke up with me because I wasn’t selling as much.” He shakes his head as if it’s not important, and my fucking blood boils.

“What a fucking bitch,” I scoff, shaking my head. “Look, I know it’s easy for me to say this because it didn’t happen to me, but you’re better off without her. I’ve seen your art, it’s amazing. But even if it wasn’t, someone shouldn’t like you for what you can do or offer them—it should be for who you are and how you treat them.”

“You would think.” He sighs. “Sadly, it’s hardly like that in this world.”

“Well, you’re too good for the rich and stuffy assholes.” 

“Thanks.” He chuckles.

“And it’s your ex’s loss. I know we don’t know each other well, but I can tell just from sitting in a car with you for five minutes you’re a much better person than she ever will be.” And the fact that I know almost everything about this man. He’s a fucking saint, and I might not know his personality, but I can tell what he does is genuine and not for show.

I also know the ex he’s talking about. Bethany Walker. Daughter of some billionaire who has more money than he’ll ever know what to do with, yet his daughter is sniffing around other people’s money. I’ve seen her in the news with a new person every few months, from athletes to models. All she cares about is her image, and Cole deserves better than that. Someone who can see him for who he is and not what he has.

“Thanks,” he says again, this time softly.

When we pull up to the gallery, I help him take out the paintings and bring them inside.

“Naomi.” Nat stops in the middle of the room, her eyes growing wide when she sees me, a blush taking over her cheeks. These Parson siblings seem to have a thing for pink cheeks. Maybe I should see if I can get them all to grow crimson for me.

“Hey,” I greet, biting my lower lip as I look her up and down, remembering the way her pussy felt around my fingers, the way her release tasted so sweet on my tongue. She’s fucking gorgeous. Even now, as she stands here in a red blouse and black pencil skirt.

“What are you doing here?” she asks, looking behind me to her brother.

“She helped me bring the paintings to the car and wanted to come along,” Cole explains, passing his sister but stopping to kiss her on the cheek as he goes. “Thanks for helping, Nat.”

“Always,” she replies, still looking a little stunned as Cole busies himself with his work.

“I was bored.” I shrug. “Only so much TV and swimming a girl can take. I needed to get out of the house.”

“Yeah.” She nods. “I can see that.”

My eyes scan the room, landing on the men in each of the corners. Her private security, personally vetted by me. I don’t like the fact that she’s out of the house, but she insists on not hiding and allowing them to take over her life. We got into a little fight, because this woman is almost more stubborn than me. But she came to me with a compelling case.

“How’s broody over there taking babysitting duties?” I giggle.

She sighs. “Don’t get me started, he’s just as bad as you.”

“Hey.” I raise my brow. “Don’t get mad at me for wanting to keep you safe. Same goes for him.”

“It’s only for a few hours to get parties set up. I have people watching me inside and out. I don’t even attend them anymore.” She pouts, crossing her arms. It’s taking everything in me not to go over to her and suck that bottom lip into my mouth and nibble down.

“Suck it up, buttercup. Alive Nat is most important here.” 

“Fine,” she huffs, looking down at her clipboard. “I don’t have much else to do here. My assistant is going to be attending tonight in my place, so I just need to make sure a few shipments are brought in on time and—shit.” She groans, staring at the clipboard like it might sprout horns.

“What’s wrong?” I step forward, trying to get a look at her clipboard. 

“I just got the final guest list in,” she answers, grinding her teeth. She looks pissed.

She willingly hands over the clipboard as I take it from her hands. My eyes fall to the list of names. I know most of them, all high society snobs, but it’s when I reach Cole’s ex’s name I understand Nat’s emotions; it has my blood boiling too. 

“Of course she’s coming. Bitch didn’t even get an invite, so I’m guessing she’s riding one of the other guest’s dicks and coming as their plus one.” Her eyes dart over to her big brother standing in front of some paintings, fixing them up just right. “This is the first time he’s come out of the house in a while. He’s been going through a bad depression for the past few months. Once our mother’s ten-year death anniversary hit, he kind of just kept going downhill. She was always supportive of his art, his number one fan. I think he hates that she’s not here to see how well he’s doing. I think he stopped trying so hard because she can’t be here to enjoy it with him. All of that on top of the anxiety and depression he already has.”

My heart hurts for Cole. He’s softer than his siblings, a sweet soul deep down. It makes me want to put him in my pocket and protect him. 

“What’s got that sour look on your face?” Ezra pops out of fucking nowhere, making me jump a little. He sees it and gives me a small smirk. Bastard. Sexy, stupid bastard.

“Bethany is coming tonight,” Nat growls, and this fierce protective side of her is hot as hell.

“Fucking hell.” Ezra sighs. “If that bitch starts shit with him tonight and puts him back in a dark place, I’m going to lose my shit.”

An idea sparks in my mind. It might be a little childish and petty, but I can’t seem to find it in me to care. A bitch like Bethany is someone who needs to be beaten at her own game. It’s how it works in a world like this. 

“Natty.” I bat my eyelashes at her.

“Whaaaat?” she asks slowly, sounding weary of my sudden shift in demeanor.

“How mad would you be if I came to your brother’s event... as his date?” I give her a slow grin, and I’m thankful when her eyes light up with understanding instead of jealousy. 

“I wouldn’t be mad at all. I think that’s a great idea.” She smiles widely. 

“Perfect. How about after you’re done here, we do a little private shopping? Put some money to work.” 

One thing I love, next to taking sick creeps off the face of the earth, is putting people in their place. And that’s what I plan on doing tonight. I’m not going to let this bitch get to Cole. If that was her intention with just showing up tonight, she has another think coming.

––––––––
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Cole

I MOVE THE PAINTING for the fifth time in the last five minutes. No matter what I do, I can’t get it to look right. Letting out a frustrated sigh, I take a step back to look at it again.

“It’s fine,” Reese says. I jump at the sound of his voice as he places a hand on my shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “Wow.”

“What?” My eyes flick up to his in panic. “What’s wrong? Is it bad?” I run a hand through my black curly hair. “Shit! It sucks, doesn’t it?”

“No,” Reese counters in almost a dazed like state as he continues to stare at the painting. “It’s... it’s amazing.”

“Really?” My brows furrow. “Are you sure?”

He nods. “Is it her?” He looks at me, and I feel my cheeks heat.

“Yeah,” I reply, looking back at the painting.

The canvas is alive with different shades of yellow, red, and orange. All coming together to make the painting. The painting of her, Naomi. 

The moment I saw her in my father’s office, her fiery personality matching her hair, I was captivated. 

Since Ezra brought her home, I’ve been holed up in my studio, painting her. It’s always her. But this one, this one is the best one. It’s why I chose to bring it today. It’s not for sale, I couldn’t allow anyone else to have her on their wall. It’s mine, but I felt like I needed to show it off. 

I haven’t had much time with her since she came to stay with us, too busy with my art. So I was excited when she offered to help me get my art into the car and even more so when she hopped in, offering to help out here at the gallery.

Being around her, it’s... easy? She’s just so carefree and sweet. I feel like I can say or do anything around her and not feel judged. Maybe that’s why I opened up so easily about my ex. Or maybe it’s just my lack of social skills. 

Whatever the reason, it didn’t matter because she didn’t see me as some weak, pathetic man. When she got upset with how Bethany treated me, I liked it. Seeing that fire in her eyes, the fact that she cared enough to have a reaction at all, had my cock twitching in my pants.

I thought I was broken for a while, never feeling the urge to have sex, or even touch myself. After everything with Bethany, I was so torn down, too tired to care about much. It affected my depression pretty badly. Then add on the fact that I was missing my mom; living her dream hurt even more.

The past week since Naomi’s gotten here, I’ve felt more alive. I haven’t been this inspired in a while. And the fact that she’s an assassin, someone who kills people for a living, doesn’t seem to bother me. Sure, I feel a little intimidated by her, but I’m not afraid. I could see it in her eyes when she said she wouldn’t hurt anyone who didn’t earn it. 

She’s younger than me by almost ten years, but I know this woman has lived an entire lifetime already. Something tells me she’s experienced heartaches that no one her age should.

It makes me want to bundle her up and hold her, to protect her from this world. But I couldn’t do anything for her that she couldn’t already do for herself.

“It’s amazing,” Reese repeats, something flashing in his eyes, an emotion I can’t quite put my finger on. He looks at me. “You know Nat is practically in love with her, right?”

“What?” My eyes widen as his words hit me like a bag of bricks. “What do you mean?”

“I know you’ve been locked up tight in your little tower, which means you’ve missed a lot. They’re pretty much besties at this point, but I see the way Nat looks at her. She wants her, badly. And I haven’t seen her like this for anyone since... well, you know.”

“Since Becca.” Becca Lindell. Nat’s childhood best friend. Nat fell hard for her, the only thing was, Becca didn’t want her in that way. Even worse, Becca had a thing for not only me, but my brothers as well. And when we turned her down, telling her we couldn’t hurt Nat like that—even if we all did have a little crush on Becca too—Becca lost it. She freaked out on Nat, and said some pretty fucked up things before disappearing from our lives altogether.

My sister was crushed, and from that day on, her hard shell was put in place. If he’s right, and Naomi has brought her out of it even just a little bit, then we can’t do anything to ruin it.

Disappointment hits me in waves because I can’t stop thinking about Naomi, even more so after spending some time with her today. I don’t think I could just shut that off because Nat called dibs on her first.

“I don’t like it,” Reese sighs.

“Why?” 

“Because... Do you really think Naomi is going to stay once she’s done her job? I can tell Naomi likes her, but they just met. Nat might be all in, but we know nothing about Naomi.” He looks over at the painting. “But I can’t say I blame her. I think Naomi has caught more than just Nat’s attention.”

He gives me a knowing look and I blush. “I mean, I can’t lie.”

“And nor can I.” 

“You too?” I ask, surprised at that. Reese isn’t one to fall for anyone. He enjoys his single life, doing what he wants when he wants to. Other than his family, the only thing he cares about is his restaurant.

“What can I say? She’s hot as hell, funny, kind, and, well, she’s going above and beyond to save our sister.” His voice lowers. “She killed two men for her the other day.”

“What?!” My eyes feel like they’re about to pop out of my head. “Holy shit, how much did I miss?”

Reese fills me in about the men who worked for Manuel and what he ordered them to do. How Naomi overheard and took things into her own hands. And now Nat has a bigger target on her back than we thought. 

It makes sense why she’s not here, and why Ezra is at home with her. As I think back on it, I didn’t even notice the extra men in the gallery. I was so focused on making sure everything was going smoothly.

“What do we do?” I ask. “About Naomi.”

“What else can we do? Other than let Nat have her. That is, if Naomi wants her in that way. I can see the attraction she has for Nat, but well... she let me go down on her on the kitchen island, so...”

My head is spinning. “What the fuck, Reese!”

“I know, I know.” He holds his hands up. “I didn’t plan it. I couldn’t help myself. She didn’t stop me, she wanted it too. I couldn’t resist.”

My mind goes to a conversation my brothers and I had in the past. After everything with Becca, we vowed never to get involved with a woman Nat liked. And if it was someone we all felt strongly for, it was all or no one. That means all the brothers and Nat be involved with her, or none of us got her. At least none of the brothers because we would give anything to make Nat happy. 

Three out of the four of us clearly have some kind of attraction toward Naomi. That just leaves Ezra. “What about Ez?”

“What about him?”

“How does he feel toward Naomi?”

Reese snorts out a laugh. “He might act like he can’t stand the woman, but he eye fucks her any chance he can get. I bet he’s holding himself back from pinning her against the wall and fucking her whenever they’re in the same room together.”

“I think we need to see where Naomi stands with all of this.”

“I’m not asking her if she has a thing for any of us.” He looks at me in horror. “My ego can’t handle any rejection right now. Also, I’m not looking for anything serious.”

But his protests die when we both see her walk through the door. “Holy shit,” I breathe, my knees feel weak while my cock perks up. 

Naomi walks into the gallery like she owns the place, power radiating off her in waves. 

She looks like Jessica Rabbit with her red hair down in waves and a form fitting dress hugging her body like a glove.

“Fuck me,” Reese groans. 

I feel you, brother. 

Naomi looks around the room, like she’s trying to find someone. And when her eyes lock on me, I blush as a slow, sexy smile takes over her lips.

She starts striding over to me, and my heart pounds in my chest with each step that brings her closer.

“Hello, handsome,” she purrs, reaching for my tie and straightening it. “Don’t you just look dashing tonight?” 

“Excuse me,” Reese mutters before taking off. Probably to the bathroom to get a little relief. I can’t blame him. I’m praying like hell my dick behaves before I embarrass myself. I don’t pay him any mind as Naomi’s eyes stay locked on mine, heavy-lidded and so fucking sexy.

“Hi,” I say, finally remembering to breathe as I swallow hard. “What are you doing here?” I ask, but quickly panic and say, “Not that I’m not happy to see you here.”

“I couldn’t let you come to your own event alone, now could I?” she asks, giving me a sly smile. “I mean, you are here alone, aren’t you?”

I nod, hypnotized by her beauty. “Yes.”

“Well, not anymore, sweet thing.” She freezes, and I can tell by the shocked look on her face that she’s seen my painting.

She steps away from me, slowly approaching it. I feel a wave of nervous sweat break out along my skin as I start to panic. Does she hate it? Will she think I’m a freak? I hope I didn’t offend her.

“Cole,” she breathes, her fingertips lightly brushing the curves of her lips on the canvas. She turns to look at me, her eyes watering. “Is this me?”

I swallow thickly and nod. “I- I hope you don’t mind.”

“Mind?” she huffs out a surprised breath. “Cole, I’m honored. This is...” She looks back to the painting. “This is amazing. Stunning. I’m—I—Wow.”

Euphoria fills me. She likes it. She loves it. I’m filled with so much relief that a smile blooms across my lips at her praise. 

“Really?” I ask. “It helped that my muse is something from a fairytale.”

I feel like I was just given the moon and the stars as I see the slightest blush on her cheeks. I don’t think many people have been able to get her to do that, but I did.

“How much is it?” she asks, clearing her throat.

“Oh, it’s not for sale,” I tell her, my own blush creeping on my cheeks.

“Why not?” She tilts her head to the side.

“Well, I’m not sure if I like the idea of anyone else having this.” And now my face is flaming.

She grins. “A million.” 

“What?” My brows crease.

“I’ll buy it for a million.”

“Y-you want it?” I ask, eyes flicking between her and the painting. 

She shakes her head. “You keep it. But I’ll buy it. The money is going to a good cause, right?” I nod slowly. “Then I want to help.”

This woman. This woman right here. It’s taking everything in me not to kiss her right now. But that would be inappropriate seeing as how we hardly know each other. Also, I’m kind of glad she doesn’t want to keep it, because I do. I really do.

“Come on, handsome.” She loops her arm with mine. “Let’s mingle or whatever you do at fancy things like this.”

***
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THE NIGHT HAS BEEN amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed myself at one of these events before. I’m not a social person, even when I’m not in a state of depression, because being in crowds makes me anxious. But Naomi has been holding the conversation for the both of us all night.

She might not be from my world, but she seems to know a lot about it. And how to fit in. Not one person here could tell that she’s not one of us. Well, one of them, because even though I have money, it means nothing to me. 

“Want a drink?” she asks me.

“I could use some water.” I smile down at her. 

My body has been alive all night with her hanging off my arm. Every time she would smile up at me, my heart would skip a beat. 

As we turn around to head over to the table of refreshments, I stop in my tracks, my body freezing up.

“What’s wrong?” Naomi asks me, concern lacing her voice. I don’t say anything, I can’t. I’m frozen in fear, and I fucking hate it. Bethany is standing a few feet away, a cruel smile on her lips as she clings to a tall, good-looking man. I don’t know him, just that he plays some sort of sport. 

Why the hell didn’t anyone warn me that she was coming to this? My sister must have seen her name on the guest list. 

“Cole. Breathe,” Naomi instructs. Her voice is like a calming presence, soothing my nerves. I look down at her, hating the vulnerability in my eyes. “She’s nothing. She’s no one. You’re better than her. She never deserved you.”

I hear her words, but I can’t seem to believe them right now.

“Cole,” Bethany’s voice is like a bucket of cold water being tossed over my head. I say nothing as she stops before me. “Have you met my new boyfriend? He’s an NBA player,” she coos. 

“Sup.” The man nods his head, his eyes wandering to Naomi. They light up with interest, and I’m hit with a sudden possessiveness of her. I glare at him, wrapping my arm around Naomi’s waist, and pulling her close to me.

“Hi,” I grind out.

Bethany gives Naomi a fake smile. “And who is this?”

I go to answer, but Naomi beats me to it. “His fiancé,” Naomi purrs, placing her hand on my chest as she lays her head against my shoulder. To say I’m shocked at her words is an understatement.

“What?” Bethany screeches. “You’re engaged? Since when?”

“It’s new, but exciting,” Naomi answers for me. “It was love at first sight. I knew right away Cole was something special, and I couldn’t let him go.”

I look down at Naomi, my heart pounding in my chest. I know this is all an act, but fuck, I’m liking what she’s saying more than I should. 

“You mean couldn’t let his money go,” Bethany huffs, jutting her chin out.

Naomi lets out an airy laugh. “No, honey. I don’t need money. I have plenty of that on my own. There’s more to life than the finer things money can buy. Like someone who loves you, cares for you, treats you like you’re the only person in the world for them.” Naomi leans in closer. “Helps when they can rock your world in all the best ways, if you know what I mean.”

I almost choke on my own spit at the look on Bethany’s face. “Cole, baby.” Naomi looks up at me. “Take me home? I’m tired.”

“Ah, yes.” I nod, and she smiles. Naomi reaches up, cupping the back of my head, and pulls me down. I have no idea what’s going on when she brings her lips to mine.

My eyes flutter close as I let out a little moan when she slips her tongue into my mouth. The kiss is short but so passionate, I no doubt have a hard on right now. When she breaks the kiss, I’m breathless, unable to look at her in anything but awe.

“If you don’t mind, Brittany, we must be going. Enjoy the rest of the night.”

“It’s Bethany!” she shouts after us as Naomi pulls me away.

When we get outside, we both burst into laughter. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah.” Naomi smiles up at me. “It was. I’m glad I could help.”

“Thank you. Really. I didn’t know I needed that until now.”

“I’m glad. That bitch needed to be put in her place. And I had fun.” Naomi shrugs.

“Me too.” I really did. Only thing is, I don’t want this to end. If I thought Naomi consumed my thoughts before, she’s living in my head rent-free now. I’m head over heels for this woman, wanting to know everything there is to know about her. I’m sorry, Nat, but I think we’re just going to have to share.

The only thing is, how do we get Naomi to stay when her job is done?
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Chapter 10
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Naomi

Looking down at my phone, I stare at Ezra’s text, wondering what the big, broody asshole wants. The man is not a fan of mine, to say the least, but I do catch him staring. Also, he totally liked watching his brother eat my cunt like his favorite meal.

The text is asking me to meet him in his office. It’s the first time I’ve been alone with him since he brought me to my desk at his father's office and warned me not to fuck the boss.

I shiver at the thought. Like I’d ever willingly be touched by that man. Shaking my head of past memories before they come racing back, I slip my phone in the pocket of my jeans, check my hair to make sure it’s perfect, then adjust my tits so they look amazing.

He might not like me, but I sure as hell enjoy watching him squirm in his seat when he can’t help but look at me.

With a little pep in my step, I make my way down to Ezra’s office to see what he wants to bitch at me about.

“Knock, knock,” I say, standing in the doorway of his office. He looks up at me, reading glasses perched on his nose. He sighs, taking them off and folding them, placing them on the desk. 

“Come in.” 

“Well, aren't we a cheery old chap this morning?” I laugh as I step in and over to the chair in front of his desk.

“Well, let's see. My father is god knows where after selling my sister to an evil man—whose son is now trying to get my sister in his clutches to hold her prisoner until his father comes to claim her. So what the fuck do I have to be happy about?” he sneers.

Nope, not happening. I will not allow this man to disrespect me. I’ve been nice enough, but this just won't do. The smile on my face slips, and I give him a sneer of my own. 

“Listen here, you pompous asshole. If you and your brothers didn’t play superhero, I would have been able to do my job. But here we are, nothing we can do about it. At least for you, you have me. Someone who can take out not only your father, but the man who is a threat to your sister. Even though you might have had access to your father to solve that problem, Jesús would still have been an issue because he’s an even bigger creep than your father. You wouldn’t have had a chance in hell. Most likely because you would have already been in prison. You need me. So stop being an asshole.”

His jaw ticks, his tongue gliding across his teeth. He says nothing, leaning back in his chair. 

“Heard you're engaged to my brother. You sure work fast,” he taunts, changing the subject while raising a brow.

I roll my eyes. “His ex was there, she's a real piece of work. I wanted to make sure she knew not to fuck with him. Nat helped me.”

“What's your game plan here?” he asks me, narrowing his eyes. “First you mess around with Reese, you're fake engaged to Cole, and don’t even get me started on the sounds coming from Nat’s room.”

My brows raise. “What's the big deal? I’m an adult, and so are they. Didn’t seem like I was hurting anyone. As for Reese and Nat, what I do in my sex life is none of your business.”

“They are my business,” he growls, slamming his hands down on the desk. “You don’t see it, but I do. They like you, Naomi, for whatever reason I don’t know. I don’t need you coming in here, messing with my siblings’ feelings, and then dipping out after the job is done, leaving me to pick up the pieces.”

“What are you talking about? It’s just a little fun. Nothing more.” I shift in my seat uncomfortably.

“Maybe to you, but not to them. Reese isn’t one to fixate on women. He plays for a night or two and moves on with his life. But not with you.” 

I’m not going to lie, I’ve been spending a lot of time with Reese and Nat. Sometimes alone, sometimes the three of us together. It’s fun, it’s easy. We laugh, joke around, and just enjoy each other's company. 

“And Nat. To get that woman to smile or laugh is next to impossible, yet she’s been unable to stop since you got here. Don’t get me wrong, I love seeing her happy, but what I’m not going to love is seeing how crushed she’ll be when you leave.”

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t starting to feel something for them, too. They make me feel things I never have before. Hell, I never enjoy someone's company enough to sit with them for more than ten minutes at a time, except my sister. 

“How can you make them fall for you and then leave? Because Cole is on his way there too. I don’t know what kind of witchy magic you have or if your vagina is just made of gold to hold them under a spell, but it’s cruel to lead someone on, only to crush them when you go.”

“It’s not like that,” I snap, my mind swarming with so many emotions and thoughts. “I like them, okay? They are both really amazing people. Cole too. But I can’t be what they want me to be. I’ll distance myself, I’ll stay away. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”

“Too late for that,” he snorts. “So you're going to just tuck your tail and hide? Going to pretend like you're a stranger to them?”

“I am.”

“Not anymore.” He states, raising a brow. “We might not know much about your past, but I think they’ve gotten to know you pretty well. Unless you're hiding something?” he snorts a laugh. “Of course you are.” He shakes his head. “You're too good to be true.”

“Fuck you!” I spit. “Even if we could be something more, I’d never be able to choose. But it doesn’t matter because this will never become anything, because once they know, once you all find out, no one is going to want me.”

I’m standing now, chest heaving, tears spilling down my cheeks. I hate it. I hate that I’m breaking in front of him.

“What are you talking about? Know what? What could be worse than being someone who fucking takes people's lives for a living?” he demands as he stands, both of us looking like angry bulls facing off with one another.

“You know nothing.” I laugh, shaking my head.

“Then enlighten me. What’s so bad that you don’t think they, or any of us, wouldn’t want anything to do with you?”

“Because of him!” I shout. “Do you know why it’s so fucking important for me to be the one to kill your father?”

He looks at me for a moment. “Because it was your job? You said so yourself.”

“Yes, he was assigned to me. But I’ve been fucking dreaming of this day for years! Pretty much my whole fucking life. To slice my knife across his neck, to watch the blood ooze out of him while the life drains from his eyes. To have him take his last breath by my hand after everything he did to me!”

I feel sick, my head pounding as the room spins. Everything I’ve been bottling up finally comes to the surface.

Ezra’s face drops, all the anger slowly leaving him at my words. “What did he do to you, Naomi?”

I let out a laugh. “The better question would be what didn’t he do to me! What did you think your father was doing when he would have one of his gentlemen meetings? You would have been what, twenty around that time, I’d say. Ever see him coming home with a little bit more pep in his step? Ever see him in a really good mood after he had a night out with his work buddies?”

“I–I don’t know.” He looks like a deer in headlights, unsure of where I’m going with this or how to react, so I enlighten him.

“Because if he did, I bet it was because he just got done doing something that he really enjoyed doing.” I step closer. “Wanna know what that was?” I ask him eagerly. “Wanna know what sick, fucked up things your father loved to do?”

Ezra’s face turns pale as he swallows hard, looking a little sick. “No? Well, I’m going to tell you anyway. While you and your siblings were at home with your mom, being loved and cared for, your father was at my foster father's house. Did you know your dad has a thing for redheads?” His eyes lock on my hair. “Yeah, just loved them. Guess what? I’m a natural redhead. Did you know your dad likes them young? Five year old little girls seem to be his thing. Sadly, old, sick fucks weren’t mine. While I should have been playing with dollies or coloring in picture books, I was being pinned down, having a bunch of sick things whispered in my ear while your father fucking raped me. So, you wanna know why I can’t stay after all of this is said and done? Because I couldn’t live a lie and keep this to myself if there was to be something more. And I couldn’t live with the way you would all look at me when you found out. So, there you go. Now you have it.”

He looks seconds away from puking, eyes welling with tears, while he just stands there in a state of shock.

I immediately regret opening my mouth as soon as I say my last words. I want to scream, cry, and I fucking hate it. To make matters worse, when I turn around to leave, I see Cole, Nat, and Reese standing there, all with horrified looks on their faces. “Fuck,” I whisper to myself. This is exactly what I knew would happen. The way they are looking at me, it fucking hurts.

I run out of the room, pushing past them. Nat calls out my name, but I ignore it and don’t stop until I’m in the guest room. 

A numbness falls over me as I strip out of my clothes and into a bath so hot it’s probably burning my skin. But I don’t care, I relish in the burn. It’s a nice distraction from the pain I finally let myself feel. Turns out, I’m not invincible; I am very much human. And it fucking sucks.


Ezra

I STARE AT THE DOOR dumbfounded, my siblings looking horrified at what they just overheard.

I feel sick, my stomach turning in waves at what she just said, and I need to sit down. I flop down heavily in my chair.

Nat’s sobs are what snap me out of it. “I’m gonna kill him,” she says, angry tears pouring down her face. “I knew he was a fucking monster, but... god.”

She puts her face in her hands as Reese wraps an arm around her. Cole’s attention is focused on the direction Naomi just took off in. 

I was a fucking asshole. I’ve been so set on staying away from her, convincing myself she was the bad guy, when all along I was; judging her before even getting to know her. Then, when I saw her getting close to my siblings, I was jealous. Everything seemed so easy with her and them, but I couldn’t bring myself to stay in the same room as her.

Fucked up thing is, I don’t even know why. At first, it was the fact that she kills people for a living, that she was a stranger sent here to kill my father. I didn’t know if we were next on that list.

Then I realized it was stupid to think that because she clearly isn’t a bad person. For a bit I thought it was an act, but then I saw the way she looked at my sister, my brothers, and I knew it wasn't.

I’m just a sour asshole who had his head too far up his ass to see what’s right in front of me. I chose to make her the bad guy because I hated that she was changing my siblings for the better, something I’ve been trying to do for years and failed at.

I’d taken on the father role at a young age, being ten years older than the twins and five years older than Cole. 

My mom did an amazing job, but she had her own demons to battle and wasn’t always in the best mindset to raise kids. I blame the monster who helped make us. He’s only ever cared about himself, money, and power.

Knowing that the nights he came home late, or not at all, he was out there hurting kids... He’s sick and vile and...god! I wish he was here right now so I could put a bullet through his fucking head.

“What do we do?” Reese asks, appearing at the seat in front of the desk. I must have slipped into my mind again, not realizing they were all crowded around me.

“What we don’t do is what she expected us to do,” Cole says. His voice is distant, his attention still pulled in Naomi’s direction before turning to look at us. “I’m not going to lie. Knowing what the man who made us, the man who we share blood with, did...” A mask of sorrow takes over his face. “Such horrible fucking things to her, it’s hard to hear. No one should ever have to live through that. Let alone a child.”

“How could he do that?” Nat asks, looking so broken. 

“Because he’s not human, Nat. The man is a fucking sick monster who deserves to rot in hell,” Reese spits. 

“And he will.” I nod. “We will make sure she gets what she came here for. His blood on her hands. His death is hers.”

“I hate that she thinks we would think less of her, or that we wouldn’t want her,” Nat comments, bringing her legs up and wrapping her arms around them, holding them close to her chest to make herself small. I haven’t seen her this broken before. She cares a lot about Naomi. I can see it even more now. She looks toward the door. “I wanna go to her. Can I?”

“Yeah,” I sigh. “In a moment. We don’t want her thinking that her fears were accurate.”

“Because they’re not,” Cole says. “While I wish more than anything that none of that happened to her, it doesn’t make me think of any less of her. She’s strong, funny, sweet, and amazing.”

“I don’t want her to leave,” Nat says. “I’ve been so afraid to feel anything for anyone after Becca. But Naomi, she’s... she’s different.”

“So, you want her? As more than just a friend?” Reese asks Nat, his face blank, but I know he’s waiting to be disappointed.

“Yeah,” Nat sniffs. “But so do you.”

“What?” Reese balks. “No, I don’t. I mean, she's fun and I enjoy being around her, but I’m not looking for anything serious right now.”

“I’m not asking if you want to marry the woman,” Nat sighs. “Just stating that you like her too.”

“I don’t know her that well, but I’d like to get to know her better,” Cole pipes in.

Nat smiles, nodding her head. “I thought as much.” She turns to me. “What about you?”

I look at her, confused. “I mean, I’m okay with her staying here. I know I’ve come off as an asshole these past few weeks, and I was wrong, that much I can admit.”

“But do you want her?” Nat asks.

“I don’t even know her,” I reply. But, I’m not going to lie, I’ve thought of kissing her sinful lips, feeling her soft warm skin under my hands as she screams around my cock. I’m not blind, and I’ve had no luck with keeping my mind from wandering, but I don’t know Naomi enough to want her from anything other than something sexual. And that's not something I plan on acting on, seeing as Nat is head over heels for her. Cole will quickly be right where Nat is, and even though Reese is in denial, he wants something more with her too.

“Not yet. But you will get that chance to get to know her better, and you're gonna fall for her just as hard as we have.” Nat gives me a knowing look.

I frown, not sure if I agree with her. Could I fall for Naomi? It’s too soon to tell. “So you're okay with this? That they like Naomi too?” I ask my baby sister, searching her eyes. “After everything that happened with Becca, we don’t want you to get hurt again.”

“I know.” She smiles softly. “And I love you guys for caring so much. But this is different. Becca didn’t want me, not like she wanted you three. But Naomi... I think she could love all of us if we tried.”

“We are getting way ahead of ourselves,” Reese huffs out a breath. “Let’s just be on the same page first and go from there. So, we are okay with each other being with Naomi? In intimate ways?”

“I mean, I don’t wanna hear it or see it.” Nat’s face scrunches up.

“Says the woman who could be heard through the whole house. I didn’t think I’d ever know what my twin sister sounded like when she... you know. I could go the rest of my life without hearing it again, thank you.” Reese gags. Nat’s face turns bright red as she flips her twin off.

“Fuck off.”

I roll my eyes at the two of them. “We’ll keep things how they’ve been. But don’t forget, we have a bigger problem looming that we can’t pretend isn’t an issue.”

“Trust me,” Nat mutters. “If anyone knows that, it's me.”

“We’ll get him,” Reese says, placing a hand on Nat’s arm. “He’s not going to take you from us.”

I’ve been so focused on trying to find my father, trying to find ways to protect my sister, my work has been neglected. I’ve taken a big step back from my father's firm, however I’d like to take it over, make it a place of my own, and cut ties with any dirty people that have my father under their belt. But for now, we need to get rid of the main sources of the problem. I won’t stop until he’s six feet under and my family is safe.

I am, however, glad to have some help. Naomi is saving our asses, and I owe her a lot for that. I need to stop thinking of her as the bad guy and work with her. 

Only thing is, I don’t know if I’ll be able to look at her without thinking about what my father did to her. Not because I’m disgusted by her or think of her in a lesser way, but because knowing what he did fills me with so much fucking anger. It makes me want to hunt him down and kill him with my own bare hands. 

When Naomi takes his life, I hope she makes it hurt. I hope she gets every bit of revenge, relief, or whatever it is she's looking for at the end of all of this. If anyone in this world deserves to take his life, it’s her.
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Chapter 11
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Naomi

The past few days, there has been a heavy awkwardness in the air. My blow up at Ezra is something I’m still kicking my ass about. It’s not how I wanted them to find out, but how do you sit down and tell someone about something like that?

A part of me wonders if I would have even bothered telling them at all, when my plan is to leave and move on with my life as soon as I kill Ivan.

But the reality is, I’ve already grown attached to this family. How ironic that the children of the man who ruined my life are the people who I’ve felt more for than anyone else.

I hate it. Kind of. Not really. Nat came into my room that night, pulled me into her arms, and I allowed myself to cry in front of her. I’ve never let anyone see me break before, but there’s always going to be a point where you can only hold so much in before everything spills over.

Her being there for me, whispering sweet words as she rubbed my back, and kissing my temple made me realize that I don’t want to move on, to leave these people behind in search of my happily ever after. Maybe, just maybe, they can be that for me. Fuck, the more time I spend around them, the more I want that to be true. Well, maybe not Ezra. That man needs to get his head out of his ass before I even consider feeling anything other than loathing toward him. He’s lucky I didn’t have my knife on me, or I would have stabbed him in the fucking throat.

But I was proven wrong. I thought the moment they knew what Ivan did to me, they wouldn’t be able to look at me the same. From that point, their stares would be filled with disgust or pity, but that hasn’t been the case. They’ve gone out of their way to talk to me, to make sure I know they don’t see me as less than. And that just makes it worse when it comes to trying to hold myself together.

They care about me. I’m not sure if it’s in the same way I’m feeling for them, but they care enough to know they want me around. That my past isn’t a deal breaker for them. I’m not used to having people care this much about me. The only other person I’ve allowed myself to love, or be loved by, is my sister.

I slipped out of the house this morning in the early hours to do some digging. After getting in touch with some of my contacts, I found out that Manuel wasn’t too happy about my little stunt with his men and has been trying to find out who killed them.

So, how did I repay him? I killed three more of his men. Men who thought they could try to kill the guys I hired to protect Nat. 

They didn’t get the chance to, though. On my way back, I saw them and took them out before anyone could fucking blink. Sadly, I wasn’t as lucky with these unplanned kills as I was with the last two, and I couldn’t leave my calling card this time. Oh well, their bodies are chilling in some flower bushes, so it’s close enough.

“Where have you been?” Ezra’s voice has me jumping as I close the door behind me.

Spinning around, I lock eyes with his hard ones. His brows jump in surprise when he sees the sight of me. “Take a fucking photo, it’ll last longer,” I mutter as I push past him.

“Are you... is that blood?” he asks. 

“Not mine.” I head into the downstairs bathroom.

“Whose is it then?” he questions, and I shoot him a glare over my shoulder.

“Who do you think? Manuel sent more men,” I huff, turning the water as hot as I can stand it while I scrub the crimson from my hands. I don’t even care about DNA at this point. The cops won't get involved, Manuel will find their bodies first when he hasn’t heard from them in a while. This is the bloodiest I think I’ve ever been. Usually, I’m careful not to get too dirty, to leave my kills swift and easy. Only my emotions have been riding me harder than I’m used to. I’m losing my touch, and I don’t seem to give a fuck right now.

“Fuck,” Ezra curses. “He’s quickly becoming a problem.”

“Yeah. One I plan on getting rid of. He might be the son of a crime lord, but his father doesn’t give a shit about him. Manuel is just some sad man who is trying to gain Daddy's approval. He thinks by getting Nat for his dad that he will win some kind of brownie points. He's just sending his father's lackeys to die. And Jesús couldn’t care less because all the people who are worth his time and energy are with him on the other side of the fucking world, not here.”

“So you're going to kill Manuel?” Ezra asks, leaning against the doorway. 

Grabbing a hand towel from the rack, I nod my head. “Yeah. When? I’m not too sure just yet. But I’ve already broken my own rules a few times now, so why not do it again and get rid of a bigger problem?”

He looks at me with a pinched brow, but I don’t explain myself. “Can we talk?” he asks after a few moments of silence.

“Why?” I counter. “You wanna tell me more about how I’m gonna mess with your siblings’ heads and then leave them high and dry? I don’t wanna hear it, okay?”

“No,” he says, his voice too soft for the Ezra I’ve become accustomed to. He steps into the bathroom, crowding me. My breath hitches in my chest when he cups my face, looking down at me with eyes full of regret. “I want to apologize. I was an asshole.”

“You think?” I meant for it to come out snippy, but I’m too caught off guard by the fact that his large hands are touching me in such a tender way that it comes out more breathy than I’d like. 

He gives me a crooked smile that doesn’t help. “I’m sorry, Naomi. I was out of line, and I was too quick to judge you. I didn’t bother to get to know you before accusing you of things that weren’t a part of your intentions. Not to make excuses for myself, but I’ve been stressed with everything regarding my dad and sister. My siblings are my life, and one of them is in danger. Then some sexy, little redhead comes out of nowhere in the middle of all the chaos and threw me for a loop.”

“You think I’m sexy?” I ask, sounding way too dazed. Really, Naomi? What the hell is wrong with you?

He grins wider now, and I can’t help but enjoy this look on Ezra. He’s a good-looking man, but seeing him smile instead of having a stick up his ass is a nice change. “Naomi, you are stunning. You caught my attention from the moment I laid eyes on you. It’s partly why I’ve been so cold. You caught me off guard, something I’m not used to.”

“That makes two of us,” I admit on a sigh.

“Let me make things right. Let me make it up to you and show you I’m sorry.”

“I don’t know,” I say skeptically.

His chuckle does weird but wonderful things to my belly. “Please? And you don’t have to distance yourself from the others. I don’t want that. They wouldn’t want that. Can we just forget everything I so stupidly said the other day? You're good for them, Naomi. I know all of this is happening fast, and it’s not something any of us are used to, but I believe in fate.”

“You do?” I question. I’m not sure if I’m a big believer in fate, but I am a big believer that everything happens for a reason. 

“You’ve changed them all in a good way. You're good for them. Please don’t leave.”

I bite my lower lip as I look up at him, sincerity shining brightly in his eyes. For a moment, I wonder if he’s going to kiss me. And if he did, would I pull away from him? 

But I don’t get the chance to find out, because Reese interrupts us. “There you are,” Reese says. “I’m heading into work—” He cuts himself off when he sees me. “Oh. Sorry.” 

“It’s okay,” I say, slipping on a bright smile. “Work, huh? Mind if I tag along?” I’ve been stuck in this house again for far too long. I need to get out of here before I go crazy.

“Yeah.” His face lights up. “We're closed to the public, but we’re catering a big event in a few days. Not something we normally do, but it’s being put on by a foundation that Cole donates to, so I couldn’t turn them down when they asked.”

“That’s sweet of you.” I give Ezra a look, but he just smiles back softly.

“Go, have fun. You deserve it.” A part of me wants to sink into his big burly arms. But I shake myself out of that thought and follow after Reese. 

I truly felt like Ezra meant his apology, and it’s nice to have gotten one from him, but was he serious about me staying? Was that referring to after I get rid of his father, or is he asking me not to leave now and risk ruining the plan?

Whatever it is, it’s nice not having him looking at me like I’m an inconvenience for once.


Reese

THIS WOMAN HAS THROWN me for a loop and I don’t know what to do about it. When I’m around her, I smile more, laugh more, and never want my time with her to end. When I’m at work, I’m wishing I’m with her, and I often find myself sad when she leaves to go to bed, or is hanging out with Nat. 

I’ve been daydreaming often enough about her smile, her laugh, her fucking sexy as hell body that I’ve fucked up more than enough meals. So much so, my staff has been genuinely concerned about me.

Hearing what my sick fuck of a father did to her... I never felt so much rage in my life. More than when I found out what he had planned for Nat, because at least we got to save her. No one was there to save Naomi. And I hate it. I hate him. And I’ll stand there with a smile on my face when I watch him take his last breath by her hand. 

I’ve been so worried about hurting Nat by having an interest in Naomi, I didn’t think to ask her, to talk about it and see what she thought. She’s made it clear that she’s willing to share.

It might be weird to others, the idea of sharing a lover with your siblings, but not for me. It’s kind of always been something we’ve had in the back of our minds. We are each other's worlds. Nothing means more to us than our relationship with one another.

It’s partly why I think none of us were quick to find a partner. We didn’t want someone to take up so much of our time or our lives, leaving less and less time to be there for family.

None of us want to move away and start a new life. So sharing a lover, it fixes all of that. Naomi, she could be that one for us. And the more I try to tell myself I don’t want her, the more I’m fooling myself.

“Stop looking at me like that,” Naomi mutters as she glares over at me, pausing with the icing bag in her hand.

“Like what?” I chuckle, smirking as I swipe a bit of the frosting from one of the cupcakes with my finger and wipe it on her nose. 

She gapes at me, making me grin wider. “We’re supposed to be decorating the cupcakes, not each other.” She’s trying to look angry, and it’s fucking adorable. But I can see the smile she’s trying to hide.

“But why? This seems so much more fun,” I tease, my voice low and husky. I’ve spent the past few hours with her, baking our little hearts out to get ready for this event. We normally don’t do baked goods, but we’ve made an exception for this event. Only thing is, it turns out no one but Naomi and I know anything about baking.

So I’m more than grateful she came along with me today.

I’m not stupid, I know what she was doing. I saw the blood on her hands when she came into the house. At the time, I didn’t know it was because she took out more people threatening Nat’s safety. But I knew it wasn’t pointless. Naomi doesn’t seem like someone who kills for the fun of it, it has to have meaning; not that I think she doesn’t enjoy what she does.

Is it fucked up of me to think that it’s hot?

During the time we’ve spent together, I made sure to show her that I don’t pity her, that her past doesn’t change how I see her. What I think and even feel about her is still the same.

I’ve made her laugh and smile, and fuck if it didn’t make my chest swell with happiness each time she did.

There’s something about Naomi that sets her apart from all the other women from my past. She doesn’t want me for my money, power, or my body. She asks me questions, gets to know me, and actually seems interested in what I have to say. She’s too soft, but not too sweet, and has just enough sass and backbone. She’s perfect. The realization hits me hard; I’m falling for this little killer, and I’m not even mad about it.

“Reese.” I think she meant to say my name as a warning, but it comes out breathy when I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her in and pressing her body against mine.

“Tell me you don’t feel this.” Bringing my hand up, I brush the hair out of her face that fell from her bun of messy red locks. I smile at the flour on her cheeks. “I want you, Naomi.”

“You do?” she asks, sounding surprised by my words. 

“I do.” I lean forward, brushing my lips against hers, loving the breath she sucks in and the way she leans into my touch. 

“Kiss me,” she all but whimpers. So I do, removing the small gap between us while releasing a low rumble from deep in my chest. Our moans mingle, lips parting, and tongues dancing together.

She tastes like sunshine and fucking sin. She clutches at my shirt, trying to pull my body closer to hers. 

Gripping her hips, I lift her up onto the counter. Her legs wrap around my waist, feet locking behind me. I growl, grinding my cock against her warm center. She’s wearing a dress, giving me easy access to her tempting body. 

“Oh,” she gasps into my mouth as she starts to rock her core against me. I’m painfully hard, hissing with pleasure every time she presses down.

“I’m going to fuck you,” I pant out, looking down at her with feral eyes. “I’m going to lay you down, pull your panties aside and thrust my cock deep inside your tight, wet pussy.”

I don’t sound like myself; where is this even coming from? But fuck, she makes me crazy, makes me lose my fucking mind.

“Please,” she moans, kissing me again.

I lay her down so she’s flat on her back. She looks up at me with lidded eyes, waiting for me to do what I just promised. But I don’t—at least not right away.

Sliding my hands up her body, I feel her tremble under my touch, making my cock twitch. They stop at the swell of her breasts. I pull down the top of her dress, grinning when I see that she’s not wearing a bra. She watches me, lips parted, chest rising and falling with her labored breathing.

“Fuck,” I whisper when I take in her pretty pink nipples. They’re hard and aching for my touch. Grabbing the bag of icing, I watch her curious eyes as I leave a swirl of icing covering her harden peak before doing the same to the other one.

She looks at me with a raised brow, but I just smirk, holding her eyes as I lean over her, wrapping my lips around one and sucking.

Her eyes roll back as she presses her chest upward, shoving her tit into my face. “Reese,” she moans as I suck and lap at her breast. “Please.”

I don’t give in right away, pulling away from her breast with a pop before moving over to the next one.

“Reese.” She lets out an impatient growl as she wiggles under me. “Fuck me.”

Taking one last suck and licking the last of the icing away, I straighten myself up to move back enough to give myself room to free my cock from my pants. 

I’d be lying if I said I haven’t been thinking about what it would be like to sink my cock into her hot, wet pussy. It’s been on my mind every time I’ve jerked off since she’s come to stay with us.

I haven’t been with another woman since we met. I have no want or need for anyone else other than her.

“Do you want this?” I taunt, stroking myself slowly. She leans up on her elbows, her eyes zeroing in on my cock.

She licks her lips and nods. “Please?” She’s an eager one, reaching down to pull her panties to the side. My eyes snap down, and I growl when I see how wet she is for me. Her pussy lips glisten with her arousal, and I’m brought back to the day at the house where I ate her until she was cumming on my face.

I’d like to do that again very fucking soon, but right now I need to feel her wrapped around my dick, to pump into her as she cries out my name.

Stepping forward, I angle my cock and rub the pre-cum from the tip against her folds. She’s breathing heavily, watching every movement. But when I press the tip inside, her head falls back as she collapses back against the counter. 

I watch my length slowly enter her, her pussy taking me inch by inch. “So fucking perfect.” I groan at the feeling of her walls tightening around my cock like she’s trying to suck me in faster.

“Reese,” she whines. 

“Good things come to those who wait, Naomi,” I say through gritted teeth. Truth be told, the reason why I’m not fucking her right now is because I’d probably blow my load too soon. I’m trying to get a hold of myself, but fuck, it’s hard knowing I’m inside her.

When I’m finally fully in, I take a moment to find my bearings.

Naomi, on the other hand, doesn’t have it in her to wait anymore. She starts to fuck herself on my length, rocking up and down, her heels digging into my ass.

“More,” she pants out, and I don’t have it in me to hold back anymore.

Grabbing her legs, I pry them from my hips and place them over my shoulders. Kissing her ankle, my tongue flicks out, licking it before surging forward.

She cries out, fingers curling against the countertop. “Yes!”

“Fuck, Naomi,” I groan as I start to pound into her, something inside me unleashing. “You feel so good.”

“Harder,” she demands, and I happily oblige.

Sweat beads down my nose, lining my brow as I work my hips, trying really hard not to cum too soon.

But with the way she looks—blissed out with her lips parted and eyes heavy-lidded while looking up at me with a desperate need to cum, her breasts bouncing with each thrust—it’s really fucking hard.

Needing to make sure she cums with me, I bring my thumb down and press it to her clit, loving the cry that leaves her swollen lips as I start to work her over. Her pussy clenches around me as she whimpers and whines with pleasure.

I know when I’m hitting her sweet spot because she starts to get louder. “Fuck, yes. Right there, Reese. Don’t stop, please don’t fucking stop.”

I couldn’t even if I wanted to. I feel my orgasm rising fast, and I add a little bit more pressure to her clit, trying not to ruin the rhythm I’m fucking her in, staying just where she needs me.

“Yes! Oh, oh, oh, yes! Yes, fuck!” she sobs out.

“Cum for me, Naomi. Fuck!” I need to cum, I can’t last any longer. My balls tighten, and I groan as my cock starts to jerk inside her, filling her with ropes of my cum.

It seems to trigger her own release, her pussy gripping me tightly as her back arches off the countertop. “Reese!” she screams as her body shakes and shatters under me. 

We’re both panting heavily as I place my forehead against her calf. 

“You better not fucking use those cupcakes for the event,” an annoyed voice huffs. 

My eyes snap up and lock on my twin sister. She’s on the other side of the restaurant, arms crossed and brows raised. 

“Oh, fuck,” I whisper. 

Naomi tilts her head back and whimpers.

But my sister doesn’t look mad, just... amused?

“Really, Reese?” she scoffs, rolling her eyes. “Next to the food?”

“I’m... sorry?”

“Nat.” Naomi tries to get up as Nat walks over to us. I step closer, using Naomi’s dress to hide where we’re joined.

“Shhh,” Nat soothes Naomi, and she lies back down, looking up at Nat as she leans over. “I’m not mad.”

“You’re not?” I try not to groan when Naomi grips me harder with Nat’s admission. This is so fucking weird, but I don’t want to do or say anything to piss off my sister and fuck this all up.

“No.” She kisses Naomi Spider-Man style. “I just want you to be happy.”

“I am. But Nat... I like you too.” 

“I know.” Nat giggles. “And as weird as this is—because trust me, right now it’s really fucking weird, and I don’t want to do this again anytime soon—I can share you. If that’s what you want?”

My heart hurts for my sister as she waits to be rejected. And I know that’s what she’s waiting for. But of course my little killer isn’t going to do that. She smiles up at Nat, pulling her down for another kiss. “I’d love that. If you're sure that you're okay with it?”

Nat fucking beams at Naomi. “I am.”

I clear my throat. “I hate to ruin the moment, but I’m still inside her, and well... my dick isn’t hard anymore. So...”

“Gross.” Nat slaps her hands over her ears. “No more. Shut up. I’m going to wait in the office. There’s security outside, and Ezra brought me here, so he’s already in the office. He dipped out the moment we got in.”

“Oh, well, lovely. Isn’t this a whole family affair? All we're missing is Cole,” I groan. 

Naomi giggles, and the sound makes any anger drift away. “Don't worry, he was on a video chat with me when I walked in. He heard a bit before he ended the call,” Nat calls out as she walks away.

“Of course he fucking did,” I sigh, pulling free from Naomi.

She sits up and watches me, waiting to see the regret on my face, but there’s none. “Stop.” I cup her cheek and kiss her lips. “I regret nothing. I couldn’t when it comes to you.”

She smiles, seeming pleased with my answer.

We clean up in a comfortable silence and toss any of the food nearby us. Thankfully, we made more than enough and the loss won’t hurt the event.

I’m not sure what any of this means for us. We will have my dad to deal with, but I’m excited to see where it goes. And fuck, I hope when it’s all over and done, Naomi stays. I don’t think I could let her go without a fight.
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Chapter 12
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Naomi

“Seriously?” I groan as Ezra and I step out of the car. 

“What?” he asks, looking over at me with a pinched brow.

“I just wanted to go to the grocery store with you, get out of the fucking house, and do something normal for once,” I huff, eyeing up the fuckers across the parking lot.

“Okay... and why can't you do that?” he asks me, sounding like he has no idea what I’m going on about.

“Because Manuel sent more of his men. Black car, your five o’clock,” I inform, and Ezra follows my line of sight.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “What do we do?” 

“Nothing.” I close the car door and start heading toward the store.

“What?” Ezra mutters as he catches up with me. “What do you mean, nothing? What if they try something?”

“They won’t. They want to distract us while we're out and send men over to your place to get Nat.”

He grabs me by the arm to stop me, looking down at me with fury in his eyes. “What the fuck, Naomi! We should be getting back in the car and going the fuck home!”

“Why?” I ask, tilting my head to the side. “They’re not going to get close to Nat. She’s tucked away in the house.” I shrug. “Also.” My eyes light up with glee. “Wanna know my favorite part about you guys living in like the middle of nowhere?”

“What?” He continues to glare at me.

I pull up my phone and show him the live security camera footage. “This.” 

We look at my phone, watching a man make his way across the grass toward their house. He thinks he’s gotten past the hired help, and I guess he has, but he’s not out of the woods.

“Naomi!” Ezra hisses. “What the fuck! We need to call them, to warn them. We need to go.” He’s angry and frantic, and totally ruining my good mood.

“Just wait,” I huff. “Watch.”

He glares at me, but flicks his eyes back down to the phone. The guy makes it a few more feet then... boom.

“Did he just... was that...?”

“I set up land mines around your property.” I giggle. “Don’t worry, everyone else knows about them, and I can control them with my phone. So you won't accidentally get blown to pieces.”

“Why didn’t you tell me until just now?” he growls.

“Oops,” I say, face flushing a little. “To be fair, I just had them installed last night. I didn’t think we would be seeing them in action already.”

I click over to see the other cameras. “They left.” Looking over my shoulder, I see the black car that was watching us zoom away too. “And so did they. See, nothing to worry about.” I beam up at Ezra, who’s looking at me like he doesn’t know if he wants to fuck me or choke me. I mean, I’m down for both.

I have a feeling angry fucking him would be an out of this world experience. Before my little melt down in front of him, I would have said fuck that to having sex with him, but I don’t know, he seems to have changed a lot the in past few days.

He’s not as pissy, or as moody. He’s still worried sick about his sister, and rightly so. He’s been spending a lot of time doing the research part, not that he needs to bother. I already got as much as any of us could on what’s going on. Sadly, Ivan is still MIA, and no luck on finding any leads. 

The waiting is pissing me off, and with each passing day, I’m getting a little bit more restless. I don’t like sitting on my ass and doing nothing. But I can’t risk going on a trip around the world to find him when he could pop up and take Nat while I’m away.

I could bring Nat with me, but that’s too much of a risk, and I’m not willing to put her on the line.

After what happened with Reese at his restaurant, things have been good at the Parson’s house. I’ve gotten closer with everyone, even Ezra. Just not in the same way as Nat and Reese. 

Nat told me about her ex-best friend, Becca, and I still want to find the bitch and stab her. But her loss is my gain. Because I was thinking things with this family were just going to be fun, a pit stop of pleasure before I find my happily ever after; I didn’t stop to think that maybe these people are meant to be mine.

But I know being with Nat and Reese can’t be a long-term thing without Cole and Ezra. I have a feeling Cole won’t be an issue. I see the way he looks at me, the blush on his cheeks any time we make eye contact, or the shy smile he gives me. He’s a sweetheart, and I’ve already fallen for him. Maybe not as hard as Nat, or how I’m getting there with Reese, but I feel something for him. He’s sexy, sweet, kind, and I have the urge to just protect him from the world. 

Ezra; I’m still not sure where we stand. He’s a work in progress, and I’m not sure what the end game will be with him. He’s too focused on his father to open up. And I get it. I didn’t plan for this to be a vacation where I fall in love. It’s just how things are turning out. Not that I’m in love with anyone. It’s too soon for that. But I do feel strongly about all of them in different ways. I’m just not sure how they feel about me.

I do have to admit, I’m fucking shocked that the more they find out about my past and the reason why killing Ivan Parson needs to be done by my hands, they haven’t treated me with kid gloves. I should have given them the benefit of the doubt. But it’s hard for me to see the good in people I don’t know. I’ve seen so much fucked up shit in my life, I can’t help but assume the worst. It’s my own fault and something I’m going to need to work on.

“Ahh. Sorry about the clean up.” I cringe. “Hope you're not squeamish.”

His face pales. “You mean... are you going to make me pick up body parts?”

“Come on. Let’s go get what’s on Reese’s list, and when we get back, you and I can do it together. Kind of like a bonding exercise.” I grin, trying not to laugh at the fact that he looks three seconds away from puking.

“That’s fucked up. You know that, right?”

I just shrug. “It’s okay, big guy. If you have a squeamish belly, I won’t hold it against you. It’s not for everyone.”

He growls, pulling me into his arms. My eyes widen as he looks down at me through lidded eyes. “You're a brat. You know that, right?”

“I have my moments.” I bite my lower lip, and his eyes track the movement as we just stand here in the middle of the parking lot. I think he’s about to kiss me, but a car honks at us, snapping us out of the moment.

He clears his throat, and we head inside. I’m cursing the car out in my mind for a good ten minutes because fuck, I really wanted him to kiss me.

Is it messed up of me that I want them all? No, it’s not wrong to want more than one person. The heart wants what the heart wants.

But it is kind of weird that they’re all siblings, right? Maybe? Just a little?

Not that I should care, I kill people for a living. It’s not like I’m living by society's rules.

While my mind overthinks every little thing, we get our shopping done and are out of the store and on our way home in no time.

“You okay?” Ezra asks as we pull into the property. 

“What?” I ask, blinking up at him. “Oh, yeah, sorry. I’m fine, just thinking.”

He stops the car and turns to me. “About what?” 

Do I tell him? I’m sure he already knows how his brothers and sister feel. We haven’t exactly been hiding our affection. And I kind of love it too; having people whose faces light up when they see me or to have a hard time keeping their hands to themselves around me.

“Are you mad that I’m... involved with Nat and Reese?”

He sighs, looking out the window. “No. I’m not.”

“Would you be mad if I said I was interested in Cole, too?” My heart pounds as I wait for his response.

It takes a few moments of him looking out the front window before he turns to me. “I’m going to be honest, I wasn’t expecting any of this. You coming into our lives and turning them upside down.”

My stomach sinks with disappointment at his words, and I turn away, not able to meet his eyes. But he grabs my chin, gently turning my face back to his. “But you’ve done so in some of the best ways possible.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, my voice soft.

“Before you came along, Nat was this serious person. She never let herself have fun, always putting work first. She made herself so closed off that she never had time to find love, someone to spend her life with. And I think that was the point. She let some stupid girl get into her head, and it fucked her up. She didn’t allow herself to feel for another woman until you.” He smiles at me. “A lot of it was because in our society, being gay or lesbian isn’t something that is very supported. A hardworking woman has enough trouble being taken seriously, add on the fact that she likes other women, the rich pricks go wild. So, she put work first before her own heart. You’ve knocked down those walls. I couldn’t be mad at you for making my sister happy.”

“I care about her, a lot,” I admit. “She’s an amazing woman.”

“She is.” He nods. “As for Reese...” He huffs out a laugh. “He was the opposite of his twin sister in a lot of ways. All he ever wanted to do was have fun, party, drink and...” He looks at me, grimacing. “Have sex. The only thing he’s ever taken seriously was his restaurant and our family. He wanted to be young and carefree. That meant never caring enough about a woman to spend more than one night with her. But you? You seem to have captured his attention in all the best ways.”

“I’m not sure how long that’s going to last,” I admit my insecurities that have been plaguing me from the beginning when it comes to Reese. “He’s a playboy. Why would he want to stop that kind of life just to be with me? When I can’t just be with him?”

“You don’t give yourself enough credit or see the power you hold over others, Naomi.” He looks out the window. “As for Cole? I know you two haven’t had enough time to get as close as the other two, but I’ve seen a change in him, too. He would lock himself up in his room, spending hours, even days, working on his paintings and only coming out to eat or use the bathroom. He hardly left the house, and when he did, it was for events that would set him back. His ex, the one you met, would go out of her way to make sure of it.” He gives me a cocky grin. “But I guess you took care of that, didn’t you?”

“You know, I’m not actually engaged to him, right?” I snort. “I did that to give the bitch a taste of her own medicine.”

“True, and I know he knows it, too. But the media? Yeah, there’s no turning back time.”

I groan. “I’ve seen the articles. They even have our wedding planned out for us. Did you know we're getting married on the beach with only our closest friends and family around?”

“Oh, yeah.” He chuckles. “Heard that Taylor Swift was going to sing at your reception too.”

I burst out laughing. “God, the media really does like to make up lies.”

“I mean, according to them, he’s getting married to Rachel Green.” Ezra chuckles again. 

“I guess that’s who I am. For now.” I shrug. “I don’t mind. It gives me time to deal with all of this first.”

“Yeah,” he says. We hold each other's stare, and I wait for him to include himself in this conversion. But, when he breaks the stare off and opens the door, my heart drops. “Come on, let’s get this place cleaned up,” he groans.

“Yeah.” I force some cheeriness into my words. “It’s like a fucked up scavenger hunt.”

“Fuck me.” 

***
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THE HOUSE IS QUIET today. Nat is working from home, held up in her office on the phone most of the day. Ezra is in court defending a client, and Reese is at work.

That gives me a chance to see what Cole’s up to today. He’s been working on another piece of art, but he won’t let me see it. Told me when he’s done he will, so I’ve been patiently waiting.

But I’m bored, and I’ve been craving more time with him. The need to get to know him better is riding me hard.

So, I find myself outside his bedroom door. Giving it a light knock, I wait.

He answers it a minute later. My pupils expand as I take him in. Fuck me, he looks so damn sexy. He’s shirtless, his muscles on display. His curly black hair is rumpled, some pieces falling into his face. 

When I finally meet his eyes, he has a shy look on his face with a soft smile. “Hey.”

“Hey,” I reply, trying to clear the dirty, dirty thoughts from my mind. “I wanted to see if you wanted to hang out.”

“Really?” he asks me, sounding a little surprised.

“Of course.” I laugh. “We haven’t had much time together since the night of the fundraiser.” 

“Sorry about that.” He blushes. “I guess I’ve been pretty holed up in here. It’s not that I didn’t want to be around anyone, it’s just...” He sighs. “When the inspiration hits, I can’t seem to stop until it’s all out of my system. But you just so happened to stop by at the right time. I just finished up.”

My face lights up. “Oh! Can I see what you’ve been working on?” The painting he did of me is burnt into my mind. I’ve never felt so beautiful, so seen, than when I looked at what he created. The time, the detail, he put into it. It’s stunning. No way was I letting anyone else have that. I’d love to keep it for myself, but I could tell how much it meant to him. So I’ll let him keep it. But maybe we could put it up in the house, show it off. 

I find it kind of odd that out of all the paintings they have up around the house, none of them are done by him.

“Oh.” He scratches the back of his head. “Ahh. I don’t know.”

“Please.” I pout, batting my eyelashes. I won’t push him if he really doesn’t want me to see.

But he steps back, opening the door for me. “Sure. Just don’t judge me, okay?”

“I’d never,” I reassure, stepping into his room. I’m only a few steps in before I stop, eyes widening in surprise. “Wow,” I whisper as I slowly look around the room.

It’s truly an artist's space, that’s for sure. The room is massive, easels and canvases everywhere, paint and brushes scattered around the room in a sea of colors. 

There’s a bed in here, but it’s tucked away in the far corner of the room, like it’s only used because Cole needs to sleep. I don’t think Cole would sleep if it wasn’t required to. 

“Sorry about the mess,” he says, coming to stand behind me.

“Don’t be.” I spin around to face him, giving him a soft smile. “This is your safe place. It should be however you want it to be.”

He smiles, making my heart skip a million beats. God, he’s so handsome. His bright blue eyes are a work of art all on their own. 

Something behind him catches my eye. I step past him and walk over to the wall of paintings. All of them are different variations of me.

“Cole,” I whisper, the back of my eyes stinging with tears. “These are... me?”

“Some of my best work.” His voice is a murmur as his fingers skate down my arms, making my whole body erupt in a shiver. “I can’t stop, Naomi. The need to paint you... it’s almost too much.”

“I love them.” I keep my voice low, arousal filling my belly as he steps up behind me. My eyes flutter close as my head tilts to the side.

“You have no idea just how magnificent you are. You’re a work of art on your own, I could never make anything better than the real thing.”

“Cole,” I whimper as his lips meet my neck, soft and tender.

“Let me paint you. Let me paint your untouched skin. Be my canvas?”

“Okay.” I suck in a breath as he sucks on my neck. I almost cry out when he steps away from me, only to give himself enough room to take my shirt off. 

He spins me around, his eyes lowering to my breasts. My nipples are hard, partly because it’s cold, mostly because I’m turned on.

He lowers himself, kissing his way down my body, between the valley of my breasts and stopping right above my belly button. His eyes flick up, and I watch him, chest rising and falling quickly as he stares at me with lidded eyes. 

His fingers grip the waistband of my shorts, pulling them down, taking my underwear with them, until he’s eye level with my pussy.

Cole lets out this guttural groan that has my thighs growing slick. But he doesn’t taste me, doesn’t try anything just yet.

He rises to his feet, taking a step back. I feel powerful with the way he’s looking at me; his pupils so blown, licking his lips as he takes me in, in all my naked glory.

Saying nothing, he grabs my hand and pulls me to the middle of the room. Letting go of my hand, I watch as he rushes around with a determined look on his face as he grabs brushes and paints of different colors.

Dropping them to the ground at my feet, he scoops me up and lays me on the floor. I let him do what he wants—not asking, just observing—as he does his thing. 

First, he fixes my hair, fanning it out below me before positioning my body the way he wants me. 

Then he stands again, stripping down to nothing but his boxers. I try not to moan as I take in his gorgeous body. He’s hard, his cock pressing against the fabric of his boxers, but he doesn’t touch himself, almost like he’s not even aware of his state of arousal. 

Dropping to his knees, he straddles my waist. And then he gets to work. I have no idea how long I lay there, feeling the coolness of the paint dry on my skin or the way the brushes tickle me, making my skin pebble.

I don’t realize I’ve shut my eyes until I feel him still above me. Over time, he moved down my body, covering every inch of exposed flesh. 

My eyes flutter open, and when I see his hungry gaze, I find myself spreading my thighs for him, eager for him to finally take me. 

“Not yet,” he mumbles. “Can I... can I take some photos? I promise I won’t show anyone... but, god.” He groans. “So fucking stunning. So perfect. I can’t bear to think about losing this for good.”

“You can.” I nod. And he’s up on his feet, running over to the table in the room. He comes back with a very expensive looking camera. He positions me again, angling my legs and arms how he wants. “Arch your back,” he instructs, holding the camera up. “Just like that.” He snaps a ton of photos, continuing with his directions. 

“Fuck it,” he growls, taking me by surprise. He tosses the camera on his bed before rushing over to me. Ridding himself of his boxers, he drops to the ground, grabbing my thighs and opening them wide. “I need to be inside you. Please?” he begs me with a desperate look in his eyes.

“Take me, Cole. I’m yours.” 

He lowers himself over my body, the head of his cock brushing through my wet folds. “Never seen anything so beautiful. So perfect,” he mutters before pressing forward.

I gasp as I feel his cock fill me, inch by inch. My nails dig into his arms, pleasure coiling tight already from the erotic tease of him painting my skin. 

Cole slowly fucks me, soft and sweet, as his eyes roam my body. Long, deep thrusts quickly drive my body into a building orgasm. 

“Be my canvas, Naomi. Let me wipe everything away to be used over and over again. A never ending work of art.”

“Anything you want,” I pant out, my belly flooded with heat. His grunts and the way his brows furrow as he concentrates on how he’s fucking me has me racing toward my orgasm. The feeling of his long, hard cock rubbing against my inner walls combined with his tip hitting me in just the right spot forces me to cum. Screaming his name as my body locks up. It hits me out of nowhere, my eyes squeezing shut, back arching off the floor.

“Mesmerizing,” Cole breathes before letting out a groan. His cock pulses within me, sending his hot release deep inside me.

The only sounds in the room are our heavy breathing mingling together as we catch our breaths. 

Cole kisses my forehead before wrapping his arms around my body, pulling me onto him as he flips us, his cock still inside me as I snuggle in close.

His fingers lazily trail up and down my spine, lulling me to sleep. I’m almost out when I feel him press a kiss to the top of my head. “Please stay,” he murmurs so quietly. “I need you. We need you.”

Little did I know, in this moment, just how much I needed them, wanted them. Maybe this wasn’t supposed to be my last stop before I start my new life. Maybe they were meant to be that life. My forever home.
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Chapter 13
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Naomi

“So damn boring.” 

Looking next to me, I grin at the young teenage girl. “What are you here for?”

Ezra is in court right now. He’s fighting to help a mom get the money she’s owed from some slumlord who didn’t give a shit about keeping up with health codes in his apartment buildings. The poor woman's house was infested with mold. Sadly, she didn’t have anywhere else to go, and her landlord did shit-all to help get rid of it. As a result, her little boy got sick. Bad enough he needed to be hospitalized with a number of health issues.

Ezra took her case pro bono, and I know this woman will get the money she deserves. The fucked up part is, the man who owns the building is a fucking millionaire. Gotta love low-life assholes who buy property, jack up rent, and neglect to take care of the people living in their buildings all so that they can make more money. Ezra thinks he’s going to be able to win enough to pay for the hospital bills as well as a few years to live off in a better place.

He might seem like an asshole to me, but I see the way he cares about the people he’s helping. Ezra owns a few properties of his own, and offered the mother and her children a place to stay. I’m gonna give him brownie points in my book for that one.

“My mom’s in there,” she answers, hitching a thumb at the door next to us. 

“Oh,” I say, assuming that she’s referring to the woman Ezra is helping. 

“Yeah. I wish I could be in there, but my mom says I have a big mouth, and last time I cursed out the asshole who made my baby brother sick. Now, I’m not allowed in there. Such bullshit!”

I can’t help but grin. “I’m going to have to agree with you on that one.”

“He should be in jail.” She sighs, shaking her head. “Sadly, rich fuckers don’t have to pay for their mistakes.”

“That’s another thing I’m going to have to agree with you on.” I give her a sympathetic look.

“Thankfully, her lawyer is really nice. He’s been helping us out a lot. I don’t know why, but I’m grateful.”

“Ezra can be a pretty good guy.” I nod.

“Do you know him?” she asks, and I nod again, a smirk taking over her lips. “Is he your boyfriend?”

“No,” I snort. “He wishes.” I give her a wink.

“He’s hot.” She shrugs her shoulders. “You know, for an old guy.”

I burst out laughing. “He is hot. But he’s not that old. He’s only thirty-five.”

“Like I said, old.” She rolls her eyes. 

I haven’t really put any thought into the age gap between us. He’s fifteen years older than me, but I’ve never felt the difference. I don’t feel my age, never really have. All the Belladonnas had to grow up fast in one way or another. We were raised to kill. It’s who we are. 

Who we were. I don’t think I’d ever truly step away from this life, it’s in my blood now. But I’m excited to see what life will be like after Ivan is dead and gone.

“Trina!” a woman's voice calls out, getting our attention. 

“Mom.” The girl stands, asking, “Did we win?” 

“Yes!” The woman laughs happily. Trina runs into her mom’s arms, giving her a tight hug. 

Ezra walks out of the room next, a proud smile on his face. He stops to talk to the woman for a little bit before Trina and her mom leave the courthouse like they just won the lottery.

“Congratulations are in order, I see.” I stand when Ezra makes his way over to me.

“Yeah,” he chuckles. “It was touch-and-go for a little while. That asshole tried to pull anything and everything out of his ass, but it didn’t work in the end.”

“You're a good guy, you know?” His face falls, and he looks away, toward where the two of them just left.

“I wake up every day and vow to be nothing like him.” He doesn’t need to tell me who he’s talking about. 

“You're nothing like him.” I place my hand on Ezra’s arm. “I can tell you that right now. You could never be like him.”

“I hope not.”

“Why don’t we go out and celebrate?”

He gives me a smile. God, he’s so handsome. “Yeah. I think that would be a nice idea. I know a place.”

***
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“REALLY?” I DEADPAN, staring at the swanky country club. “You know, your richness is showing?”

“Stop,” he chuckles. “It’s not that bad. Sure, there’s some stuffy people here, but the restaurant makes a killer steak. I have yet to find another place that makes it exactly how I like it.”

We pull up to the front and get out, the valet stepping up to take Ezra’s keys. “Welcome back, Mr. Parson.”

“Call me Ezra, please.” He gives the man a tight smile. “Mr. Parson is my father.”

“Of course,” he nods. 

“I’m not really dressed for a place like this,” I mention, raising a brow at the suit he’s wearing. He’s painstakingly sexy right now, looking all dapper and what-not. Me, however, I’m in tight black leggings and a green sweater that hangs over my shoulder. I have light makeup on, and my hair is down in long curls. I don’t look bad, my outfit is pretty cute today, but not classy enough for a place like this.

“You look beautiful, Naomi.” Ezra steps closer to me, making me tip my head back. He reaches out, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear. “But you don’t strike me as someone who cares all that much about what people think of them.”

“I don’t,” I confirm. That’s not entirely true. Lately, I seem to care a little too much about what he and his siblings think of me. 

“Then come with me and let me treat you to dinner.” Ezra holds his arm out, and I stare at it for a moment before looking back up into his eyes. My heart skips a beat as he grins down at me. “It’s not going to bite.”

I scoff, rolling my eyes, but his chuckle has my belly heating like lava. I take his arm and allow him to lead me inside.

I’ve been to plenty of high scale places in my line of work, but never a country club.

“It looks exactly how I imagined,” I comment, my eyes wandering around the place.

“Oh, yeah?” Ezra grins down at me, and damn, his sexy smile makes my heart flutter. “And what would that be?”

“Expensive.” I grin back.

He chuckles, leading me through the lobby and into the restaurant area. The hostess leads us to an intimate booth before handing us menus.

“Holy shit,” I mutter as I see the prices of the meals.

“Don’t bother looking at the price. Just pick what you want.” 

“Yes, Sir,” I tease, shocked when a low rumble leaves Ezra’s chest. My eyes flick up to meet his, my core heating when I see the hunger in his eyes.

“Watch what you say, Little One,” he commands, his voice thick and husky.

I bite my lower lip, catching his attention as he follows the movement. Looks like Ezra likes to be called Sir. A part of me wants to test him to see how he responds to being called Daddy, but I don’t think that’s Ezra’s thing.

He can be my Sir any day.

“Whatever you say, Sir,” I say with forced innocence.

He growls again, but lets it go. When the waiter comes back, we give him our order. Ezra has a steak with veggies, and I have a grilled chicken caesar salad.

“You know...” I start, looking around at all of the modern interior. “Why is it called a country club? How many are actually in the country? Or is it because the place should look western? Because I don’t see you rich fuckers getting down with the good ole western theme.”

My eyes circle back to Ezra, finding him watching me with an amused look. “You're too cute.”

“What?” I ask with a laugh. “I’m serious.”

“I don’t know.” He shrugs his shoulders. “I only come here for the food or an occasional business meeting. And golf.”

“You golf?” I snort. “How very old man of you.”

He glares at me. “I’m not old.”

“Fifteen years older than me.” I raise a brow. “It’s okay. I like my men and women older.”

He clears his throat, shifting in his seat. We sit and eat, chatting like good friends. It’s odd to sit here and feel so at ease with Ezra. I’m so used to him being a broody asshole. But that’s not who he is at all. He was just a big brother, scared for his sister's safety. 

This Ezra, I like him a lot. He’s easygoing, sweet, and funny. We laugh, and fuck, his chuckle is so sexy, it’s hard not to drool over this man.

“Well, that was good. For a thirty-dollar salad,” I snicker. 

“I told you not to look at the prices,” he chastises with a sigh. “Now, do you want to go home or would you be alright if I played a few rounds of golf?”

“If I get bored, can we leave?” 

“If you are after the first game,” he challenges.

“Alright, we can stay.” I let him help me out of the booth. “Plus, I wanna see what your ass looks like in those golf shorts.” I wiggle my eyebrows. 

He licks his lips, his eyes blazing with heat. Does this big sexy man get turned on by the fact that I’m attracted to him?

***
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MOTHER OF GOD, IT’S taking everything in me not to climb this man right now. I’m sitting in the golf cart, eyes glued to his toned ass, as he bends to take a swing.

When Ezra walked out of the changing room, my jaw almost dropped. Something I didn’t know about him was that he's covered in tattoos. Both arms have full sleeves. I realized that I’ve never seen him in a t-shirt before, he’s always in his finely pressed suit. 

My pussy needs to calm the fuck down as I watch his arms flex with the movement of his swing. 

“I can’t believe he would bring her,” a voice comes from behind me.

I roll my eyes, aware of the catty women who are in the cart behind us while Ezra is playing with a few other members of the club. I’m going to guess by the age and the way they want to kill me with the looks they’ve been shooting me, that they are these other men's daughters. And they just so happen to have their eyes on my man. I mean... fuck, is he mine? 

I think about it for a moment, and the idea of him being with another woman makes me see red. Yeah, he’s mine. Call me selfish, but I want him, his brothers, and his sister. And I don’t give a single fuck. 

“He could do so much better than her,” the brunette says.

“Like me,” the blonde one giggles.

“Or me,” the brunette huffs.

“Please,” the blonde one scoffs. “You have, like, no tits. And your ass is flat.”

“Hey!” the brunette protests. 

God, nothing I hate more than women who bring other women down.

“It’s okay. I’ll get him alone and remind him of what he’s missing,” Blondie says in a cocky tone. “Remind him what it’s like to have my lips wrapped around that thick cock.”

Jealousy and fury rushes through my veins, filling me. Has she really been with him before? Or is she just saying it to piss me off because there is no way she doesn’t know I can hear her? She’s right fucking behind me.

I’m not one to be petty... normally. But something possessive inside me is making me feel a little extra stabby today. And because I can’t actually stab this woman, unfortunately, I do something else.

“Ezra,” I say, stepping out of the cart. He looks over at me. “Can I try?”

“You wanna take a swing?” he asks, looking surprised. While I haven’t shown any indication I’ve been bored, because watching him play is plenty entertaining, I don’t really come off as a golf kind of girl. 

“Looks like fun.” I smile. It’s not a lie. It doesn’t look too bad. But I bet I’m more of a mini-golf kind of person.

“Sure.” He shrugs his shoulders, holding out the golf club for me to take. I grab a new ball, not wanting to interrupt his game and place it on the ground.

Only, I make sure the angle I’m about to shoot is just right. I line up, crouch down, only instead of swinging back behind me and bringing it forward, I swing it forward and bring it back, hitting the golf ball and sending it flying behind me.

“Oops,” I say immediately, trying to hide my inner glee as I spin around and watch as the ball flies through the air right toward the first catty bitch. She sees it coming, but is frozen in place. Her eyes go wide, and she screams right before it hits her in the face. She screams louder, and it takes every single ounce of restraint in me not to laugh. 

“Oh my god!” I gasp, my hands flying up to my mouth, laying it on thick. “I’m so sorry!”

“Naomi,” Ezra’s voice is low and warning, for only me to hear my real name.

“It was an accident!” He doesn’t believe me. He steps closer, raising an eyebrow. “Fine.” I drop the act and let out a growl. “Bitch had it coming. Like I wanted to hear about her sucking your cock.”

His face drops, paling a little bit. “She said what?”

“Did you sleep with her?” I ask him.

He scratches the back of his head. “A few times. But it was years ago.”

“Well, she sure seems to think you would be willing to come back for more.” I hate how jealous I am right now, but with the way Ezra has treated me recently, it would be surprising if he didn’t want me in the way I want him.

“Never.” He shakes his head. “It meant nothing. And it ended a long time ago.”

“Whatever,” I mumble. I step past him to go sit back in the cart, but he grabs my arm, pulling me into his body. 

“Are you jealous, Little One?” he asks, his voice a low rumble.

“No,” I scoff, but it’s a lie, and I pull my arm free of his hold. Once I’m sitting down again, I look over my shoulder. “I’m sorry,” I say again.

“Fuck you,” she mutters, holding an ice pack to her nose.

I just shrug and play on my phone.

Ezra and the men go back to playing golf, but I can feel his eyes on me.

For a while, I get really into the game I’m playing on my phone, but when I look up again, I see the brunette girl talking to Ezra.

She’s laughing, her hand on his arm. He looks like he wants to remove it, but the girl's father is watching, chatting along with them, so he does nothing.

When her father turns away, she presses closer, her tits brushing against his arm, and I’m pissed all over again. I’m so not used to this feeling. I’ve never cared about people enough to get jealous, but first Cole’s ex and now this? Looks like I just might be the jolly green fucking giant. 

Thankfully, the exchange doesn’t last much longer, and the brunette girl goes back to the cart to sit with her friend.

“He’s totally here on some kind of pity date. Probably a client's daughter, and he’s trying to get in good with her father. I bet I can get him to ditch her and take me home tonight.”

“I’d say I could, but that bitch almost broke my nose,” Blondie sneers.

I’ve never been one to put up with people like them, and I’m not going to start today.

Looking over my shoulder, I see them giggling, leaning over one of their phones. They're sitting in the back of the cart, the steering wheel left unattended.

Grinning, I get out of my cart and slowly creep my way over to their cart. Luckily, the way mine is parked, they don’t see me when I make it to the front of the cart.

Ezra did say to let him know when I was bored and wanted to leave, but he didn’t say how.

My eyes land on the gear shifter and there's no way I can keep the grin off my face. Reaching over, I shift it into neutral. The cart is on a slant, so the wheels slowly start to roll, sending the cart backwards. 

Quickly, I hop back into my cart. By the time the girls realize they're moving, it’s too late. I watch as the cart rolls right into the pond, taking the girls with it.

They start to scream, popping up soaking wet. It’s not deep, maybe to their waists.

The men rush over to them to help, but not my man. “Naomi,” he sighs.

“What?” I ask, blinking up at him. “I’m sitting right here.”

“Come on,” he growls, hopping into the cart. “We’re going home.”

A part of me doesn’t like the fact that he looks like he’s pissed off and the other doesn’t give a fuck. I enjoyed every moment of all of that. Karma’s a bitch, and sometimes I’m her sidekick.


Ezra

MY COCK IS ROCK FUCKING hard right now. I’m pissed, really fucking pissed, because now I have to smooth things over with the club because Naomi is my guest. But also, I’m shamefully turned on.

Watching her get all jealous, going out of her way to do something to those women, fills me with pride. She had nothing to worry about. Yes, a few years ago I slept with Leelah a few times, but it meant nothing. It was just sex, no matter how much she tried to make it more.

Her friend Rina wasn’t any better. She’s been trying to get with me for years. These rich girls don’t like to be told no. Spoiled little daddy's girls.

Not my type. I like a strong independent woman, who can hold her own, take care of herself if she wants to, but is also willing to accept the help of others when needed. Someone sweet, kind, and funny. Naomi. Naomi is the one I want. And by the way she acted tonight, she wants me too.

“Ezra, would you talk to me,” she huffs as she tries to keep up with me. I’m storming toward the club to drop the golf cart key off, my clubs slung over my shoulder. I’m focusing on trying not to grab her and push her against the nearest flat surface to fuck her stupid. I’ve been doing a pretty good job of it until now, when she grabs onto my arm.

“Ezra.”

Swinging around, I toss my clubs on the ground and pull her between the garden shed and the pool house. “What?” I growl, chest heaving.

Her eyes flash with alarm. “I’m sorry,” she whispers.

“For what?” I ask, cocking a brow. “For hitting Leelah in the face with a golf ball or for sending them both into the fucking pond? How about the fact that I’m now going to have to smooth things over with the club?”

“No you don’t. Not unless you tell them what I did with the cart. The first one could easily be an accident, and well... sometimes carts malfunction.” She shrugs like it’s not a big deal. She feels no shame. And I’m not surprised. She doesn’t do anything she doesn’t choose to do.

“You really have decided to go full fucking brat today, haven’t you?” I growl, pushing myself into her. Fuck, she’s so damn sexy right now. Her eyes are wild and alert, her cheeks flushed with a light pink. And her lips... I just wanna suck her bottom one into my mouth and bite down until she’s moaning.

She gives me a slow smirk at the emotions written all over my face. “So what if I have?” she taunts, her hand reaching between my legs and giving my erection a hard squeeze. I growl, biting back a groan. “What are you going to do about it, Sir?”

Something inside me snaps, and before I know it, I’m spinning her around, pushing her up against the wall and pulling down her pants. She gasps at first, but my hand is coming down over her ass, releasing a loud crack. 

My cock twitches when she moans, “Fuck.”

“You like that? You liked to be spanked?” I chuckle, doing it again. This time, when I remove my hand after soothing the sting away, she juts her ass out, searching for more.

“Yes, Sir. I’ve been naughty. Punish me,” she says in a lusty voice.

Something about her calling me Sir sends me into a primal state. My hands find my shorts, and I’m quickly undoing them. I pull my aching cock from my shorts, stroking it with one hand, giving it a good squeeze while using the other to glide my fingers through her dripping wet folds. “You're so fucking wet,” I groan, shoving two fingers deep inside her hot pussy. 

“Fuck me, Ezra!” I love how it’s a mix between a demand and a plea.

“I don’t know. Only good girls get my cock. Can you be a good girl, Little One? Can you be nice and quiet while I fuck you here, out in the open, where anyone could find us?”

“Yes,” she moans as I start to pump my fingers in and out of her; her arousal is already dripping down onto my hand. God, she’s so fucking sexy. 

“That’s not very quiet.” I chuckle but grip her hips, anyway. She repositions herself, her hands on the shed, sticking her sexy round ass out at me. I know this is wrong. I shouldn’t be risking getting caught, but right now, I can’t seem to give a fuck.

Gripping my cock, I hold her hip with one hand and glide the tip against her center. She whimpers for more as I drag it back and forth, positioning myself against her entrance.

“Fuck me,” she snarls, getting impatient with me.

“Naughty girl,” I tut. “Looks like I’m going to have to fuck the brattiness out of you.”

With that, I shove my way inside, biting down on the inside of my cheek hard enough to taste blood, holding back the animalistic sound that’s threatening to explode from me the moment I feel her tight, wet cunt around my shaft.

“Fuck,” she moans as she shoves her face into her arm to smother the sound.

I don’t have time to take her for hours like I want to. I’ve been driving myself crazy over her for weeks now, and finally, she’s mine to take.

This is going to be fast and hard, but I don’t think Naomi is going to have any issues with that.

Gripping her hips, I pull all the way out before slamming back in. I do it again and again, picking up my pace with each thrust.

“So good,” I groan, looking down at where our bodies connect. I can see her juices making my cock shine in the sunlight. I get lost watching myself fuck her, her muffled cries of pleasure spurring me on. 

It doesn’t take me long before I start to feel an orgasm approaching. I don’t think I’ve ever been this close to cumming so quickly, but fuck, Naomi is my undoing.

“Harder,” she pants. “Please.”

“Fuck!” I snap, digging my fingers into her flesh. I pound into her, watching her ass jiggle every time we join together. Her whole body jolts with the power of my thrusts. I really wish she was facing me, so I could watch her perfect tits bounce.

“I’m close, oh fuck. Yes, please, don’t stop,” she sobs out.

Needing her to cum before me, I reach around and find her clit. She gasps louder, and I pray no one is walking by. Not that I care, it would take an earthquake for me to stop right now.

“That’s it, Little One, take my cock. Such a good girl,” I growl, feeling my balls start to tingle. “Cum for me and all will be forgiven.”

“Ezra!” she cries out, her head snapping to the side to bite down on her own arm to keep herself as quiet as she can be while she cums hard around my cock. Her cunt grips me so damn tight I almost see stars.

That’s the last straw, pushing me over the edge to find my own release. I slam into her one last time before stilling, an orgasm taking over my whole body. I shudder and shake, my cock jerking wildly inside her, as I fill her with ropes of my hot seed.

We stand there, joined together until my cock softens and slides out, a gush of cum going with it. And my cock threatens to jerk back to life. Seeing her full of my cum does something to me.

Naomi pulls her pants up, my cum still dripping down her thighs. “Maybe I should be a brat more often.” She giggles, and fuck, I can’t help the smile that breaks free.

“Come on. Let’s get going before we get caught.” I chuckle, but before I let her go anywhere, I pull her into my arms and kiss her until we're both breathless once again.

I know one thing for sure, after we're done getting rid of my father, I’m going to do everything in my power to make sure she doesn’t move on without us. 

She’s gotten under all of our skin in the best way. This little killer has wormed her way into our hearts, and I don’t think any of us could let her go.
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Chapter 14
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Naomi

This is stupid. Very, very, very stupid. But, here I am, dressed head to toe in black, standing outside a fucking warehouse where Manuel just disappeared into. He has a few of his men with him, but other than that, he’s unprotected. I’m a one woman show, and normally, I put a hell of a lot more thought into my kills, but I’m just getting really fucking sick and tired of having to deal with this man’s men messing with our lives. My girl is afraid to go anywhere, and that just won't do. It’s bad enough we have to deal with her father and the fucker he plans to marry her off to. I don’t need his stupid son, who’s all butt hurt about not getting enough love from daddy, playing villain. He sucks at it anyway, getting other people to do his dirty work.

How powerful are most of these men, really? They sit behind a desk, or hole up in some house somewhere while other men do all their killing for them.

I’m gonna tell you this now, this kill is going to be uneventful. I don’t have time to drag things on and have any fun. My girl has a massive event she’s putting on tonight that she’s been working on for almost a year now, and I don’t need to be worrying about this fucker or who is coming to mess with her. So, I’m just going to take care of the problem now.

Funny how when you fall hard enough for someone, they make you do things you’ve never thought you would do. Like so many unplanned kills. So damn many. But she’s worth it, they all are.

I’m standing here for about an hour before someone exits the building. It’s the men Manuel was here to meet with. All four of them exit the building, get in a car, and leave.

Then the man of the hour steps out, looking really pissed off. “How fucking dare he make a fool of me,” he bitches to one of his men. “I’ll show him. He’s messing with the wrong fucking man.”

Oh, I’m sure they’re shaking in their boots. I roll my eyes because the people he was just meeting with are almost as, if not more, dangerous than his father. He really is desperate to be something important. Sadly for him, he’s just going to be worm food now.

Looking down, I grin at the three lovely roses I brought with me. Because although these kills weren’t really planned, I had enough time to snip a few blooms from the rose bushes in the backyard of the house to bring with me.

I’m also doing something I rarely do. I brought a gun. Let's be honest, I’m a short little thing, and as good at fighting as I am, I can’t take on three grown men all at once. So, I’m cheating this time.

“Hello, boys,” I say cheerfully as I step out of the shadows. All three of them spin toward me, guns raised. “Now, now,” I tsk, pointing my own gun at them. “No need to be hasty. I just came to talk.”

“Who the fuck are you?” Manuel asks, narrowing his eyes. 

“Tonight, you can call me the grim reaper.” I grin, firing three quick shots. Two in the heads of his men and one in the hand that Manuel is using to hold his gun.

He shouts, dropping the gun and curling around his hand. He looks at me with fury in his eyes. “You stupid bitch!”

“You know, it’s not nice to call people names,” I tut, shooting him in the knee cap. He roars in pain, dropping to the ground.

I slowly walk over and circle him. “You’ve caused quite a scene, you know. I don’t like it when people mess with what belongs to me. And Natalie Parson is mine.” 

He laughs like a maniac. “Fool!” He spits out a glob of blood. “She belongs to my father. And so will you when he finds out what you did to me and my men.”

“Nah,” I deny, crouching down. “He won't because he’s next on my list. You spent so much time trying to get Daddy’s approval, and it was all for nothing. I killed everyone you sent after my girl. At first, it was fun, but then it became an inconvenience. So, I think it’s about time I knock off one problem at a time. Starting with you.”

I waste no more time on his sorry ass, tucking my gun away and replacing it with my blade. I press it to his neck and pull hard and fast. 

While I wait for him to bleed out, I place a rose in each of their shirts. “This was fun and all, but I have a party to get to, and I don’t think my girl would appreciate me showing up dressed like this. Bye!”

Turning around, I leave their corpses there and head to my car. When I get back to the house, I take a quick shower. I don’t have time to do my hair, so I do a fishtail braid and slip on my dress for tonight.

When I get back downstairs, I see Nat standing there, talking to her brothers. “What’s wrong?” I ask when I see that she’s freaking out.

“She’s having a panic attack,” Cole tells me. I step in front of her, leaving Reese at my back. 

“Baby, look at me,” I say, making sure my voice is calm and relaxed. 

“What if he sends someone? He’s gonna send someone. I just know it. He’s going to ruin everything.”

“No, he won't,” I promise her, and she looks at me with wild blue eyes.

“How do you know? He’s been sending people left and fucking right!”

It’s odd to see her not all put together. Usually when that happens it’s in the bedroom, behind closed doors where no one can see. I don’t like seeing her like this. “Because... I killed him.”

She stops rambling, just blinking at me, stunned. “You did?”

“Yes.” I giggle like I didn’t just end three people's lives tonight. “That’s where I was before.”

“You really killed him?” 

“Yes. Sadly, it wasn’t as fun as I was hoping, but he’s gone, baby.” I cup her cheek, brushing it with my thumb. “No one is going to mess with you tonight. And soon, when the time is right, I’ll slay the other two monsters for you, too.”

“Naomi,” she breathes, tears filling her eyes. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

Stepping closer to her, I bend down so only she can hear me. I’m still getting to know the others better, and while my feelings for them are strong, what Nat and I have is different. “I love you, Natty.” Admitting that is a shock in and of itself, because I’ve never loved anyone outside my sister. “And I’ll never let anyone take you away from me.”

She sucks in a sharp breath, and I pull back just enough to press a kiss to her lips. I don’t look into her eyes, slowly starting to freak the fuck out about what I just said. I don’t wait for her to reject me as I step back and walk toward the door. “Come on, people. We have a party to get to!”

***
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MOST OF THE NIGHT, I’ve been glued to Cole’s side. The public thinks we're engaged, so it makes sense, but that doesn’t stop me from eye-fucking the other three every chance I get.

I don’t even care if people notice. My lovers look edible tonight. Nat is dressed in a white form-fitting dress that has me drooling over that ass. Reese is in a pair of brown dress pants and a cream-colored button up, looking handsome as ever. Ezra is in one of his typical suits but he still looks fine as fuck. Cole is in a black cardigan with a white shirt underneath. It’s buttoned up, and he even has a tie on. He looks fucking adorable.

“You okay?” I ask Cole when I notice him scanning the room, picking at the hem of his shirt. 

He looks down at me, an uncomfortable look etched on his face. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

Turning to the group of people we're talking to, I excuse us and pull Cole to the side. “Please don’t lie to me.” 

A blush takes over his cheeks. “Sorry. I just don’t want to be a downer.”

“You're not. If you're not comfortable, you need to let me know. I never want to force you to be in a situation you don’t wanna be in.”

“Okay.” He smiles softly. “Thank you.”

I rise up on my tiptoes and place a kiss on his lips. “You’re welcome.” When I pull back, the blush is deeper on his cheeks, making me smile. “Come on, let's go get something to drink.”

Taking his hand, I pull him over to the bar. “Two waters, please.” I’m not one to drink and neither is Cole. If I do, it's in the safety of my home. I won't risk someone getting the upper hand on me.

“Oh, fuck,” Cole hisses, getting my attention. Following his line of sight, I see Nat talking to a woman. It’s not the fact that she’s talking to another woman that has my hackles rising and my fist clenching, it’s how Nat is shrinking in on herself.

“Who is that?” I ask, my eyes finding Cole’s. He looks like he saw a ghost. 

“I’m not a hundred percent sure, because it’s been years since we’ve seen her, but I think that’s Becca.”

My eyes snap over to Nat and the woman again. “As in the Becca who destroyed Nat?”

“Yes,” he whispers.

What I’m about to do may draw more attention than needed, but I’m going to do it anyway. 

“Come on,” I growl, grabbing Cole’s hand and dragging him over to where Ezra and Reese are talking to each other. “You two, come with me.”

They both look over at me with raised brows. “What’s going on?” Reese asks.

“Becca,” I snarl, and Reese's eyes turn to panic. 

“Where?” 

I start making my way over to Nat; the guys following behind me. “Stay here,” I instruct when we get close enough. They look like they want to argue but listen anyway.

“Hey, baby,” I greet as I reach Nat, tucking myself into her side. “I’ve been looking for you.”

Becca looks at me with a shocked expression. “Who are you?”

“I’m Nat’s girlfriend. And you are?” I ask, giving her a sugary sweet smile.

“Ahh. An old friend.” It takes everything in me not to snort at her stupid answer. “I was just catching up with Natalie.”

“Oh, yeah?” I ask. “What’s your name?”

“Rebecca,” she says slowly, like she’s not sure she wants to give me that information. 

“Natty, baby, did you tell me about her? I’m coming up blank on a Rebecca.” I look at Nat with fake confusion. 

“I’m not sure. Maybe once or twice,” Nat explains, finding that fire inside her that I fell in love with. 

Becca huffs, “That’s rude.” She looks at me. “And aren’t you engaged to Cole?” she snips.

“So?” I ask, wrapping my arm around Nat’s waist.

Becca’s brows furrow. “So you're fucking his sister, too?”

“No.” I laugh. “Honey, it’s called a relationship. And I have one with Nat. And one with Cole.” I grin, taking a little step closer to her. “Oh, and with Ezra and Reese too.”

Her eyes widen and flick over to Nat’s. “Is she for real?”

“Don’t speak to her,” I growl. “You lost that right when you became a raging cunt. Look, I’m sorry you couldn’t see Nat for all her amazing fucking glory, but I do. And unlike you, I didn’t just want to ride her brothers’ cocks. I want all of them for so much more. So, if you don’t mind, it’s my girl's special night, and your presence is ruining it.”

With that, I kiss Nat, loving how she melts into me. Becca stands there and watches me grope Nat’s ass. Nat clings to my arms as she presses her lips harder against mine.

When we break apart we’re both panting, eyes blazing with lust. With a cocky smirk directed at Becca, I lead Nat over to her brothers.

“What happened?” Ezra asks.

“I just pissed all over you four. Not sure if anyone else heard, but I’m sure the bitch will open her mouth to someone. But, we can deal with that later. I need some time alone with Nat.”

“You do?” she asks, her face flushed from the kiss.

Reese chuckles. “Be good, you two.”

“Where are we going?” Nat asks as I hastily drag her over to the bathroom. “Naomi?” I check all the stalls, making sure they’re empty. Once I confirm they are, I rush over to the door and lock it.

Whirling around, I lock eyes with Nat’s before prowling toward her. I need to taste her, to show her who she belongs to. To show her that Becca was a fool for letting her go, and now she’s mine.

“Sit on the counter, Nat,” I command her. 

“W-what?” she asks, looking confused. 

I step closer to her, so desperate to be between her thighs. “I want you to sit on this counter while I get on my knees and worship you like the fucking goddess you are. Do you understand me? And we're not leaving until your fucking cum is running down my chin.”

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpers, her breathing coming out quicker. She scrambles to sit on the sink counter. When she’s up, I step between her legs. 

“You're so fucking perfect, Nat,” I say, my hands meeting her thighs. 

“No, I’m not.” She shakes her head.

“In my eyes, you are,” I murmur, leaning forward to capture her lips. I push her dress until it’s halfway up. But it’s too tight, not letting me get the access I need. Growling, I dip my hand into the bra cup of my dress. “Hope you don’t love this dress,” I warn against her lips before pulling back and flicking the switchblade open. Making sure not to cut her, I slice down the side of her dress until it hits her hip before doing the same to the other side. “Much better.” 

Dropping to my knees, I spread her thighs wide. A brow raises as I lock eyes with Nat when I see she’s got nothing on under this dress. “I didn’t want panty lines,” she says in defense, her face turning scarlet. 

“Naughty girl.” I chuckle. Nat leans back, giving me more room. She’s dripping, her perfect pussy glistening with arousal. “Are you wet for me, Natty?” 

“Yes,” she breathes out, looking down at me with hooded eyes. 

“Do you want me to use my tongue to clean you up?” I bite my lower lip, my own clit pulsing with need. But this is about my girl, I can wait. 

“Please,” she says with a whimper.

I run my nose up her pussy, inhaling her scent. “Fuck,” I growl before swiping my tongue out. I lap at her folds, groaning when her flavor hits my tongue.

“Naomi!” she shouts as my tongue grazes her clit. 

“Shhhh,” I shush against her core. “This needs to be quick, I don’t know how long we have before they start to pound on the door. So hold on, baby.”

It’s all the warning I give her before I start to feast on her cunt like a starved woman. “Oh, fuck!” she shouts, grabbing a handful of my hair. Her hips rise, chasing the pleasure as I lap at her cunt, sucking at her clit.

The mewls, whimpers, and whines that leave her pretty pink lips fill me with pride. I love making her feel good, and I love hearing how good of a job I’m doing.

She’s shaking now, her thighs trembling as her pussy grows slick. Using two fingers, I slide them inside her. She gasps, her hips bucking as I start to pump them inside her.

“That’s it, baby girl. Take what you need from me. Ride my face, make yourself cum,” I growl against her clit before sucking it into my mouth.

“I’m close. Fuck, Naomi. Yes, like that. Fuck!” I pump my fingers, making sure to give extra attention to her sweet spot. It doesn’t take long before she’s clamping her thighs around my head as she shatters above me. Her cries echo around the room, but she doesn’t seem to care as she rides the wave of her orgasm, her pussy walls gripping my fingers. I suck at her clit, using the tip of my tongue to draw out her climax.

When she’s done, her heavy breaths are the only thing that can be heard in this room. I stand, a smug grin on my face as I look at her flushed cheeks and her dilated eyes. 

Using the back of my hand, I wipe the wetness from my mouth. “You really do cum so prettily, you know.”

“Holy shit,” she says, still out of breath. 

“Natty.” I step between her legs and cup her face. “I need you to understand something before we leave this bathroom.”

“Okay?” she asks quietly. 

“I’m in love with you. You're mine, and I don’t think I’m going to be able to let you go. Being loved by me won’t always be easy. I have a lot of shit I need to deal with, some I may never bother to try. I kill people for a living, and while I do plan on stepping back from that, it’s not something I can fully give up. But I will spend every day telling you, showing you, just how fucking amazing you are. How you're worth everything to me. You are smart, brave, and talented. Never forget that. And if you do, I’ll be sure to remind you.”

“Naomi,” she hiccups, tears falling down her cheeks. I brush them away.

“Don’t cry, baby.” 

“I love you.”

I’ve never felt so fucking happy hearing three little words in my life than I do right now.

“And it doesn't matter to me what you do for a living, or what your past is. What matters is who you are now. How you treat me. How you love me. That’s all I want.”

“Forever, baby.” I kiss her softly. “All of us. I’m going to get them. Going to make sure they never hurt you.”

“I know.” She kisses me back. “I trust you.”

And because of that, I will do everything in my power to keep my promise. Even if that means I die trying. 
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Chapter 15
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Naomi

Well, fuck. Well, fuck, fuck, fuck! This can not be happening right now. Any other time in my life, but just not right now.

My stomach rolls as I look down at the test in my hands. The word pregnant flashes, staring back at me.

I shouldn’t be surprised. My dumb ass didn’t even think of birth control when I started having sex with the guys. It was never something I bothered to worry about because I hardly had sex, and when I did, I always used condoms. 

And here I am now, only knowing these guys for a little under two months and I’m pregnant with one of their babies. I say one of them because I have no fucking clue who the dad would be at this point. 

Since we’ve all pretty much came to the understanding that we were in a relationship and they would all share me, we’ve been fucking like rabbits. It’s helped pass the time, so we’re not sitting on our hands, waiting for Ivan to pop back up.

“Naomi?” Nat’s voice comes from behind the bathroom door. “You okay in there?”

“Yeah,” I answer back, voice cracking as tears well my eyes. “I’m fine.”

My hand falls to my belly because I don’t know if I should cry out of fear of what everyone is going to think or be happy because I have a little life growing inside of me. I always wanted to be a mom, to have kids and do better by them than any adult in my life ever has for me. I just thought I’d be in a stable relationship and out of this life before it happened.

“Naomi?” Nat sounds more worried now. “Please, open up. You don’t sound okay.” With shaking hands, I open the bathroom door. “Oh, baby, what’s wrong?” Nat rushes in when she sees the tears falling from my eyes. Her eyes flick down to the test in my hand, and she gasps, tentatively taking it from me. “You're pregnant?”

“I’m sorry.” I can’t help it, the hormones are already becoming a bitch to deal with. Makes sense why everything lately has made me want to burst out into tears. I’ve hardly ever cried until now.

“What?” Her eyes go wide. “Why are you sorry? You have nothing to be sorry about.”

“How can you say that? I’m pregnant. With one of your brothers’ babies. I don’t even know which one!” I run a hand through my hair. “Plus, we’ve only known each other for a few months. Things are still up in the air with your father and Jesús.”

“Woah, woah, woah.” Nat puts the test down on the sink and grabs my shoulders, stopping me from spiraling. “Baby, breathe.”

I look at her with wild eyes, but breathe with her when she takes a few deep breaths. “Sorry.”

“Stop saying sorry.” She laughs. “Naomi, we're having a baby.” She gives me a smile that makes my fucking heart explode. “I’m happy. So damn happy.”

“You are?” I ask, a little shocked to hear that.

“Yes. I love kids. I always wanted them but never thought I would because... well, my love life was down right shitty.” She laughs again. “And I don’t care that this baby is one of my brothers’, hell, it makes it even better. He or she will have my blood too. My brothers are good men, and I know they will love you and this baby with their whole hearts.”

“But what if they don’t want kids?” I ask, letting her wipe the tears from my eyes. 

“They do.” She smiles. “I know Ezra and Cole do. They’ve said so themselves. And Reese...well, he wants them. I just don’t think he would have expected one this soon. But!” she says before I start to freak out again. “I know he will still be just as happy because it's with you, Naomi. I’m not sure if you’ve noticed, but you’ve changed all of us for the better. We love you. We want you. And we will love this baby just as much.”

I don’t know what to say, there are too many things crowding my mind, so I just burst into tears again. Nat holds me, rubbing my back until I get everything out.

“I gotta tell them. Like now. If I don’t, it’s going to eat away at me.” 

“I’ll come with you, we can tell them together.” Nat takes my hand and leads me downstairs.

The guys are outside in the back, all lounging around in their swim trunks. I stop and stare because damn, they really are good-looking men. They’re laughing and joking around. I smile because this is the first time I’ve seen them like this—acting like brothers and just hanging out. Life has been so crazy for us all, keeping us on our toes; we hardly had a chance to relax. I know none of us truly can until the biggest threat is dealt with. But since getting rid of Manuel, we’ve been able to breathe a little easier. And just like I predicted, his father couldn't care less about the fact that he’s dead. Dad of the year award right there.

“There's our girl,” Reese cheers, hopping up from his chair and rushing over to me. He gathers me in his arms, pulling me close to him and pressing a kiss to my lips.

“Hey, guys. We need to talk,” Nat announces.

“Oh, no, sis. Are you breaking up with us?” Reese jokes.

Nat rolls her eyes. “I couldn’t get rid of you even if I wanted to. But no.” Nat looks at me and holds out a hand. I take it, leaving Reese’s embrace. 

“I have something to tell you,” I say, a nervous flutter filling my belly.

“That doesn’t sound good,” Ezra comments, the smile slipping from his face. “If you're about to tell us you're leaving, don’t bother. We’re not letting you go anywhere.”

“No,” I huff out a laugh. “Nothing like that.”

“Then what's going on?” Cole asks, his baby blues meeting mine, swimming with unease .

I take a deep breath and look at Nat. She gives me a smile and an encouraging nod.

“I’m pregnant.” 

Crickets. Fucking crickets. All three guys just stare at me like their brains are trying to process what I just said.

“You're... pregnant?” Ezra asks.

“Like with a baby?” Reese adds.

“No, dumbass, with a puppy. Yes, with a baby,” Nat huffs.

Cole’s face slowly slips into a smile. “Really?” 

“Yes.” I nod, my own smile forming at his excitement. 

“Holy shit!” he shouts, rushing over to me. He captures my face in his hands and kisses me deeply until I’m moaning and leaning into his touch.

“A baby,” Ezra states.

“I know it’s quick and we have all this stuff going on, but—”

“But nothing. You're pregnant, it's one of ours. We don’t care. I love you, Naomi. I don’t care how soon it is. You're everything to me and so is this baby.” Ezra pulls me from Cole’s arms and into his own. 

“You love me?” I ask, tears filling my eyes.

“I think I can speak for all of us on that one.” He grins down at me.

“I love you.” Cole steps up behind me, kissing my neck. 

“I love you guys too.” Warmth fills me, and I look over at Reese who looks like he’s having a panic attack.

“Get a hold of yourself!” Nat shakes him.

“I’m trying!” Reese shouts back. He looks at me with pleading eyes. “What if the baby hates my cooking?”

We all pause, my eyes widen and then we all burst out laughing. The nerves fade away as we all celebrate. 

This isn’t how I expected my last mission to go, and as much as I hated that it failed at the time, I’m glad it did because it led me to them. 

They’re who I’ve been looking for. But now, we have bigger fish to fry. I still plan on ending Ivan and that sick fucker he thought he could marry his daughter off to. I just hope it's soon because I hate living in limbo.


Ezra

I DON’T WANT TO BE in the office right now. What I want is to be home with my pregnant girlfriend. Wait, is she my girlfriend? I haven’t even asked her. “Fuck.” I let out a breath, running my hand through my hair as I lean back in my chair. 

When Naomi told us the other day that she was pregnant, so many things flooded my mind, but in the end, I felt happy and protective. 

I’m in love with this woman, and at first, it terrified me because I’ve never felt like this for anyone before. But the more time I got to know her, the more I knew she was the one that was meant for me, for all of us. She makes us better people and what more could we ask for?

Her getting all jealous of those girls at the club was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen. And fucking her against the shed was even better. 

I talked to my sister and brothers, and we’ve all come to an understanding that we will be sharing her because none of us wants to give her up. Naomi seems fine with that. 

And now that she’s pregnant, it just makes everything so much better. Yes, we still have a lot of shit left to deal with, but there's not much we can do but sit back and wait.

Although Naomi’s line of work has me concerned. I worry that something is going to go wrong and that she’ll get hurt, which will lead to the baby getting hurt. Fuck. I hate this feeling of uncertainty.

“Ezra?” Robin says, poking her head into my office. She didn’t even fucking knock. I really don’t like this woman.

“Yes, Robin, what is it? I’m busy,” I huff, fiddling with the papers on my desk. 

“Your father is back and has requested a meeting with you.”

My heart stops, stomach drops, and my hands freeze. “What?” I ask, my eyes slowly rising to meet hers.

“Your father has just returned from his business trip. He would like a word with you.”

Yup, I did hear her right. Fuck. Fuck! How the fuck does he leave for two months and then walk back in here like nothing's happened? 

What should I do? Do I call the others? Talk to him first and see what he does? Shit.

“Alright.” I nod, trying to will my pounding heart to slow down before I have a fucking heart attack. “I’ll be there in a moment.”

She gives me one last annoyed look before leaving, not even bothering to shut the door.

Picking up the phone, I call Naomi. “Hey, baby,” she says, and fuck, I want to smile, but right now I’m too damn worked up.

“He’s back.”

“He is?” she asks, then curses. “What's going on?”

“He wants to meet with me right now. What do I do?”

She pauses for a moment, then sighs. “Meet with him, see what he wants, and then we can plan from there. But Ezra, if he’s just walking back into his office like nothing happened, it can’t mean anything good.”

“I know.” I groan. “That's what I’m afraid of.”

“I’ll let the others know. Don’t give anything away, alright?”

“I won't. Be safe. We got this.”

“I know we do,” she agrees, her words sounding confident. 

“I love you and our baby,” I say, my throat clogging. I won’t let this monster take my family from me. None of them.

“I love you too, big guy.”

Hanging up, I take a moment to get myself together and head down to his office.

“Come in,” his voice makes my skin crawl. I’ve never liked the man before, but I started hating him when I found out about his plans for Nat and now, I fucking despise him after finding out what he did to my girl when she was only a child.

Grinding my teeth, I close my eyes and take a few deep breaths, reining myself in from barging into that room and killing him now.

Opening the door, I find him sitting at his desk. “Ezra, son,” he starts, way too fucking cheery. “How have you been since I’ve been out of the country for work?”

“Fine,” I answer. “You’ve been gone for a while.”

“Ah, well, as a man in my position, I have a lot of dealings around the world. And clients in each country. Busy man, you know this.”

“Yeah.” I can’t look at him. Every time I do, I feel sick.

“I’m disappointed to see this place has turned into a mess after I left. I thought in my absence you would step up.”

“I didn’t know you were leaving,” I grind out. 

He pauses to shake his head. “Robin was supposed to tell you. That woman sometimes. She was upset I wouldn’t take her with me.” He leans in like he’s telling me some kind of secret. “She has a crush on me, that one.” He laughs. “Poor girl. Sadly, I have no interest in her. She’s not my type. I prefer redheads.”

That comment has my hands clenching, balling into fists. Relax, breathe.

“So, anyway. The reason I wanted to call you in here today was that there's going to be a wedding this weekend.”

“A wedding? Who’s getting married?” The smile he gives me sends chills down my spine. 

“Your sister, of course. I think it’s about time she adds to the family name, don’t you? A very nice and wealthy man I work with will make a very good husband for her.”

“This isn’t the Stone Age, old man,” I growl. “You can’t just marry off another person against their will.”

“Oh, I don't think I’ll be getting much of a fight from Natalie. Not if she knows what's good for her,” he challenges, raising a brow. This is the first time he’s shown his cards. Naomi is right, this can’t be good. We need to take him out now before shit hits the fan. “And that goes for you as well. Don’t fight me on this one, son. It’s about time you guys act like a Parson. I’ve given you all too much leeway.”

“Fuck you!” is all I can say without giving myself away. I turn around and head out of his office.

“Grow up, Ezra! Life isn’t always rainbows and sunshine!” he calls after me. I really can’t fucking wait to watch the life drain from his eyes by my girl’s hand.

I’m vibrating the whole way home. And when I get through the front door, I slam it behind me, making it rattle.

Reese joins me, his face a mask of fury too.

“What's the plan?”

I get everyone together in the living room and tell them what happened and what he said. Nat looks like she wants to cry and puke at the same time.

“I’m not marrying him. I won't!”

“Don't worry. You're not going to,” Naomi says, grabbing Nat’s hand. “I have an idea, but I’m not sure how everyone is going to feel about it. ”She gives us a grimace. 

“You do this for a living, you know what you're doing. We trust you. Tell us what to do and we will do it. No matter what.” I don’t like the idea of her being involved anymore. She’s pregnant, and I don’t want her getting hurt. But this is really serious, and she’s the only one who knows what she's doing. I have to believe she won't do anything too crazy.

Everyone agrees with what I just said, and Naomi tells us the plan. By the time she’s done, we all look a little unsure. 

“You're the expert,” Nat repeats, still looking a little green. “Let’s do it.” 
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Chapter 16
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Natalie

“Natty, baby, breathe,” Naomi says, stroking my face. 

“Easy for you to say. You're not wearing some ugly-ass wedding dress about to marry some evil creep,” I snap. I don’t mean to, but fuck, my nerves are through the roof, and I feel like I’m going to puke.

“It’s not going to get that far, okay? Everything is set in place. The guys rigged everything. The leak will set off the alarm, we will get everyone out. Once everyone is safe, we do our thing. We will have about ten minutes before the authorities get here. Our getaway car is waiting for us. Your father and that creep won't be leaving this building.”

“Okay,” I say, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath.

I wasn’t the biggest fan of the plan. Having to go this far, to dress up like it’s really going to happen; I don’t like it. When I pictured myself in my wedding dress for the first time, it wasn’t with some stranger I’d be standing next to.

“You owe me,” I mutter, looking at myself in the mirror again. Of course, my future husband had some crazy expensive dress sent to my house. It’s nice enough, but totally not my style. Good, because I don’t want a dress I love wasted on this day. 

“Anything you want,” Naomi promises.

I turn to look at her again. “You. I want to do this again, but next time I want to marry you,” I admit, my belly swooping with a new set of nerves. 

Her eyes widen slightly, and for a moment, I think I freaked her out, but she smiles. “I guess we will have to see what your brothers say about that.” She chuckles. “But if they’re okay with it, I’d love to make you my wife someday.”

That right there makes all of this worth it. To finally be rid of these people so we can move on and live in peace without having to look over our shoulders.

“Nat. It’s time,” Reese says as he steps into the room. “Fuck. You do look really nice.”

“Thanks,” I roll my eyes. “Gotta dress nice. It is a funeral, after all.”

Reese barks out a laugh. “Ready?” he asks, but I know he’s not just talking about getting fake married.

“Ready.” I nod, taking a deep breath.

Naomi can’t be seen, so she slips away out of sight. Reese takes my arm and kisses the side of my head. “Soon, baby sis. Soon all of this will be over.”

Reese takes me to the doors of the chapel, and it’s only hitting me now that we're about to commit a major sin. I mean, it’s a church. Are we going to hell for this?

Seeing how my girl has killed her fair share of people, I think that's the least of our worries. It’s this or live in hell on earth.

“There she is.” My father’s voice makes me cringe. “Don’t you just look stunning?”

“I hate you. You know that, right?” I raise a brow as he takes my arm from Reese.

“Yeah, yeah.” He rolls his eyes. “Enough with your childish ways, Natalie. This is life, grow up.”

Fuck you, you stupid old man. Fuck you for being an evil man. For harming so many people, my girl included. I can’t wait to see you die.

The doors open, and the music starts. Thankfully, there's not too many people here, so we don’t have to worry about how long it will take to get everyone out. 

As we're walking down the aisle, I try to keep my eyes on the ground instead of on the man standing up front in a suit. The thought of a man’s hands on me, this man’s hands, makes me want to puke.

My father leans in, so only I can hear his words. “If you fuck this up, Natalie, I will kill you. Do you understand me?”

“Rot in hell,” I hiss. 

“I’m a man who’s sick of coddling his children. You’ve made a fool of me one too many times. You think you’re better than me, better than this family? You’re nothing but a whore who’s going to bring me a fucking fortune, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” He chuckles. 

Did I mention I fucking hate this man?

We stop at the altar, and my father hands me off to Jesús. As he takes my arm, whispering nasty vile things in my ear, all I can think about is that it’s not much longer. Hurry up, Naomi, please.


Naomi

I HATE THIS, I REALLY fucking hate this. The idea of that fucker touching my girl makes me want to just point a gun at his head and shoot. But I can’t do that, sadly.

Reese, Ezra, and Cole have to be in there, or their father would ask questions. That means I’ve been making sure everything is set up.

The plan? Leak gas into the basement while setting off the fire alarm. Then once everyone is out, I’ll have my fun. After that’s done, we dip out, and I set off the detonator, sending this whole place up in flames. 

“Alright. Show time,” I say, grabbing the lighter from my pocket and placing my hand on my belly where my growing baby is. “Don’t worry, Little One, mama might be crazy, but you have nothing to worry about.”

With that being said, I take the lighter and flick it, the flame popping out. I light the little piece of paper in my hand and raise it to the smoke detector. 

It only takes a few seconds before the blaring sound of the alarm goes off. I shake out the paper before letting it drop to the ground, giving it a few stomps.

The first wave of people bursts through the door, rushing outside to safety. Making sure I keep count of the fifteen guests, as well as the priest, as I wait until all of them are accounted for before I go over to the door and lock it. Every other exit outside the one we plan on using is locked. No one is escaping tonight but us.

You know that feeling you got when you were a kid on Christmas morning, and you came down the stairs to see a tree full of presents? Yeah, me neither, but I’m guessing what I’m feeling right now is the equivalent of that.

I can hear shouting over the alarm, and my guess is dear old pops isn’t too happy about this.

“What the hell is going on?” Ivan roars as I step into the room, closing the door behind me. 

All of my men are standing near the exits, guns raised and pointed at the two men, who look very pissed off right now.

“Nat, baby, come here.” Thankfully, the alarm isn’t as loud in here, so they’re able to hear me speak.

Both monsters look over at me. “Rachel?” Ivan looks like the little vein in his forehead is going to pop any moment now. 

“Ah, no.” I snort a laugh as Nat comes to stand by me. “Not my real name.” I ignore him for a moment. “Are you okay?” I ask Nat, who looks seconds away from passing out. 

“Yes.” She nods.

I pull her in for a kiss, earning me crass noises from Ivan. “I always knew you were a fucking dyke.”

My jaw ticks, but I ignore him. “Go outside and wait.”

“Are you sure?” 

“Reese.” I look over at my handsome man, his blond hair styled nicely. “Take Nat outside. We got this.”

“You got it, Little Killer.” He shoots me a wink and then looks at his father. “Well, old man, I’d say it was nice knowing you, but that would be a lie. Hope you burn in hell.” He looks back at Nat. “Come on, sis, let’s blow this popsicle stand.”

Nat looks at me. “I wanted to see the life drain from his eyes, but I’m sorry, this is just too much for me.” Tears fill her eyes, but I give her a soft smile.

“It’s okay, baby. Trust me when I say they won’t be getting out alive.”

She nods and gives me one last quick kiss. “Thank you. I love you.”

“I love you too.” She rushes over to Reese, and I wait until both of them leave.

“What is she talking about? You guys think you can kill me?” Ivan snorts. “You’re gonna regret this, all of this!”

“Let me go, now!” Jesús snarls. “And maybe, just maybe, I’ll spare your life.”

“Yeah, that’s not how this works.” I laugh. “Say whatever you want, but it’s not going to help. You’re not getting out of this alive.”

“Why you little bitch!” I hear as Jesús reaches for his gun. Sadly, we couldn’t make sure that they weren’t carrying anything without making them suspicious.

Jesús is fast, but I’m faster. He’s not the one I’ve been after, though, just a consolation prize that no one is going to miss. Grabbing my gun, I aim it at his head and shoot without even thinking. His head snaps back as the bullet hits him between the eyes. He drops to the ground like a bag of rocks. That gets Ivan to shut his mouth. He looks at the man, and fuck if I don’t love the fear on his face.

“Sorry, I didn’t get to finish introducing myself,” I start as I walk toward Ivan. His attention is back on me. God, I hate his beady little eyes on me. “My name isn’t Rachel. I’m not a receptionist. I’m actually an assassin here to kill you.” 

His brows raise. “Who hired you? I’ll pay you triple what they’re paying you.” His voice almost sounds pleading. See, this man thought money would be enough to protect him from his sins, but he’s just some lawyer that bad, bad men use. He means nothing at the end of the day.

“Sorry, your money is no good here. No one hired me.”

His brows furrow. “Then why are you here to kill me?”

I laugh, shaking my head. “Because I want to. You see, you’re someone I’ve been dreaming about ending for so fucking long.” I step even closer, making Ezra growl. “Don't worry, baby. I’ll be fine.” 

“Baby?” Ivan looks at his sons. “You’re fucking him too? Along with my daughter? Well, they sure have been getting up to a lot without my knowledge.”

“Must be the old age.” I grin. “Let me refresh your brain. You see, we’ve met before, you know.”

“We have?” he asks. “I’m sorry, I think I’d remember a pretty little redhead like you. They’re my type, after all.” He laughs like he’s telling a joke, but I can see the panic in his eyes. 

“Oh, trust me, I know. That’s how we met, after all. Fifteen years ago, you were buddies with a man who loved to get his friends together and... play with little girls, if I’m correct.”

His face pales, a bead of sweat dripping down his brow. “What?”

“Oh, yes. The lot of you would come over to his house and do very unthinkable things to little girls. Five years old. Five fucking years old,” I snarl, feeling my control slip, but I don’t care.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t lie to me!” I roar, rushing forward and pressing the barrel of the gun to his head. “You had a favorite, a little girl with red hair.”

“Naomi,” he whispers, recognition blooming in his eyes. Hearing him say my name makes me want to fucking puke. 

“So we meet again.” I laugh hollowly. “Unfortunately for you, this will be the last time.”

“Look, I’m sorry. Please,” he starts to plead, only pissing me off more.

“No, you’re not!” I spit. “You enjoyed every fucking moment of it. You gave me no choice, you took from me what you wanted and laughed about it after! You’re a sick, vile monster who needs to be put down.” A slow smile breaks out across my face. “And I’m here to do just that.”

He looks at his sons. “Boys, you can’t just let her kill me. I’m your father!”

“You’re nothing to us!” Ezra shouts. “You hurt the woman we love, tried selling our sister to a vile man, and god knows how many other people you hurt. You don’t deserve the air that you breathe. And who better to take it from you than the person you hurt the most.”

Ezra’s chuckle has me growing a little wet. Damn hormones, now is not the time to get turned on.

Ivan’s face turns to disgust. “I hate you all. I should have fucking sent you and your mother packing. Ungrateful brats. I gave you everything! And this is how you repay me.”

“Sorry, we don’t support rapists. But there’s a special place in hell for you,” Cole says nonchalantly.

I love how much these men get me and are here to support me.

“Look, we don’t have time for this. So, I’m gonna kill you now. But have fun in hell, tell the devil I say hi, would you?” He’s still distracted by Cole’s statement, which gives me the chance to grab my knife, bringing the blade to his throat. Pressing hard, I pull fast and make a nice clean cut.

His hands go to his throat, gargling as he chokes on his own blood. Ezra kicks his father to the ground, sending him tumbling to his back. “Here you go, baby.” Ezra holds out a rose.

“Thank you.” I give him a beaming smile as I take it from him and tuck it into Ivan’s jacket. 

“We gotta go!” Reese shouts from the side door. “Cops are here.”

“Ready?” I ask my guys.

“Whenever you are.”

With one last look at the man who took my childhood away, I leave his dying body on the ground next to the man who wanted to take my Natty from me.

“Let’s go!” I shout, a laugh bubbling out of my chest. We take off running, bursting through the doors.

Nat and Reese are waiting there, and I grab Nat’s hand, laughing like a madwoman. I feel free for the first time in my life. Truly free, knowing anyone who’s ever harmed me or my sister is finally dead.

Once we’re safely in the car, a good distance away, I press the button and watch the chapel explode. It’s a pretty sight to see, if I do say so myself.

“You ready?” I ask Nat.

“Ready for what?” she looks at me. I smile and look each of them in the eyes. 

“For our happily ever after.”
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