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CREWE

Ariel walked inside my office without knocking, a leather-
bound notebook wrapped up in her arms. Her black frames sat
on the edge of her nose where they always were since she
preferred not to wear contacts. “Got a minute?”

I grabbed the scotch sitting on my desk and drained it in one
swallow. “I suppose.”

She sat down and crossed her legs before she opened the
notebook. She scanned her notes, her head bent and her
glasses threatening to slide off her nose. “How’s your chest?”

Painful. Annoying. Weak. Take your pick. “Fine.” It’d been a
month since Joseph shot me. I was still going to physical
therapy three times a week, trying to rebuild the muscle of my
left pectoral. I couldn’t use my left arm the way I used to, but
once I got my strength back, everything would return to
normal.

She didn’t look at the nearly empty bottle of scotch sitting on
my desk. “You know you aren’t supposed to drink while
you’re on narcotics.”

Like I gave a damn. “I’ll be fine. What do you want?”

Her eyes narrowed at the way I snapped at her.



I was still in a lot of physical pain, and my mood had turned
darker than a winter storm. Now I was constantly angry,
wanting to punch any solid piece of furniture I came into
contact with. But Ariel was the last person in the world who
deserved my wrath. She was one of the few people who was
truly loyal to me.

No one else was.
Especially that stupid fucking cunt.
I rephrased my words. “How can I help you?”

“That’s better,” she whispered. “You’re invited to the golf
tournament in London. No one knows you’ve been shot, so |
had to accept the invitation. Will that be a problem?”

My swing may be off a little bit, but I’d make it work. “No.”

“Good.” She turned back to her notebook. “We have a buyer
interested in purchasing the distillery. Should we give him an
audience?”

I wasn’t selling my business for any amount of money. “No.”

“I thought as much...” She continued down the list. “Sasha
called for you.”

I knew what she was calling about. Ariel knew I preferred not
to take personal calls from anyone—mnot anymore. “Tell her
I’1l pick her up at seven.”

Ariel nodded. “I will. Also, Layla called about dinner tonight.”
“Tell her I’ll also pick her up at seven.”

Ariel didn’t blink an eye or show an instant of judgment. She
preferred me this way, back to fucking without giving a damn.
Booze and women were more powerful than the narcotics |
was on. It stopped me from thinking about anything besides



tits and pussy. “That’s all 1 have for now. Do you need
anything from me?”

“No. Thank you.”

Ariel rose to her feet and gave me a look before she headed for
the door.

We hadn’t talked about what happened that night. When I
opened my eyes in the hospital room, she was there holding
my hand. She didn’t ask me any questions or say she told me
so. She understood I didn’t want to talk about it, and she let it
be.

And I was grateful.

I deserved to be told off for my stupidity. I deserved to be
insulted for my poor judgment.

I deserved the bullet that pierced my skin and nearly
penetrated my heart.

Ariel stopped at the door. “Crewe?”
“Yes?”
“Lay off the scotch.”

I met her gaze without saying a word, unable to fulfill her
request. The booze was the only thing keeping me sane. It was
the only thing keeping me going. “I’ll think about it.”



LoNDpoON

I finished my shift at the hospital then walked home. 1 was
running late because I had a date that night, and I’d barely
have time to do anything with my hair or makeup. As soon as I
walked through the door, I took a quick shower and managed
my hair as best as [ could. Then I left my apartment again and
walked to the pizza place where we were meeting.

Will and I were set up by mutual friends. I’d heard nothing but
good things about him, but I’d never met him in person.
Instead of feeling nervous like I usually did on a first date, |
didn’t feel anything at all.

I walked inside and saw him sitting in a booth, wearing a t-
shirt and jeans. He had dirty-blond hair and light-colored eyes,
looking handsome but with a distinct boyish charm. He smiled
when he saw me, a dimple in each cheek.

He was cute, but I didn’t feel that thrill shoot down my spine.

I walked over to him and extended my hand. “It’s nice to
finally meet you.”

He shook my hand. “You too.”

I took a seat across from him and studied the menu. “So what
are you thinking?”



“That you’re very pretty,” he said with a smile.

A chuckle formed in my throat, but I didn’t let it escape. “I
meant about the menu. What are you going to get?”

“Hmm...” He eyed the choices on the wall. “I’m not picky. I'll
eat anything.”

“Ditto.”

“You wanna split one, then?” he asked. “How about the
supreme?”’

“I like the way you think.”
He winked before he went up to the counter and ordered.

The second I was alone in the booth, my face fell and my
thoughts turned to the man I hadn’t stopped thinking about.
Crewe was always on my mind, and even when I was asleep,
he was in my dreams.

I thought I would have forgotten him by now, but I hadn’t. 1
finally had my life back, the kind of freedom I’d gone six
months without having, but it didn’t feel as good as I thought
it would. I found myself missing the stone walls of the castle,
the comfortable bed I used to sleep in every night, and the
view from the bedroom window. I missed listening to Crewe
brush his teeth before bed and watching him shave in the
morning when he got out of the shower.

Now I felt empty inside.

There was no excitement in my life, just the same mundane
routine I did every day. On my days off, I spent time with my
friends, but most of them were busy studying for their exams. |
didn’t have any family, so there wasn’t anyone to open up to
about my struggle.

I wondered if Crewe still thought about me.



Will returned with our number on a stand and two sodas. “It’ll
be fifteen minutes.”

I tried to push Crewe out of my mind, but that was almost
impossible to do when I was with other men. I hadn’t slept
with anyone, but I still felt like I was betraying Crewe in some
way. And I felt bad for my dates since they were constantly
being compared to the man I’d slept with for the past six
months—a duke. “I hope my stomach can manage it.”

“I can order some breadsticks or something.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said quickly. “It’ll ruin my appetite if I eat
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now.

“Yeah, me too.” He stared at me and faltered, unsure what to
say to keep the conversation going.

Crewe and I never had that problem. We wouldn’t speak for
hours, and that was perfectly fine. It was comfortable, actually.
“So, you’re an accountant?”

“Yeah. I’ve been working at my dad’s office, but I’'m gonna
open up my own soon. Just wanted to get a few years of
experience before I did that.”

“Not a bad idea.”

“You’re a physician assistant, right?”

I nodded.

“You gonna start medical school again in the fall?” He knew
exactly why I dropped out of the program to begin with. Some
of the other men I dated treated me like fragile glass, damaged

goods. Other men were brave enough to date me, but they had
their guard up the whole time.

I didn’t appreciate being looked at like that, like there was
something wrong with me. While Crewe shouldn’t have



kidnapped me, our relationship was consensual. I had the
power to say no whenever I wanted. None of my dates would
understand that because I didn’t want to discuss my time in
Scotland. “That’s the plan. But I like what I do now.”

“Sounds like a good gig. Plus, you’re getting paid.”

I nodded. “It is nice to buy food and shoes—those are the two
things I can’t live without.”

He chuckled, but it didn’t seem genuine.

I was already bored, and we hadn’t even gotten our food yet.
None of the guys I met were interesting. They were all the
same—educated, nice, and predictable. They lacked the
attraction and passion Crewe possessed. Crewe was dark and
dangerous, but in a good way. He had infinite layers to his
persona, layers I’d never had the chance to peel back. He
could make an entire conversation out of a simple look.

He never bored me.

As each week passed, the truth became clearer. Crewe was
supposed to leave my thoughts, but his presence only grew in
my mind. When I was alone in bed at night, I hardly slept
because I missed his powerful body next to mine. My thighs
squeezed together because I missed having him between my
legs. I even touched myself and thought of him as I did it.

It was getting harder to deny the obvious—that I missed him.

A lot.

Will made small talk about our mutual friends and told me a
bit about his family.

I nodded along without really listening, wishing I were home
in my apartment with my vibrator—thinking about Crewe. I
missed the way his scruff used to rub against my collarbone as



he kissed my neck. I missed the way that same facial hair
would rub against my inner thighs when he kissed me between
my legs. I missed his big, manly hands all over my body, the
way they would grip my tits as he fucked me at the edge of the
bed.

“Are you alright?” Will stared at me with both eyebrows
raised.

I had no idea what he just said. I was zoning out, picturing
Crewe’s perfectly chiseled body on top of mine. “Yeah, I'm
fine. For a second, I thought I left the stove on in my
apartment...but I’'m pretty sure I didn’t.”

Will bought my story and continued talking about his aunt, a
professor at NYU.

I went back to thinking about Crewe.

Over a month had come and gone since I saw Crewe get
carried away on a stretcher. I knew he survived the ordeal and
he was going to be okay, but that didn’t stop me from
worrying about him. I hoped he was making a good recovery,
that he wasn’t drinking too much, and that he wasn’t more
bitter and angry than he was when we first met.

I wanted to talk to him, but I didn’t think that would go over
well. The circumstances hadn’t changed between us, so there
was nothing to say. There was nothing to fix. I just hoped
these feelings would go away.

Unless I really did love him.
Did I?

I was home on a Saturday morning when Joseph called me.
We talked here and there, but never about anything that



happened with Crewe. Our mutual anger hadn’t dwindled, but
we put that aside because all we had was each other.

“Hey,” I said into the phone.

“What are you doing?” He spoke with a dead voice that was
calm, borderline tired.

“Sitting on the couch watching TV in my pajamas.” Nothing |
wore was as comfortable as Crewe’s t-shirts. I wished I'd
gotten to take one home with me.

“How’d your date go?”

There wasn’t much to tell. “Okay. We had pizza then went our
separate ways. I don’t think he’ll call me again.” And if he did,
I would turn him down. There was no chemistry, no interest
whatsoever. I felt like I was having dinner with a brother more
than a possible lover.

“That’s too bad.”
[ wasn’t too disappointed. “What are you up to?”
“My plane is about to land in New York.”

“Really?” A smile formed on my face even though I was still
mad at him.

“I’m doing business in town. Was hoping I could see you.”
“Sure. You wanna grab lunch?”
“How about I pick something up and bring it to your place?”

I forgot that he was living a criminal life like Crewe. Crewe
hardly went out meals. In fact, we’d never been on a real date.
He probably had to lay low at all times. “Yeah, sure. I like
Chinese.”

“That makes two of us. I’ll pick it up on the way.”



I showered and cleaned the apartment before he arrived. There
was no evidence that I looked like hell, usually sitting on the
couch with two open bags of potato chips. I vacuumed and
destroyed all signs of my laziness. If he’d witnessed it, he
would definitely crack a joke or two about it.

When he knocked on the door, I opened it and let him inside.
Normally, I would hug him right away, but the memory of
what he did to Crewe was still heavy in my mind. He nearly
killed the man I spent half a year with. I wouldn’t forget that
anytime soon. “Hey.”

“Hey.” He carried the plastic bag of food to the table. “You
wanna eat now?”

“Sure.” I opened my wallet and pulled out some cash. “How
much do I owe?”

“Shut up and eat.” He sat down and pulled out the two trays of
food and chopsticks.

I opened mine and began to eat, unsure what to say to him. It
was the first time we’d been alone since he dropped me off at
the airport a month ago. We talked on the phone, so he knew I
had a job and a fairly normal life. “This is good.”

“It’s awesome. | haven’t had Chinese in nearly a year.” He
scarfed down his food, grabbing large chunks of food between
those two small sticks.

I hadn’t had it in just as long.
“So, how are things going?”
“Good. I really like my new job. Everyone is nice.”

“That’s cool. Your friends are glad to have you back?”



“Yeah, but they walk on eggshells all the time, like if they say
the wrong thing, I’ll lose my mind.”

He watched me as he chewed his chow mein, the stubble along
his chin thick because he hadn’t shaved in a while. Joseph and
I didn’t share a lot of characteristics, but we had the same eyes
—agreen like our mother’s. “They’re just being sensitive. Can’t
blame them for that.”

“I know. But no matter how many times I tell people I'm fine,
they don’t believe me. They tell me I need therapy.”

“Therapy isn’t a bad idea.”
“I don’t need therapy,” I said coldly. “Crewe treated me well.”

He shook his head. “I’m not a therapist, and I can tell you have
Stockholm syndrome.”

“I do not,” T snapped. “Crewe always gave me a choice. He
never made me do anything I didn’t want to do. Everything
between us was consensual.”

“Except your freedom.”
“Well...” I didn’t have an argument against that.
“The guy kidnapped you. End of story.”

“It’s not black and white, Joseph.” I stirred my food with my
chopstick, suddenly losing my appetite. “I cared about Crewe.
He cared about me. If I had the chance to talk to him about
everything, he probably would have let me go.”

“Doubtful.”
“You don’t know him the way I do.”
“And I’m glad I don’t.”

I stared at my brother and felt my rage come to the surface. “I
told you not to hurt anyone. I told you not to shoot Crewe.”



“His men fired first. [ didn’t have a choice.”
“Because you were ambushing his castle with guns and tanks.”

He shook his head. “They still fired first. And I wasn’t
planning on shooting Crewe until I looked at him... Then the
anger took over.”

“He didn’t deserve that.”

“And I didn’t deserve to have my sister kidnapped for six
months. You just lost your mind in the process.”

“I didn’t lose my mind, Joey. Crewe is a good man.”
He rolled his eyes.

“Have you heard anything about him?”

“What do you mean?”

“How’s he doing? Is he working again?” The doctor told me
he would live. I just hoped that meant he would live a normal
life.

“As far as I can tell, he’s back to normal. I haven’t seen him
with my own eyes, but I hear he’s still running the scotch
business with Ariel and taking care of his royal duties like the
douchebag that he is.”

I shot him a glare. “Don’t talk about him like that.”

He met my fire with his own. “What the hell is wrong with
you? He stole you from your bed in the middle of the night
and kept you as a prisoner. As in, he broke international law.
Why are you protecting him?”

Joseph would never understand. No one would ever
understand. “It was more complicated than that. Crewe and |
had a relationship...we were friends. We were close.” There



were no words to describe what we had. I wasn’t even entirely
sure what the two of us shared.

Joseph set down his chopsticks in the center of his food and
looked at me, his expression hard. It was a stare he’d given me
countless times as we were growing up. It usually meant he
was pondering what he was about to say. “London...did you
love this guy?”

I told Crewe I loved him, but I thought it was just an act. [ was
tricking him into caring about me, being an actress in a play.
But maybe those words weren’t meaningless. Maybe I meant
them from the bottom of my heart. “I...I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” he whispered. “The fact that your answer
isn’t a simple no is concerning to me.”

“It’s concerning to me t0o.”

He’d hardly eaten his food, but he pushed it aside like he was
finished with it. “London, I don’t understand, and I'll never
understand. I tried to make it right with Crewe by doubling the
amount of money I owed, but he took you anyway. I’ll always
hate that man for the way he stabbed me. But...I’m trying to
have an open mind about this. I just don’t understand how you
can care about a man who took away all of your freedom. Help
me understand.”

“I can’t...1it’s complicated.”
“Well, try anyway.”

There was a lot of graphic content that would make Joseph
upset, and I couldn’t mention that. It would just make us both
uncomfortable. “I hated him in the beginning. I fought him
every chance I got him and put up a wall that he couldn’t
penetrate. But when he said he was going to sell me to
Bones...I did what I had to do to stay with Crewe. So I slept



with him.” I didn’t look at my brother as I told the story. He
probably wasn’t looking at me either. “I think that’s when
everything changed. I think that’s when Crewe began to
soften. He kept me for himself. And if I’'m being honest, |
enjoyed being with him.”

Joseph turned his gaze out the window, like he wasn’t listening
at all.

“As time went on, we got closer and closer. We started to trust
each other. And then it became a routine...a comfortable one.
Crewe always treated me with respect, took care of me, and
listened to me. He didn’t feel like my captor anymore.
Honestly, I miss him and that castle.”

Joseph rubbed his jaw. “You miss him now?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I’ve been on a few dates, and I don’t feel
anything. All I can think about is him. I can’t stop thinking
about the way we left things. I can only imagine how angry he
1s...how much he hates me. But I wonder if he misses me as
much as I miss him.”

Joseph sat back in the chair and crossed his arms over his
chest. He released a quiet sigh of irritation. “I don’t know what
to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything. But Crewe never laid a hand
on me while I was his prisoner. He never took me against my
will. The most he ever did was raise his voice when I annoyed
him. Honestly, I was safer with him than anywhere else in the
world. I know I shouldn’t feel anything for him, but it doesn’t
change the fact that I do.”

“Well, I think you answered my question.”

“What question?” Talking about Crewe made me forget why
we started talking about him in the first place.



“That you love him.”

It was hard for me to focus at work on Monday. I worked in
the emergency room and helped out the physicians with
patients with moderate illnesses. I had a lot of patients with
pneumonia and one or two diagnosed with sepsis. The weather
was changing in New York, and people were catching colds
left and right.

I filled out chart after chart, and during my downtime, Crewe
came back to my mind.

Did I love him?

I’d been so focused on playing him that I didn’t realize how
much my feelings had developed. I just assumed it was lust
because the sex was good and he was handsome as hell. I
didn’t think anything more serious could develop under the
circumstances.

But clearly, it had.

I’d been in New York for over a month, but I wasn’t happy at
all.

I was just miserable.

The only place I wanted to be was in that castle with that
scotch-drinking man. I missed the bed I used to share with
him. I missed the courtyard with all the roses. I missed the
way he kissed my hairline when he was being particularly
affectionate.

[ missed everything.

When I got off work, I met Joseph for coffee because he was
still in town. Since he was all I had, I felt obligated to tell him



what my plans were. He was the closest thing I had to a best
friend too, despite what he did to Crewe.

“What’s up?” He carried his venti coffee to the table and sat
down.

“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking...”

“That’s never good.” He sipped his coffee, wearing a black
leather jacket with a gray t-shirt underneath. He definitely
didn’t look like an insurance salesman.

“I think I’'m going to go to Scotland.”

He gripped his coffee on the table and stilled like a statue.
“What?”

“They have an open position in Edinburgh at the embassy.
And while I’m there, I can talk to Crewe about everything—"

“You’re going back to Scotland to tell Crewe you want to get
back together?”” he asked incredulously.

“I guess.” I wanted to do more than that. I wanted to apologize
for being responsible for the death of his men, for being the
reason he was shot. I wanted to feel him in my arms and know
he was okay. I hadn’t stopped thinking about it, having
nightmares about it.

Joseph shook his head. “T know bossing you around is a waste
of time, but don’t bother.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you think Crewe is gonna welcome you back with open
arms, think again.”

“I doubt 1t’ll be with open arms, but—"
“And he might kill you.”



That was one thing I knew for certain would never happen.
Even when he was bleeding out onto the floor, he cooperated
with Ariel to protect me. I was the reason why he was shot, but
he still put me first.

I knew he really loved me.

“He wouldn’t hurt me,” I said with confidence. “I don’t know
how he’ll react, but it won’t be violently.”

“Even if you’re right, he’ll never take you back. You
embarrassed him, lied to him, and humiliated him in front of
all of his men. If the past has taught you anything, it’s that
Crewe always gets even. Even if he wanted to, he couldn’t
forgive you for what you did and move on.”

“It’s not like he’s so innocent.”
He chuckled. “Trust me, he doesn’t see it like that.”

His warning didn’t change anything. If I didn’t speak to Crewe
and at least make an attempt, I would think about it forever. 1
would live in regret for not knowing what could have
happened. “I’m going to do it anyway and hope for the best.”

Joseph didn’t hide his look of disappointment. His enemy
captured me as payback, and now I wanted to go back to him.
It was something he couldn’t wrap his brain around. “You
want me to go with you?”

“No,” I blurted. “That’ll just make it hostile. I have to go

alone.”

“Are you sure?” he pressed. “I can wait by the road. Who
knows what his men will do to you.”

“They won’t hurt me.” Crewe made his orders very clear. Even
when he didn’t owe me anything, he still looked after me.

“How can you be so sure?”



If I loved Crewe after everything he put me through, then he
still loved me. That was something I believed. “I just am.”



CREWE

“What happened here?” Sasha sat on my lap with her legs
straddled over my hips. Her huge tits were in my face, and her
petite waist was perfect to grab on to. Her hand snaked up my
chest to the scar over my pec. Thin black lines stretched over
my pec from where the surgeons cut me open then put me
back together.

“I got shot.”

“Ooh...” Her fingers moved gently across the wound. “I’m
sorry to hear that.”

“Not a big deal. Just a battle scar.”

“And quite the conversation piece.” She spoke perfect English
but had a heavy French accent. I liked listening to it when we
were in bed together.

Meaningless sex with women acted as a great distraction. I
didn’t think about the woman who caused more damage than
the bullet that nearly pierced my heart. And when I was pretty
much drunk all the time, that helped too. Not to mention the
painkillers I was still on. “Yeah, I suppose.”

Someone knocked on my door even though it was almost nine
o’ clock. “Sir?” Dimitri’s voice carried into the bedroom. “I’'m



sorry to bother you, but it’s urgent.”

I had a naked woman on my lap. Nothing was that urgent. “It
can wait until tomorrow.”

Dimitri’s feet didn’t fade away as if he walked off. His mouth
was right by the door. “It’s Lady London. She’s here. Do you
still want me to send her away?”

My entire body froze when I heard what he said. At first, |
thought I imagined the entire thing, but my fingertips pressed
into Sasha’s hips, reminding me that this wasn’t a dream. This
was really happening. “London?”

“She’s outside, sir,” Dimitri said. “What are your orders?”
Sasha looked down at me. “Who’s London?”

I ignored what she said. She wasn’t even there. “I’ll be down
in ten minutes.” I rolled Sasha off me and grabbed my boxers
and jeans from where they lay on the floor. I yanked them on
and picked a random t-shirt from my closet.

Sasha sat up in bed and pulled the covers to her chest. “Who’s
London?” she repeated.

I straightened my hair with my fingers as best as I could
before I headed to the door. “I don’t have time right now. I’ll
be back soon.” I knew London wasn’t going anywhere, but my
heart just spiked with adrenaline. I never expected to see her
again, never hear from her again. But she was standing outside
my door in the middle of the night.

What did she want?

The last time I saw her was when we got into the Jeep. After
that, everything turned blurry.

When I thought about what she did to me, the anger emerged.
I shouldn’t even go downstairs to see her. I should slam the



door in her face and demand my men to drag her off the
property by her hair.

But that didn’t slow me down.

I walked down the stairs, feeling my pulse pound in my ears
like a pair of drums. My hands automatically formed fists, and
my knuckles turned white. No matter how much anger burned

under the surface, it didn’t stop me from wanting to cross that
threshold.

Stop me from wanting to see her.

I reached the front door and stared at the dark wood. Only a
few feet separated us, separated me from the woman I once
loved. She played me for a fool, manipulated me exactly the
way Ariel warned. She humiliated me in a way Josephine
never did.

And to think I actually loved her.

I took a deep breath and willed the anger to leave my body. I
wanted to wear a stoic expression, an expression of
nothingness when 1 looked at her. I didn’t want her to
understand how much she hurt me.

But I doubted that would last long.

I opened the door and stepped out into the night, taking the
long stone steps to the driveway. I saw her outline in the
darkness, her body wrapped in a black jacket. Her breath
escaped like vapor because the October nights here were far
colder than the ones in New York.

Her face finally came into view from the outdoor lights. Her
brown hair was exactly as I remembered, slightly wavy from
the damp air. She wore dark jeans with black boots, looking
slender in the curve-fitting outfit.



I stood in front of her and looked at her head-on, doing my
best to appear as indifferent as possible. It was cold outside,
especially in just my t-shirt, but I refused to invite her inside
my home—not when she was my enemy.

She met my look with those green eyes I used to love.
Sympathy and pain were written in them, remorse for what
she’d done. I didn’t need to hear her apology to know it was
sitting on the tip of her tongue.

I waited for her to speak first since I had nothing productive to
say. The only thing that came to mind were cold insults that
wouldn’t further the conversation. Any shred of chivalry I had
was long dead.

I didn’t say it back, purely out of stubbornness.

The wind was strong tonight, and her hair whipped across her
face. When it got in her eyes, she tucked it behind her ear. “I
was hoping we could talk inside. There’s a lot of things I want
to tell you.”

“NO . 29
Her eyes contracted when she heard the authority in my voice.

“I never want you to set foot inside my house again.” I was
surprised how well I controlled my tone. On the way to the
door, I’d thought about strangling her. Now I was calm and
collected, making my walls as thick as the Great Wall of
China. “I don’t give a damn about anything you have to say,
and you’re stupid for showing your face around here. Maybe
you’ve forgotten all the men who died because of you—but
my crew hasn’t.”

She finally bowed her head, breaking eye contact with me and
tightening her arms around her waist. “I said I told Joseph not



to come. I specifically told him—”

“Not to hurt anyone or kill me,” I interrupted. “But you did
plan for him to come. You were stupid to think my enemy
wouldn’t desecrate me the second he had a chance. You
plotted against me on purpose, took advantage of my heart like
the whore that you are.” My temper flared, and now it couldn’t
be controlled. I didn’t feel bad for insulting her, not when
she’d insulted me worse.

The fire didn’t leap in her eyes. “I told him not to come at all. I
told him I was going to talk to you first.”

“Talk to me about what? Tell me that you successfully tricked
me into being pussy-whipped?”’

“No. About treating me like a real human being and not a
prisoner.” Her own anger rose, but she kept it under control a
lot better than I did. “Crewe, you said you loved me, but you
still kept me chained up like a dog.”

“There were no chains. I wish there were.”

“You know what I mean. I wanted to ask if you would let me
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go...

I clenched my jaw because I probably would have done it if
she’d asked. The second she didn’t want to be with me, I
didn’t want her either.

“I knew you would, but Joseph disagreed. That’s why he
moved in when he did.”

This conversation was just making me angrier. “Why are you
here? It happened, and it’s in the past now. Why are we talking
about this? And why didn’t you just call me on the phone?
Why are you showing up at my doorstep in the middle of the
night?” I at least hoped she wanted me back, that leaving me
was a mistake. The second I realized she just wanted to be



relieved of guilt, it pissed me off all over again. I hated myself
for wanting anything else in the first place.

“I wanted you to know that I never wanted to hurt you or your
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men.

“I’m so glad to hear that,” I said sarcastically. “Really changes
everything.”

Her hair flew in her face again, and this time she pulled it over
her shoulder. “I wanted you to know it wasn’t all an act. |
wanted to be free because I deserved to be free. I did what I
had to do to get out.”

“Congratulations.”

“But when I told you I loved you...I meant it. I didn’t realize
it at the time, but now I do.”

My hands were still by my sides, cold from the breeze and
white from my grip. ““You expect me to believe that?”

“Why wouldn’t you? You were there, Crewe. You knew how |
felt about you before I even said anything.”

I shook my head and stepped back. “Everything was a lie. You
successfully played me, tricked me into getting what you want.
Now that you have your freedom, why don’t you just go enjoy
it and disappear?” I hated to think of how many men she’d
slept with this past month. I shouldn’t care, and the fact that I
did pissed me off.

“Because I haven’t enjoyed my freedom...not like I thought 1
would.”

I stared at her and couldn’t look away. My entire body shut
down so I could take in everything without missing a single
syllable.



“Crewe, I miss you. I thought I would be happy back in New
York, but ’'m not. All I do is think about you. I’'m not saying I
don’t want my freedom, because I do. But I want both. I was
hoping we could start over.”

“Start over?” I asked with a strangled laugh. “I almost died on
the operating table. No, we can’t fucking start over.”

Her eyes welled with tears. “I understand you’re mad—"

“Mad doesn’t do it justice. There are no words to describe
what I’'m feeling, London. I’ve never actually wanted to hurt
you until right now. I want to slap you so hard that your neck
breaks. That’s how I feel.”

She didn’t take a step back even though she should. “I want to
apologize for everything, but I can’t. I did what I had to do to
survive. The only thing I am sorry about is hurting you. |
never wanted to hurt you.” The tears continued to build on the
surface of her eyes, but they didn’t fall. “You know that,
Crewe.”

“I don’t know anything, London. I don’t know a damn thing.”
The longer we stood outside, the more immune I became to
the cold temperature and my hardening heart. I let my guard
down again, and of course, it bit me in the ass. I felt stupid for
ever trusting her. “I never want to see you again. Do you
understand me?”’

This time, the tears fell. They streaked down her cheeks to her
lips.

Instantly, I felt my broken heart tighten.

“Crewe, | admit things didn’t work out the way they should. I
should have talked to you about everything sooner. But you

can’t pretend to be the only victim in this situation. You’ve
done things wrong too. You took my life away from me when



it was never your right. I don’t even know how I fell in love
with you to begin with, but the fact that [ have tells me this is
real. So, you can’t put all the blame on me. We’re both guilty
of a lot of things.”

“Maybe I kept you as a prisoner in the beginning, but you
were never a prisoner toward the end. I made my feelings for
you perfectly transparent. I never lied to you or misled you
about how I felt. You, on the other hand, perfectly deceived.
That’s worse, if you ask me.”

“Again, | was just trying to survive. In the process, I began to
love you. I didn’t know it was going to happen, but it did. I
could have run off with Joseph the second I got the chance, but
I didn’t. I stayed behind and made sure you survived. I didn’t
have to save Ariel, but I did because I know how important
she is to you. I made a lot of mistakes, but I did the right thing
when it mattered most.”

The breeze increased, and I watched her shiver slightly. If this
were a different time, | would wrap my arms around her and
take her inside. But I couldn’t look past my heartbreak or my
embarrassment. She tricked me, and 1 honestly didn’t know
what was real and what was a game. I was too angry to even
consider forgiveness. I was too pissed to even contemplate
starting over. “The only reason why I’m gonna say this is
because it’s the only chance I’ll ever have.”

When she blinked, more tears fell.

“I really loved you. As in, I loved you in a way I’ve never
loved anyone else. I trusted you. Fuck, you were my whole
world. There was nothing I looked forward to more than
getting off work and making love to you. I was happier with
you than I ever was with Josephine, or anyone else that came



before her. What we had was special. For the first time in my
life, I was actually happy.”

More tears came, a waterfall in the making.

“But that’s over because it never really happened. Maybe you
were sincere in your feelings, but I have no way of knowing
when those moments occurred. When you told me you loved
me, it was a lie. The second the words left your mouth, they
were meaningless—

“But they aren’t meaningless now, Crewe,” she said through
her tears. “I love you. I know I do. It just took me some time
to come to terms with it, to realize I couldn’t run from it
anymore. This relationship didn’t start off in the right way. But
that doesn’t mean we can’t give it a new beginning.”

“I don’t want to have a new beginning.”

Her hands reached for mine, and her frozen fingers wrapped
around my wrists.

I pushed her away before I gave myself the opportunity to
enjoy her. “Don’t fucking touch me.”

“Crewe—"

“Get off my property.” I wanted this to end. I wanted to go
back to my life and forget she ever existed. | stepped back and
turned to the entrance.

“I know you still love me.”

I stopped and turned around, watching her hair blow in the
wind.

“I know you do. Just take some time to think about what I
said. I’m staying in Edinburgh for a month... I’ll be around.”



“I don’t love you, London,” I said coldly. “I stopped loving
you the second Joseph pointed that gun at me.”

She’d stopped crying, but her eyes were still shiny. “Ariel told
me what she said to you.”

My eyes narrowed as the betrayal swept over me. I never
asked Ariel to keep that a secret, but I assumed she would
have kept that information to herself.

“The only reason you got up was to protect me. After
everything we’d been through, you still put me first. So don’t
pretend you don’t love me. Don’t pretend I don’t mean
anything to you. I know you’re angry right now because this is
the first time we’ve spoken, so I can be patient. I can give you
some time. I’ll be in Edinburgh until the end of this month.
When you’re ready to talk, I’'m sure you’ll be able to find me.”

Her confidence just pissed me off more. “You shouldn’t waste
your time, London. I’m not coming after you. I have a woman
in my bed waiting for me at this very moment. I’ve moved on
with my life—as I’m sure you’ve moved on with yours.”

She controlled her expression and hid the hurt that was
burning under her skin, but I could see the devastation in her
eyes.

I enjoyed hurting her, enjoyed getting back at her for hurting
me. If she imagined I’d be crying over her, she was stupid. |
didn’t shed a single tear. I spent my time drinking scotch and
screwing beautiful women.

Because I was still the scotch king.

It took Ariel five seconds to figure out London stopped by.
“What did she say?” She walked into my office without



knocking, her arms crossed over her chest and her eyes
focused on me like lasers.

I would have told her it was none of her business, but since
Ariel warned me about her to begin with, I felt obligated to
share. “She wanted to apologize for lying to me. Then she told
me she loved me and wanted to start over.” I flipped through
the expense report like our conversation wasn’t important
enough for my full attention.

“That fucking cunt.” She ground her teeth together, looking
angrier than I’d ever seen her. “What did you say?”

“What do you think, Ariel?” I looked at the totals in the back
of the report before I closed the folder. “I told her to get off my
property and disappear. End of story.”

Ariel breathed a sigh of relief like she’d been expecting me to
say something else. “Thank god.”

Like I’d ever give London another chance. That ship had
sailed. “I’m sure we won’t hear from her again.”

“Better not.” She finally took a seat and crossed her legs. “Are
you doing okay?”

I was insulted by the question. “I’m more than okay, Ariel.”
“You haven’t talked about it and—"

“Because I don’t need to talk about it. It was a mistake, and
it’s over. Let’s move on.” I didn’t need to be reminded how
stupid 1 was. I put my life, as well as the life of everyone
around me, in danger. Some of my men were buried in
graveyards because of my poor judgment. It’s not something I
would easily forget.

“Does that mean you’ve reinstated Dunbar?”



Dunbar had been right about her too. I should have let him
beat her to a pulp. “Yes. I gave him a two-week vacation as an

apology.”
“That was nice of you.”

Not nice enough. “Is there anything else you need? I’ve got a
lot of shit to do today.”

Ariel glanced at my bottle of scotch, which was half empty
even though it wasn’t even eleven yet. “Nope. I’ll see you
later.” She left my office without a backward glance, in a
much better mood now that she knew London wasn’t making a
resurgence.

Even if I wanted to take London back, I wouldn’t.
Not after what she did.

I had too much pride, too much stubbornness to let bygones be
bygones.

But I did love hearing that she still wanted me, that New York
felt empty without me in her life. It made me feel good to
know that she actually loved me, that she flew all the way here
just to see me.

She accused me of still loving her.
Which I didn’t.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about her, not while I was at work
or while I was in my room alone. Sleep had been difficult
since the day she left. The only time I slept somewhat well
was when a woman slept over. But even then, it wasn’t the
same.

As soon as London left, I’d asked Sasha to leave. I didn’t feel
like being interrogated by a woman who wanted me all to



herself a long time ago. I was in too foul a mood to please a
woman for the night.

I just wanted to be alone.

But my mood hadn’t changed. I was just as angry as the
moment she left. I was even more angry that I allowed her to
have this power over me, to make me feel so many different
things at once.

And I was pissed that I hated seeing her cry. It made me feel
like shit when it shouldn’t. I enjoyed hurting her, but that
desire faded away almost instantly. I wish I’d never mentioned
Sasha when it was such a low blow.

And then I hated myself for caring about her feelings.
I was so fucked up in the head.

What was wrong with me?

A week went by, and I didn’t contact her. I knew she was
staying in Edinburgh, but I didn’t have a clue what she was
doing. She didn’t come from money, so I didn’t know how she
was paying for this expensive trip across the world.

Especially since it was all a waste of money.

Even though she was always in the back of my mind, I refused
to go to her. I refused to see her after everything we’d been
through.

She claimed I loved her, but that was just wishful thinking.
[ didn’t.
At least, I wouldn’t admit it to her or myself.

Dunbar just returned from vacation, and he was still cold to
me. He obviously hadn’t forgiven me for my error in



judgment, and I couldn’t exactly blame him. He lost friends
when Joseph ambushed the castle with his men. It was their
job to protect me and the keep, but that was an unnecessary
war that could have been easily avoided.

If I’d thought with my brain and not my dick.

The next day, I was taking a trip to my distillery in Edinburgh.
I knew London would be in the city, but I hadn’t planned to
acknowledge her existence. But that didn’t mean I wouldn’t
think about her.

Because I always thought about her.

I completed my physical training in the morning, which was
excruciating since the muscle had been so severely damaged,
and then I sat in the back of the car as Dunbar drove me into
the city.

All T had to do was call Dimitri, and I would figure out exactly
where she was.

But I didn’t make the request.

[ stayed strong—Ilearning from my past mistake.



LonDpoN
I couldn’t say I was surprised by Crewe’s reaction.

I didn’t expect him to forgive me in a heartbeat and take me
back in his arms. I knew it would take more time, greater
effort. But I didn’t expect him to be so merciless and cold. |
knew he still cared about me. There wasn’t a doubt in my
mind. But Crewe was the proudest man I’d ever known.

Image was everything to him.

A week passed, and I didn’t hear from him. I was working in a
clinic in Edinburgh that wasn’t too far from his new distillery.
I didn’t pick the location on purpose. That just happened to be
where they stationed me. The pay wasn’t amazing, but the cost
of living was cheap enough that I managed. I had a small flat
in the city, which allowed me to walk anywhere I wanted.
There was a grocery store nearby, and of course, the view was
incredible. I was living in one of the oldest towns in the world,
but it didn’t feel as historic as the castle I shared with Crewe.

As more time passed, the more I realized I may never get him
back.

Everything was working against us, mainly his bitterness. I
think all men should be a little proud, but he took it to a new



level. It was probably his royal heritage that made him that
way. [ wasn’t sure what else it could be caused by.

Joseph called me in the afternoon, the same time he called me
every day. He knew I was in Edinburgh alone, and being the
protective older brother that he was, he needed to check on
me. “How’s it going?”

“It’s okay.” I couldn’t really enjoy my new surroundings when
I was swallowed by misery.

“Hasn’t called, huh?”

“No...”

“I’m sorry, Lon. But I told you he wouldn’t.”

“I think he just needs some time. I haven’t lost all hope yet.”
“Well, you should. He’s not gonna change his mind.”

I was prepared to let him go if I had to, but I didn’t want to. I
certainly didn’t want to return to New York and try to start
over, to find a man who made my heart flutter the way Crewe
did. I couldn’t fall for another man when I was already in love
with someone across the world. “It’s only been a week.”

“It could be a year, and it wouldn’t change anything.” Joseph
liked to make his opinion extremely well known, regardless of
how 1t made me feel. He never beat around the bush, not even
to protect my ego.

“Maybe I should try contacting him again.”
“And what will that do?”

“Hopefully something.” I had no way of contacting him. All I
knew was where he lived, but I feared I wouldn’t be so
welcome there a second time. “Or you could give me his
number...”



“I could, but I’d rather not.”

Joseph would help me if I pushed him enough. “If 1 could
meet him somewhere else, that would be fine. But he doesn’t
leave the castle too often.”

“I’m sure he does. He has that scotch facility in Edinburgh.”

“Yeah, but he usually sends Ariel to do that stuff for him.”
Crewe seemed to have recovered from his wound well, but he
was probably limiting his outdoor adventures. “Unless you can
tell me where he is...”

“You think I’m a spy or something?”

“I have no idea what you do, Joseph. And that’s because I’ve
never asked.” I didn’t want to know what his criminal
activities were. Since he was my brother, it was better if I
didn’t know. I had to love him no matter what, and it would be
difficult if [ knew he was a murderer.

“Give me his number. Maybe I can get him to meet me
somewhere.”

“You know, chasing a guy like this seems kinda desperate.”

[ bit the inside of my cheek. “Just give me the number,
Joseph.”

After he finally handed it over, I hung up and called Crewe.
Every time it rang, my heart moved into my throat. I could
hardly breathe because | was nervous, utterly terrified whether
he answered or he didn’t.

“This is Crewe.” He spoke with a rich voice that was smooth
just like scotch. I missed the way his voice sounded when his
lips were pressed against my ear. Just his voice alone could
bring me to my knees.

“It’s London.”



Crewe remained silent, the sound of a moving car acting as the
background. It sounded like he was on the road, probably in
the back seat while one of his men drove him around.

I didn’t expect him to say anything else, so I continued
onward. “Where are you headed?”

“Does it matter?”

I didn’t appreciate Crewe’s coldness, but I would have to deal
with it for the time being. “If you’re on your way to
Edinburgh, maybe we can have dinner.”

“I am on my way to Edinburgh. But let’s skip the dinner.”

Maybe Crewe wasn’t lying. Maybe he truly did stop caring
about me. “You’ve gotta eat sometime, right?” I kept the
conversation playful, knowing that would get to him better. I’d
already cried my eyes out, and I couldn’t do it anymore.

“In this instance, I’d rather go hungry.”

He was ice-cold, and my heat couldn’t force him to melt. “I’'m
working at a family practice clinic here in town. After working
all day, it would be nice to relax over a bottle of wine. But you
know I can’t drink an entire bottle on my own.”

“You’re a beautiful woman. I’m sure you can find someone to
share it with you.”

I rubbed my temple at the brush-off. “Have dinner with me.”
Joseph was right, I did feel desperate chasing him like this.
This man kept me as his prisoner for months, and now I was
doing everything I could to get him back. He was the only man
I’d ever fought for like this. Times like this made me wonder
if it was worth it.

“I have a date tonight.”



I didn’t want to believe that was true because it killed me, but
I didn’t know why else he was going to Edinburgh later in the
day. But there was a chance he was lying, trying to hurt me
enough so [ would hang up. “Make a rain check.”

He chuckled. “I think I’ll stick with what I’ve got.”

“Or you could blow her off and come straight to my flat.”
Jumping his bones was how I got him to fall in love with me
in the first place. Sex was always a way into Crewe’s brain. It
worked before, and maybe it would work again.

“And do what?”

He took the bait. “I don’t want to give anything away...but |
would probably be on my hands and knees most of the time.”

Crewe was quiet, probably considering my offer.

I hoped he would take it. If I could get him in the same room,
it would make it much easier for us to talk. A face-to-face
interaction was always preferable to hearing his voice over the
phone. I could read him much better when I could watch the
expressions change in his eyes.

“I told you, I have a date.”

“Well, I don’t believe you.” There was no way for me to know
if he was lying or not. I just had to hope for the best. “And I
haven’t been with anyone else since I left you, not that it
matters.” Actually, it did matter. I knew that would mean
something to him.

Crewe was quiet.
I knew he was thinking, considering.

“I don’t care what you believe, London. I have to go.”



I hated it when he called me by my first name. So impersonal.
“Crewe—"

“Good night.” He hung up.

After hearing the rejection of the dial tone, I tossed my phone
on the table. I wasn’t going to call him again when I knew it
wasn’t going to get me any closer to him. The only real chance
I had was to get in the same room with him.

But how would I manage that?
I called Joseph back.

He answered immediately. “What did I tell you?” He didn’t
even bother hiding his gloating. “You need to let it go and
move on.”

I had another plan in mind. “I need to get in the same room as
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him.

“Unless you walk up to his door without getting shot, I don’t
see how that’s gonna happen.”

“You’re going to help me.”
“What are you talking about?”

“He kidnapped me and made me his prisoner. Now it’s his turn
to get kidnapped.”

Joseph’s voice rose a few levels. “Are you really suggesting
that I capture the guy?”

“Yes. You’re going to bring him to me so he and I can talk—
face-to-face.”

“Wow. You aren’t kidding.”

“No. And you owe me, Joseph.”



“Don’t go there,” he snapped. “I did everything I could to get
you back.”

“You don’t owe me for that. You owe me for shooting Crewe
when I told you not to.”

He sighed into the phone.

“When his driver takes him somewhere, I need you to
intercept the car and drive him to me.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Are you saying you can’t do it?” Playing to his ego should
work.

“Yes, I can do it. But I’'m not going to do it.”
“Yes, you are. And you aren’t gonna hurt anyone.”
“Now, that’s impossible.”

“It’s not. No guns.”

“You expect me to hijack his car without a gun and actually
turn my back to Crewe, who’s definitely packing?”

“He won’t hurt you.”

He laughed into the phone. “I shot the guy. Of course, he’ll
take his chance.”

“No, he won’t.” I knew Crewe would never hurt someone I
loved unless it was a matter of life and death. “Tell him why
you’ve taken over the car, and he’ll cooperate peacefully.”

“You have no idea what he might do.”

“Yes, I do.” Despite being apart for the past month, I knew
him better than anyone. “Trust me, Joey.”

“Goddammit...how did my life get to this?”

“Because you fucked with Crewe Donoghue.”



CREWE
Two weeks went by, and I didn’t hear anything from London.

She was about to head back to the United States, getting back
to the life she had before she got mixed up with me in the first
place. A part of me wanted to call her now that I had her
number, just to hear her voice, but I wouldn’t allow myself to
do that.

I’d made my decision.

And when I made up my mind, I didn’t change it. She had my
trust once before, but she blew it when she crossed me. I
couldn’t take back Josephine, not that I wanted to, and I
certainly couldn’t give London another chance.

I was too pissed.

And stubborn.

I was golfing in London that weekend, catching up with
friends and some business partners for the charity event.
Maybe hitting the links would get my mind off London. I
hadn’t gotten laid in weeks because I’d been too busy, so my
dreams and fantasies constantly drifted back to her. I beat off
to her memory more times than I cared to admit.

But that didn’t mean I loved her.



And I would have kept seeing Sasha, but work got in the way.
London’s reappearance had nothing to do with me calling it
off.

It was just a coincidence.

My men carried my two bags to the car as I walked to the
entrance with Ariel.

“I’ve got your schedule ready. Mark will take care of
everything when you land. I’ll handle everything on this
front.”

“I had no doubt you would.” I adjusted my watch on my wrist
before 1 straightened my black jacket. “You know how to
reach me.” | walked out the door and saw my car parked in the
roundabout in the midst of statues.

“Good luck on the course.”

I gave her a quick nod before I opened the back door. “Don’t
need it. But thanks anyway.” 1 got into the back seat and
immediately pulled out my phone, planning to get through my
emails on the drive.

Dunbar pulled onto the road and headed to Edinburgh, where
my plane was waiting for my private takeoff. He didn’t make
conversation, but he’d always been a quiet man. Ever since
London’s betrayal, he’d never looked at me the same. He did
his job and communicated with me as little as possible. Even a
raise hadn’t improved his spirits.

But as long as he did his job well, I didn’t have room to
complain. I wasn’t a chatty person, preferring long stretches of
silence to meaningless conversation. That was one of the
things I adored about London. For a woman, she didn’t have
much to say. She could sit with me for hours without saying a
single word.



The memory of us having dinner together on the balcony
tugged at my heart.

But I pushed it away.

We came to a stoplight in town and sat at the light for over a
minute. I didn’t have to catch a flight at the airport like
everyone else, so I didn’t care if this delay put us back a
couple minutes. I had a few emails from one of my regional
managers, so | responded to those with my eyes glued to the
screen.

Then the front window shattered.

“What the—"

A man slammed Dunbar’s head against the steering wheel so
hard he knocked him out cold. The horn honked, and the rest
of the cars in traffic sped away on the sidewalk since they
didn’t know what was happening.

There was a gun under the seat, so I snatched it with lightning
speed.

“It’s me.” Joseph pushed Dunbar’s body to the passenger seat
then got behind the wheel. “I’m not packing, so you can calm
down. London sent me.” He fastened his safety belt then drove
through the light once it turned green.

The only reason why I didn’t shoot him was because of
London. Otherwise, he’d have a bullet in his brain right now.
“What the hell are you doing?”

“Taking you to have lunch with her. When you’re done, I’1l
drive you wherever you need to go.”

Was this a joke? “You knock out my driver and expect me to
spend time with your sister?”



“Hey, this was all her idea. I wanted to kill the guy, but she
said no.”

“Ironic,” I said. “I want to kill you right now.”

“She told me you wouldn’t. And for some idiotic reason, I
trust what she says.” He didn’t turn around and look at me
even though he knew I was holding a loaded pistol.

I wanted to shoot him just to prove London wrong, but I
couldn’t do that. When I imagined how heartbroken she would
be, it made me feel like shit. I turned the safety back on and
stowed it under the seat. “Where are we going?”’

“She made lunch at her apartment. I’ll wait in the car, and
when you’re done, I'll take you to the strip.”

I couldn’t believe London actually arranged this. When she put
her mind to something, she didn’t give up. But I hoped she
would give up soon because she was wasting her time. “Your
sister is an idiot.”

“You know, I would normally kill you for saying that, but this
is the one time I actually agree with you.”

I looked out the window and watched the buildings go by. |
knew her apartment was somewhere in the city. I was tempted
to look it up a few times, to make sure she was safe wherever
she was living. Thankfully, Dunbar was unconscious and
unable to tell Ariel what happened. If Ariel knew, she’d burst
into London’s apartment with a gun in each hand. She’d hated
London before, but now she loathed the woman.

After a short drive, Joseph pulled up to the curb of a small
apartment building. It was solidly built, but not in the greatest
part of town. Must have been all she could afford on her
salary. “She’s in apartment 110.”



I could just get out and wave down a taxi, but I didn’t do that.
A part of me wanted to have this lunch. A part of me enjoyed
the fact that London went to such lengths to see me again.
After not speaking for two weeks, I wondered if she’d given
up on me. I wanted her to let me go, but at the same time, |
wanted her to fight for me.

I got out and located her apartment in the complex. I stood in
front of the door for a minute, thinking about how this lunch
would go. My cock hardened when I pictured us ending up on
her bed, screwing on the old mattress that had probably been
there since the complex was built. It didn’t matter how many
women [ slept with to get over her, they were never as good in
the sack as she was.

I missed it.

Instead of knocking, I walked inside. She invaded my personal
space by sending her brother to commandeer my car, so I
didn’t feel any remorse for barging into her place when she
was expecting me. “l need some painkillers before I leave.
Dunbar is gonna wake up with one hell of a migraine.”

She stood at the kitchen counter and turned around when I
made my announcement. Instead of looking annoyed, she
stared at me exactly the way she used to, like she missed me
after I’d been gone at work all day.

I loved that look, and that fucking terrified me.

“I’'m sure he’ll be fine.” She grabbed the two plates and set
them on the small wooden table that hugged the small living
room. Her standard of living was poor, even by poor
standards.

But I didn’t have the audacity to insult her. I took a seat at the
table and stared at her.



She sat down and poured me a glass of my own scotch,
knowing I wouldn’t have wanted water or anything else. She
took the seat across from me, looking fine in the dark blue
dress she wore. She was overdressed for the occasion, so 1|
knew that outfit was specifically picked to impress me.

And it did.

It was the first time she’d ever cooked for me, and I stared
down at the meal of chicken, salad, and rice. It smelled good,
and it smelled even better because she was the first woman to
ever make me anything. Josephine couldn’t cook if her life
depended on it. A life of royalty had made her inherently lazy
and stupid. “This looks good.”

“Thanks.” She placed her napkin in her lap and began to eat
like she hadn’t just kidnapped me.

“Is this how you get all your dates?”
“Just the ones I really like.”

I forced myself not to smile in response, but it was difficult to
do. Even under the extreme circumstance, our chemistry was
evident. She was the only person in the world who could make
my anger disappear without even trying. I grabbed my fork
and ate, surprised how good it was. “Looks like you can save
lives and cook.”

“I’m a woman of many talents.”

I drank my scotch as I stared at her, taking advantage of the
fact that her gaze was averted so I could look at her. She didn’t
get right to the point immediately, but I knew it was coming.
She was giving me a false sense of security, a comfort that
wouldn’t last long.

“You’re going golfing this weekend?” she asked, keeping the
conversation light.



“Yeah. It’s a charity event. I go every year.”
“That should be fun. But it’1l probably be cold.”

I drank the rest of my scotch, downing an entire glass before I
even finished my meal. London probably noticed, but she
didn’t make a comment about it. My health was none of her
concern anymore. “It’s always cold in London. I’m used to it.”

“How are you at golf?”
I wasn’t one to brag. “Not too bad.”
“I’ve never played.”

“It can get a little boring after the ninth hole.” Now we were
talking like we used to, the conversation flowing even though
the topic of discussion was mediocre. It didn’t matter how
close Ariel and I were—we’d never had this kind of
relationship. The only person I’d experienced it was with
London. The fact that she sucked me in so easily only fueled
my anger. “Let’s get to the point, London. I have a plane to
catch.” I didn’t eat all of my food even though I wanted to, just
to make a statement. I wasn’t going to eat her cooking and
picture her making my meals. That was exactly what she
wanted.

“The point?” she asked. “I just wanted to see you. There is no
point.” She did something different with her makeup, making
her eyes darker and her lashes longer. I liked the smoky look,
the prominence of her cheekbones and the fullness of her lips.

I poured another glass of scotch just to spite her.
She hid her annoyance, but I knew it burned under the surface.

“You know I’m leaving in a week. My position here at the
clinic is over, and I need to get back to New York.”



I knew her time here was running out. She gave herself a
month to make it work with me, and not a day longer.

She set her fork down, not finishing her food either. She
looked me square in the eye, unflinching, strong, and
beautiful. “It’s been a few weeks now. I’'m assuming you’ve
had a chance to think about what I said.”

That’s all I’d been thinking about. “It doesn’t change anything.
You know that.”

She gripped her glass of scotch but didn’t take a drink. “I can
apologize as many times as you need to hear it, but you have
yet to apologize to me.”

“Apologize for what?” I asked incredulously.
“For keeping me as a prisoner to begin with.”

I’d never apologize for that. I drank from my glass, dismissing
her comment.

“My point is, neither one of us is innocent. But we love each
other. Whatever we have is special, real. I know it is. I can see
it in your eyes right now.”

Why did I have to give myself away so easily? Why did she
have to read me like a goddamn book? “It doesn’t matter how
we feel about each other. It’s over. So go back to New York
and leave me the hell alone.” I pushed her away harder, trying
to get her off my mind forever.

She didn’t flinch. “Crewe, when I leave next week, I’'m not
coming back. When I land in New York, I’'m going to push
you from my thoughts and move on with my life. I’'m gonna
find someone else to spend my life with. I’'m not going to
mope around and miss you. If you want me, now is the time to
say something.”



My fingers gripped the glass tighter.

“I’m not bluffing, Crewe. Drop your pride and work with me
on this.”

Now that there was a timer set, I felt the weight of the
situation. If I ever found out she got married and had kids,
even if it were years down the road, I’d be devastated. Even
when knew she tricked me, I couldn’t let Ariel hurt her. 1
didn’t know why I loved this woman after the way she
deceived me.

But I did.

“This 1s the only offer I’'m gonna make.”

She stilled at my words, anxious for me to finish.
“And these conditions are nonnegotiable.”

“I’'m listening,” she whispered.

“You come back with me—as my prisoner. You forsake your
previous life completely. I’ll fuck you when I feel like it,
spend time with you if I’'m in the mood, but I don’t owe you
anything else. I'm free to do what I want, when I want.” I was
offering her the life I offered her in the beginning—one
without promises. If she wanted to be with me again, she’d be
the one to make all the sacrifices.

Her eyes narrowed in disappointment. “You’re asking me to be
your slave?”

I nodded.
“To have no voice? To have no rights?”
I nodded again. “Take it or leave it.”

She crossed her arms over her chest and gave me a loathing
look, the same kind she used to give me when we first met—



when she hated me. “You’re being serious?”
“Dead serious.”

“Then I’ll leave it. No man in the world is worth it—certainly
not you.” She left the table and carried her dishes to the sink,
dismissing the meal even though our plates were still full. Her
back was turned to me, so I couldn’t see her face.

I waited for her to say something else, to tell me what she was
thinking. But nothing else came.

She walked back to the table, looking indifferent as she
grabbed my plate. “You can go, Crewe. We have nothing more
to say to each other.”

I’d successfully pushed her away. I’d successfully made her
give up. “You don’t have any of your own demands?”

“You said it was nonnegotiable.”

I could just walk out, but my ass didn’t leave the chair.
“Everything is negotiable.”

She threw my plate in the sink, where it shattered loudly. She
turned back around, all her love and affection gone. “I thought
things were different, Crewe. I thought you actually loved me,
and when someone loves someone, they treat them like a
human being. The fact that you want to keep me under your
thumb, to boss me around like you own me, tells me that
nothing was ever real between us. I'm not a thing, a
possession, a pawn in your world. Your constant need to own
and control everything is despicable, especially when you
think you can apply it to me. Now I know this never would
have worked, that I should have left when I had the chance. 1
don’t feel bad for leaving—because there was never a reason
to stay.”



I put on a good face for my weekend in London, talking to old
friends, acquaintances, and people with astute business minds.
When I was surrounded by like-minded people familiar with
noble aristocracy, [ was in my element.

But all I thought about was her.

I pushed her buttons—hard. Freedom was a hard limit for her,
a topic she wouldn’t negotiate, and I disrespected it.

But she disrespected me when she lied to me.

I shouldn’t feel bad about what I did because I’d accomplished
what | set out to do. I pushed her away so she wouldn’t come
back. She would finally leave me alone and leave our
relationship where it belonged—in the past.

At the end of the weekend, I retired to my hotel room alone.
When I was away from Scotland, I usually entertained myself
with a beautiful woman. Sometimes she was a regular, and
sometimes she was someone I bumped into at the bar. I wasn’t
picky when it came to choosing a partner. There were lots of
degrees of attractiveness, and if she had a pretty smile and soft
skin, she usually fit the bill.

But now I didn’t want anyone.

I drank alone then went to bed alone. The last time I slept well
was when London was with me. Ever since that night, I tossed
and turned in the enormous bed with cold sheets. I didn’t listen
to her melodic breathing as she slept. Sometimes she talked in
her sleep, and that always made me laugh.

But I didn’t want anyone to join me.

Sasha helped with the loneliness, but she also made it worse
sometimes. I constantly compared her to London, the woman |
truly wanted to have. No matter how much she hurt me, my
cock missed her pussy.



He missed her more than I did.

I lay in my bed and looked out the window. A stormy sky had
just spread over the city, and slowly, drops of rain began to
pelt the glass. The rain came slowly, and then it pounded
against the glass as the storm picked up. Soon, it became
background noise, the only soothing thing in my life right
now.

I missed Fair Isle. I hadn’t been there in a long time, too busy
working in Scotland to return. I only slept with London once
while we were there, and now I wished we could both hide
away there and forget the rest of the world—with Finley, of
course.

But that would never happen.

My phone rang on my nightstand, and I immediately snatched
it because I knew it was important. Nobody would call me at
this hour unless they had something valuable to impart to me. I
didn’t even check the screen before I answered. “This is
Crewe.”

“It’s Dunbar,” he responded. “I just wanted to let you know
she left Scotland. Her plane took off a few hours ago.”

I’d asked him to notify me if her situation ever changed. She
said she was leaving in a week, but she obviously cut the trip
short—because she gave up on me. I listened to the rain as I
stayed on the phone, unsure how to respond. “Thanks for
letting me know.”

“Good night, sir.” He hung up.

I kept the phone to my ear even though he was gone. I listened
to the line go dead before I tossed the phone back onto the
nightstand. My eyes immediately returned to the window,
where the water stuck to the glass then dripped down.



She really left.

It was over.

I’d never have to hear from her again.
I could go back to my life.

It should come as a relief, like a toxin had been removed from
my bloodstream. But instead of feeling joyful, I felt something
else entirely.

Pain.



LonDpoN
Joseph called me. “How’s it going?”’

“Good.” I tucked the phone between my ear and shoulder as I
carried the grocery bags to the counter. I left the front door
wide open because I didn’t have enough hands. “I just picked
up a few things to make dinner.”

“Ooh...like what?”
“Nothing fancy. Grilled cheese and rice pilaf.”
“Uh...those don’t go together.”

“Then you obviously haven’t tried it. It’s delicious.” I walked
back to the living room and shut the door. “Where are you
now?”

“I shouldn’t say things like that over the phone. But I can tell
you I’m in Europe.”

“There’re fifty countries in Europe...that doesn’t narrow it
down.”

“That’s the point,” he said with a chuckle. “So you’ve settled
in?”

“Yeah. I’'m working at the hospital again. I’'m part time right
now, but one woman is going on maternity leave, so I’'m gonna



take her position while she’s gone. I’'m sure it’ll lead to full-
time work eventually.”

“Yeah, probably. You need anything? Money?”

Like he hadn’t given me enough already. “I have plenty. Don’t
worry about me.”

“You know I’ll always worry about you.”
“Well, don’t.”

He chuckled again. “So...are you doing alright?” He didn’t
ask about Crewe specifically, but that’s who he was referring
to.

“I’'m fine.” Once Crewe said those words to me, I let him go.
I’d never forget what we had and how I felt about him, but I
needed to move on. I shouldn’t have to fight that hard to be
with someone who wasn’t so innocent. He made mistakes too
——plenty. But putting all the blame on me was ridiculous. It
didn’t matter how much I loved him. I wasn’t putting up with
that shit. “I have a date tonight, actually.”

“Already?” he asked in surprise. “Where did you meet this
guy? Please don’t tell me you’re using Tinder. That’s how
people get chopped up.”

“I met him at the grocery store just now. We both reached for
the last bag of bread, and one thing led to another...”

“So you don’t know anything about him?”’
“Other than the fact that he’s cute and eats bread, not really.”

Joseph laughed. “I guess that’s all that matters, right? Well,
I’m glad you’re moving on.”

“Yeah. Crewe is too stubborn. I’'m not wasting any more time
with him.”



“Works for me. Never liked the asshole anyway.”

This time 1 didn’t defend Crewe. “I feel like we’re always
talking about me. What’s new with you?”

“Not much. Just work.”

Work that I didn’t want to know anything about. “Do you have
a woman in your life?”

“A few. Nothing serious.”

I could tell by his tone that topic wasn’t up for discussion.
“Well, I’'ll let you go. I’ve gotta get ready for my date.”

“Wait, you said you were making grilled cheese and rice for
dinner. So are you meeting him after that?”

“I was planning on eating that after the date.” After we rolled
around in my bed for an hour. The guy was hot, and I needed
to get laid. It’d been nearly six weeks, and Crewe already had
lovers in his bed. Plus, he was never coming back.

Joseph didn’t pry anymore, probably assuming the worst.
“Talk to you later.”

CCBye.7’

I met Roy at a sandwich place a few blocks from my house. I
picked the place because it was cheap and laid-back. I didn’t
like fancy dinners that required an expensive outfit and several
courses.

Sandwiches were fine with me.

Roy was cute. I could tell he worked out because he had a nice
body. He was a firefighter, which was an extra plus. He was
easy to talk to and sweet. In fact, he was too good to be true. It
made alarms go off in my head. “Can I ask you something?”



“Sure. What’s up?”
“You’re too good to be true, so what’s your baggage?”
“My baggage?” he asked.

“Did you just get out of a relationship? Divorced? Something
like that?”

He smiled despite the awkward question. “Actually, yeah. |
just got out of a serious relationship three weeks ago. It’s
probably too soon for me to be dating, but I thought you were
pretty, and I didn’t want to pass up the opportunity.”

He was super sweet. “Well, that’s flattering. I just got out of a
relationship too.” It was nice dating a guy who didn’t know
anything about my past. He didn’t stare at me like I was
damaged goods—not like the guys my friends set me up with.
“So that’s perfect for both of us.”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

We finished our meal and just sat there and talked to each
other. I already knew the basics and didn’t need any more
information. He clearly was a good guy, not a serial killer. And
since we were both in difficult situations, I didn’t feel like 1
was ruining any potential by being forward. “You wanna come
back to my place?” 1 didn’t beat around the bush because I
wanted my message to be clear. [ wasn’t inviting him over for
a drink or a movie.

I just wanted sex.

His eyes lit up at the question. “Definitely.”

Neither one of us had to work the next morning, so Roy and 1
slept in. When we both woke up, we made breakfast and then



watched morning cartoons like kids. The sex was good, and it
was enough to get me off.

It’d been so long that it didn’t take much.
I didn’t think about Crewe because I wouldn’t allow myself to.
It’s not like he thought about me.

Roy hung around for an hour or two, and we got to know each
other a little better. I didn’t have any expectations of seeing
him again, and I didn’t have a clue what he wanted from me. If
this was just a one-time thing, that was perfectly fine.

Roy showered and got dressed before he returned to the living
room. “So, you wanna go out again sometime?”

After everything that happened with Crewe, I was just looking
for a hookup. It would take me a while before I was in a place
to actually fall for someone. Roy probably assumed that, but
maybe it needed to be clearer. “I’m not looking for anything
serious right now. Honestly, a booty call situation would be
perfect.”

When he smiled, he had a dimple in one cheek. “That’s the
answer every guy dreams of.”

“Are you one of those guys?”

He shrugged. “I don’t want to get into another relationship
either, but I do like you. I think that’s perfect.” He stuck out
his hand.

I shook it. “Works for me.”
“Awesome. I guess I’ll see you later.”

“Yeah, sure.” I walked him to the door and gave him a kiss
goodbye. “Until then.”



He crossed the threshold then turned around to look at me.
“So...would it be too forward if I came by after work?”

“Not at all.” I gave him another kiss before I let him slip
through my arms and walk away.

When I walked back into the apartment, I didn’t feel any
remorse or guilt. I was moving on with my life, picking up one
piece at a time. I would never find anyone who was remotely
similar to Crewe, but maybe that was a good thing.

I needed something new.

I had a long shift in the ER that night. Lots of traumas, lots of
ambulances. Every time I went to work, I thought about the
night Crewe was shot. His blood had soaked my clothes, and I
still hadn’t gotten rid of them.

I had no idea why I kept them.

I stayed an hour over because there were so many patients to
see. I didn’t care about the overtime pay, just helping out the
physicians on staff. When I finally grabbed my coat and
walked out of the automatic doors, I was exhausted. Roy was
supposed to come over when he finished his shift, and I knew
that was at any minute.

I walked up the sidewalk and headed back to my apartment,
noticing the piles of snow on the ground. The snow came early
this year, making the air cold and dry. I stuffed my hands in
my pockets and walked.

I knew there was someone behind me because I could feel his
footsteps. He gradually came closer to me, and when we
passed a lone streetlight, I saw his tall shadow stretch across
the concrete.



No one was around, and it was a bad side of town. Maybe 1|
was just being paranoid, but after being drugged and taken
across the world, any unusual behavior was alarming to me.
This guy may have seen me in the hospital and thought I was
cute. He bided his time until I got off work to make his move.

I discreetly dug into my pocket and pulled out my keys. I
inserted the biggest one between my knuckles, prepared to
stab him in the eye if he made a move. | held my phone in my
other hand, gripping it tightly by the base, ready to be used as
a weapon.

He sped up and came closer to me, close enough to touch me.

I spun around with both of my weapons up and ready. “Get the
fuck away from me.” I stepped back when I recognized his
face, my hands slowly lowering.

Crewe.

In a thick winter coat and dark jeans, he wore dark colors to
make him blend in with the night. His face was cleanly
shaven, and his eyes held his surprise at my violent reaction. “I
didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Then why did you follow me like a stalker?”

He stepped back and put his hands in his pockets. “I appreciate
the way you protected yourself.”

“Thanks...I guess.” I put my phone and keys back in my
pocket, but my heart was still beating so fast from the
adrenaline. The fact that my stalker was Crewe terrified me in
a completely different way. I didn’t have time to think about
what any of this meant. He was standing right in front of me,
looking at me with those brown eyes I used to find solace in.
“Why are you here?” When I said goodbye to him in Scotland,
[ meant it. [ moved on.



He stared at me in silence, his usual response to all my
questions.

“What the hell do you want, Crewe? I spent the last month in
Scotland waiting for you. If there was something you wanted
to say to me, you had your chance to say it. But now you
don’t.” I turned around and walked up the street again,
wanting to get away from the man who played with my heart
like a toy.

“London.” He followed behind me, his voice close against my
ear.

“Good night, Crewe.”

He grabbed me by the elbow and yanked me against the brick
wall of the insurance building we’d just passed. His body
crowded mine until [ was flat against the wall, my back feeling
the coldness from the bricks.

His brown eyes looked menacing in the dark like this, in the
middle of a questionable neighborhood long after midnight.
His arms pinned mine against the wall, as if he suspected I
might hit him. He pressed his face close to mine, his warm
breath falling over my cold skin. “I’m here now, so you’re
going to have to deal with 1t.”

I tried to shove him, but he was too heavy. “That’s not how
this works. I stayed there for a month and tried to work this
out. I don’t want to be a prisoner again, so I’m starting over
here. I started seeing someone, and I like him. You missed
your chance.”

That was the wrong thing to say because his expression turned
maniacal. “Who?”

“What does it matter? How’s Sasha, by the way?” 1 didn’t
have a clue if that was the woman he was bedding, but I didn’t



know any of their other names.

His eyes narrowed, but he didn’t answer. “Honestly, I don’t
know why I’m here. I’'m still fucking pissed, but I can’t stop
thinking about you. I can’t sleep. I can’t get over you.
Everything is just so...bleak. I don’t know what to do.”

“You came all the way here to tell me that?” 1 asked
incredulously. “You could have just called.”

“I didn’t call for the same reason you didn’t call. I wanted to
see you. Every time you tried to talk to me, I pushed you
away. You’ll never understand how much you killed me inside.
When I had a bullet stuck in my chest and I was bleeding
everywhere...it didn’t hurt nearly as much as what you did.”

My anger died away when I heard the sincerity of his words. I
already knew I’d hurt him because I saw his expression that
night, the way he looked utterly hopeless. He didn’t even have
the motivation to save his own life. That was how much I
killed his spirit.

“When I sold you to Bones, he brought this collar...”
My eyes concentrated on his face as I listened to every word.

“He wanted to hook it around your neck for the entire trip
back to Italy. When I saw it...I couldn’t do it. I didn’t keep
you because I had a better idea of how to use you. I kept you
because I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t condemn you to a life
of misery when you didn’t deserve it.” He lowered his face,
breaking eye contact with me. “I never put that micro pulse
inside your brother’s head, I just made you think I did.
Because I could never hurt you like that. I would never hurt
someone you love. And I don’t know when these feelings
began to develop...but I knew they started long before you felt
them for me.”



My hands relaxed against his arms, and instead of pushing him
away, I began to pull him closer into me.

“When I was engaged to Josephine...”
He was engaged?

“I thought I loved her. I thought we could have a great life
together. But being with you has shown me how much of a
mistake that would have been. I was so angry when she left me
for Sir Andrew, but after I had you... I thought it was the best
thing that had ever happened to me. I’ve never felt close to
anyone like I do with you. It’s like...I don’t feel so alone.”

Josephine left him? I didn’t know any of this.

“I’ve had a hard time accepting everything that happened
because it hurt me so much. When I said I loved you, I meant
it. The idea of you not meaning it...hurts me more than I can
put into words. The fact that any of it was a lie hurt. But
you’re right, I'm not so innocent. I didn’t start off this
relationship in the right way. I kept you as a prisoner for most
of it. So...I’m just as guilty. You did what you had to do to
survive. And I respect that.” His hands released my arms and
moved to my waist. His fingertips dug into me the way they
used to, with desperate need and unbridled passion. “I know I
was an ass to you. It’s hard for me to forgive someone when
they cross me...just a mentality I have.”

“But you know I didn’t mean to cross you. I told Joseph not to

come—"’

“I know. And you saved Ariel when you didn’t have to. You
saved me. I know. I’m just a stubborn man.”

“Very stubborn man.”

He didn’t smile, but his eyes lit up slightly. “I thought I could
forget about you and move on with my life, but I can’t. That’s



why I’'m here. I left Scotland without thinking any of this
through...unsure what my goal was. But now that I’'m here, |
know exactly why 1 flew across the world to see you.” He
pressed his body farther into me, sandwiching me against the
wall. He rested his forehead against mine and looked down at
my lips. It was dark and cold, but the combination of our
bodies kept us warm.

“Then what do we do?”
“I don’t know,” he whispered.

“My life 1s here. Your life is there. It’s already so
complicated.” When I was in Scotland, I would have stayed if
he asked me to. But I moved on from that possibility and
settled in New York, assuming that’s where my future was.

“I know. But we’ll make it work...somehow.”

“How?” I pressed. “Because it can’t go back to what it was.
I’m not gonna sit in my room all day until you’re done with
work. I need my own life, my own goals. I need to be a free
woman, not someone at your beck and call. We need a new
start, one where my conditions are met.”

He stepped back so I could see his face. “Start over?”

“Yes. You know, where we go on dates and get to know each
other. Not where you boss me around all day. I need to be my

own person.”
“So...you would live somewhere else?”
“Preferably.”

“Okay...does that mean you’re giving me another chance?”
He looked at me with hope in his eyes.

When I said I wasn’t coming back, I meant it. But now that |
was looking at Crewe, getting lost in his scotch-colored eyes, I



didn’t want to say no. I didn’t want to be stubborn. “I’'m
willing to forgive and forget if you are.”

The smile that was in his eyes finally reached his lips. He
came closer to me, his hands gripping my sides once again. He
pressed his lips to my forehead and gave me an affectionate
kiss, an action that contradicted his nature. “Forgive and
forget.”

“It’s not much, but this is what I call home.” We entered my
small apartment, and I left my jacket by the door. I was still in
my scrubs, so I didn’t exactly look my best. I usually wore a
tight dress—exactly what Crewe liked.

He didn’t look around, his eyes on me. “It’s nice. Smells like
you.” He slid off his thick jacket and placed it next to mine on
the coat hanger. His strong shoulders came into view through
his t-shirt, as well as the rest of his powerful physique.

I suddenly remembered I hadn’t even washed the sheets from
the night before with Roy. And he was still under the
impression we were hooking up tonight. It was three in the
morning, so maybe he already went home.

But what if he didn’t?

“You want anything to drink?” T walked into the kitchen to
stall, needing to keep him away from my bedroom. Crewe
probably wouldn’t know some other man had been there just
hours before he arrived, but that felt deceitful. I would never
want to hop into a bed another woman had just rolled around
n.

“Scotch, if you have it.” He took a seat on the couch.

I didn’t, but I probably wouldn’t offer it to him even if I did.
“How about water?”



“I guess that’ll do.” I carried two glasses to the coffee table
and sat beside him, feeling my heart race as fast as it did when
I spotted him on the sidewalk.

Crewe looked at me, looking like a handsome man I’d found
in a bar. He didn’t look like Scottish royalty, like a man who’d
inherited a castle and a lifetime of wealth. He just looked like
a man I’d given my heart to. His hand moved to my thigh, his
strong fingers squeezing my muscle gently. The look he gave
me wasn’t nearly as intense as it normally was, but it hinted at
the old affection he used to show me. It was the first time I
looked at him and didn’t see the anger on his face. “You want
to head back with me tomorrow?”

“Back to Scotland?”

“Yeah. If you need some time to wrap up things with your job,
I can wait. I can do most of my work from my laptop.”

He expected me to drop my life and take off with him again—
typical. “I have a life here now, Crewe. I have a job I like, and
I’'m starting classes again in the fall. I said I wanted to start
over, not go back to how we were.”

His gaze turned searing, pregnant with disappointment. “Then
how do you expect to do this? You know I can’t move here.”

“And I can’t move there either.”

His eyes narrowed even further. “You were prepared to live
there when you stayed in Scotland.”

“I know. But you let me go. I meant what I said, Crewe. That
was your only chance. You had four weeks to change your
mind, but you didn’t.”

He pulled his hand off my thigh, his gaze turning hostile.
“Now look who’s stubborn.”



I let the jab wash over my skin. “I’ve already sacrificed
enough for you, in case you’ve forgotten. How would you feel
if I asked you to walk away from your business, your home,
and your friends just because I said so? I know you, Crewe.
You couldn’t give up your life the way I gave up mine. You
would never be happy.”

“Well, I won’t be happy with you living all the way here by
yourself.”

“I’1l be fine. Don’t worry about me.”

“Now that I’ve seen you walk home alone at night, I don’t
believe that.”

“If you attacked me, I would have stabbed you in the eye.”

“And I would have taken you just like I did last time,” he said
coldly.

This conversation was taking a steep nose dive. “Those are my
terms, Crewe.”

“If this 1s a relationship, we both get terms.”

“Yes, you’re right. But I’'m not leaving. I’'m finishing school
like I planned.”

“And how will we see each other?”

“When I have breaks, I’ll fly out and see you. When you have
time, you can fly out and see me.”

Now he looked like he wanted to strangle me. “Is this a joke?
I’m not doing a long-distance relationship. Those never work.
I want you in my bed every single night. I want us to be
together, not on different continents. Your stubbornness is
annoying.”

I scoffed. “You’re one to talk.”



Crewe clenched his jaw tightly. “You’re a bright woman. You
know your plan is unrealistic and unattainable. That’s not a
relationship. That’s a long-distance booty call. I’'m always
down for a hookup, but not like this.”

I wasn’t stupid. I knew what I was offering was a little
ridiculous. But I was tired of being the one to sacrifice
everything for the relationship. I gave up six months of my life
for this man. I wasn’t giving up anything else. “I don’t have a
better idea.”

He leaned back into the couch and sighed, his annoyance
filling up the apartment like the heater on a cold day.

I didn’t look at him because I didn’t want to see his anger. I’d
looked at it enough times.

He sat up again. “What do you need, exactly?”
“What?”

“What are the specific things you need? School, right? What
else?”

“Independence. My own apartment. My freedom...”

“Okay, you can have all of that in Scotland. We can enroll you
in a medical program there, we can get you a flat, and you can
do whatever you want. How about that?”

It was the only reasonable compromise I could think of. But it
still wasn’t what I had planned. “That would mean I’d be
living there forever...because then I can only practice
medicine in the UK. I can’t just transfer that back to America.
I’d have to retake a few classes.”

Crewe stared at me with an unreadable expression. “We’re
both making sacrifices here.”

“What sacrifices are you making?” I demanded.



“Everything. You think I want you to live alone? You think I
want you to be at school all day? If I had it my way, we would
go back to exactly how we were. So yes, I am making
sacrifices.”

“But this isn’t going to last forever. ’'m moving all the way
there and going to school, and then when you get married, I’'m
going to have to move back and redo a year or two of medical
school.”

“Who said anything about marriage?” he asked.

“You told me you have to marry someone of your stature. I’'m
obviously not the right match.”

He rubbed his fingers across his chin and sighed. “That’s the
last thing on my mind right now. Let’s not worry about what’s
gonna happen down the road. Let’s just focus on now.”

“That’s kinda difficult for me to do...”

He rested his hands on his thighs and brought his hands
together. He bowed his head and stared at his hands, the
corded veins extending up his forearms and across the back of
his palms. “All I know is...I’ve hated being without you. And
if I feel that way now, I’m sure it’ll be worse as time goes on. I
really can’t picture myself with anyone else right now. So I say
we don’t worry about it.”

It was nothing concrete, but it was sweet nonetheless. “Okay.”

“Okay? Does that mean you’ll move to Scotland?” He didn’t
keep the hope out of his voice.

I couldn’t believe I was going to make the sacrifice, but there
were no other options. I could stay here, but the city didn’t feel
the same anyway. I wanted to have my life the way it was
before Crewe took me, but that wasn’t possible. So much had



changed. 1 wasn’t the same person I used to be. “Yeah...it
does.”

He grabbed my hand and gave me a squeeze. “It’s gonna be an
uphill battle for us, so at least we figured that part out.”

“Uphill battle?”
“Ariel will never approve of this.”

I respected her as his business partner, but I didn’t understand
why she had so much power over him. “This i1s your personal
life, not hers. I don’t understand why her opinion matters to
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you.

“It matters because she warned me about you—and she was
dead on about it.”

I looked away.

“It matters because you distracted me from what’s important.
It matters because some of my men died because of you. It
matters because everything changed the second you walked
into my life. They don’t trust you, so they don’t trust me.
That’s why it fucking matters.” He pulled his hand away.

[ didn’t know what to say. I'd already apologized for
everything that happened, and I didn’t see the point in doing it
again. Now we needed to concentrate on moving forward.
“Then how is this gonna work?”

He didn’t respond for nearly a minute. “It’ll just take some
time. She’ll get over it—eventually.”

“And Joseph?”
“What about him?”

“I can’t have my brother and the man I love hating each
other.”



He stared at his hands, his shoulders straight but heavy. “I
don’t know what you expect me to do about that. It is what it
is. He’s not gonna change, and I’m certainly not going to
change.”

Maybe a reconciliation would come in time. Joseph stole
money from Crewe and then shot him. It would take Crewe a
long time to let that go.

He leaned back against the couch and looked at me, his brown
eyes no longer annoyed. He stared at me the way he did on the
sidewalk, like he’d rather be doing something other than
talking.

I knew what was coming next, but I didn’t know how to
circumvent it. We couldn’t sleep in my bed, not when it was
covered in Roy’s cologne. “Where are you staying?”

His eyes immediately narrowed. “With you.”
“I mean, what hotel?”

“It’s down the road. Why?”

“How about we go there?”

“Why would we go there if we’re here?”” He patted the cushion
of the sofa. “This place is comfortable enough for what I have
in mind.”

I missed sex with Crewe, along with all the other perks of our
relationship. I would love to get lost in him again, to feel that
heavenly stretching his body caused. But the sex wouldn’t feel
so good if he figured out a man had been here less than
twenty-four hours ago.

Like the universe was out to get me, there was a knock on the
door.

At this time of night, it could only be one person.



Crewe’s eyes darted to the door, and that typical look of threat
grew 1n his features. His eyes turned dark and empty, hiding
all of his thoughts like he’d just erected a wall. His arms
flexed in reaction, and his shoulders rounded in preparation for
the problem that just emerged. “Are you expecting someone?”’

“Uh...yeah.” I had nothing to feel bad about, but this was still
the most awkward situation in the world. I knew Crewe had
been with other women, but at least I didn’t have the
displeasure of looking at them.

His eyes narrowed in a sinister way, understanding the
implication of words immediately. “Would you like me to
answer the door?” His jaw was clenched harder than I’d ever
seen it. [t was a miracle he could make out words at all.

“No.” T jumped out of the chair and headed to the door,
wishing the couch wasn’t so close to the entryway. The couch
faced the opposite way, but all Crewe had to was turn around
if he wanted to get a look at Roy.

This was bad.
I hustled through the doorway and shut the door behind me.

Roy was in gray sweatpants and a t-shirt, his hair still damp
from a shower. He’d just gotten off work and probably stopped
by on the way. “Hey. You’re still up?”

“Yeah, I got off work late.”
“Cool.” He smiled, one dimple forming on his cheek.

“But...I’'m gonna have to take a rain check with you. A
permanent one. I told you I just got out of a relationship...but
now I’m back in the relationship.”

“Oh, really?” he asked. “The guy finally got his head on
straight. Good for him. You’re a serious catch.”



I’d just blown him off, but he had a great attitude about it.
“I’m sorry about this...”

“Don’t be. I knew it was too good to be true.” He released a
hollow chuckle. “Well, good luck.” He extended his hand.

I shook it. “Thanks. You too.”
He walked away and disappeared from the hallway.

When I walked back inside, I was surprised to see Crewe
where 1 left him. He had an angry side to him, and I was
surprised I hadn’t witnessed it. He was possessive and jealous,
but he kept his rage under control. “He’s gone.”

Crewe rose to his full height, over six feet of muscle and man.
His jeans made his ass look great, and the sleeves of his shirt
were tight on his arms. His body was just as sexy as his face.
When he faced me, he still wore that grim expression of anger.
“Let’s go to my place.”

He must have figured out why I didn’t want to stay here. At
least I didn’t have to spell it out for him. “Just let me grab a
few things...”

We got out of the car and stood on the sidewalk of the hotel he
was staying at. Hardly anyone was on the sidewalk at this time
of night, but to the left stood a man in a black trench coat with
a black beanie over his head. He was taping a paper to the pole
of the streetlight.

Crewe whispered something to the driver and slipped him
some money.

I kept watching the man, wondering what he was posting at
this time of night. When he was finished with the paper, he



walked toward me and held out a sheet. “I’m sorry to bother
you...have you seen this woman?”

I took the paper and examined the woman’s features. She had
dark brown hair and a pretty face. She was an engineer for the
city but went missing a few weeks ago. Her name was Pearl.
“I’'m sorry, I don’t.”

Crewe emerged from nowhere and placed his body between
the two of us. “Can I help you?”

“He’s just trying to find his friend,” I said.

“Have you seen her?” The man held the paper out to Crewe.
“She’s a really good friend of mine...disappeared on a trip to

Mexico. I keep thinking she might turn up, but there’s been no
luck.”

“Sorry, man.” Crewe pulled me into his side and guided me to
the entrance of the hotel.

“I hope you find her,” I said over my shoulder before we
walked inside and took the elevator to the room.

His hotel room looked like more of a penthouse. It was bigger
than a home for a family of four, with more amenities than he
would ever use, but dukes seemed to travel in style. It had a
full kitchen, two living rooms, and three bedroom:s.

What did he need all of that for? “It’s nice.”

He carried my bag into the master bedroom and set it on the
edge of the bed. I would have carried it myself, but he insisted
on handling it. He slipped off his shoes and immediately began
to undress. Once the shirt was off, his perfect torso was
revealed. It was lined with grooves of strong muscle, delicious
skin, and the large scar that sat above his heart.



I stilled as I stared at it, seeing the strange lines that stretched
out around it. The scars were more noticeable because of his
white skin. It contrasted like white font on black paper. It was
difficult to look at because I remembered exactly how it had
appeared when the blood was soaking into his shirt as he lay
on the ground. I’d ripped his shirt in half to stabilize the
wound as much as I could, but nothing could stop the profuse
bleeding.

I was surprised he hadn’t bled out and died.

He undid his jeans and pushed them to his ankles. When he
was in just his boxers, he walked to the bed and yanked the
sheets back.

I couldn’t look at him anymore. Tears formed in my eyes when
I remembered the horrifying night. When I got him to the
hospital, I didn’t know if he was going to live. I thought the
love of my life was going to fade away before we even had a
real chance to enjoy each other.

I hated to let anyone see me cry, especially Crewe. It was an
act of weakness, and I never let anyone see me that way. I
moved into the hallway and found the bathroom. I darted
inside and shut the door behind me, getting a moment of
privacy so I could let my tears fall. Even though Crewe made a
full recovery, I would never erase the memory of the moment
his body jerked and fell to the floor. The strongest man I knew
had been crippled by a bullet, and when he lay there dying, he
had no motivation to get up again—because of me.

I sank to the floor and leaned against the wall. I hadn’t even
turned on the light, and only the crack under the door gave me
illumination. Instead of letting myself sob my heart out, I
controlled my breathing and steadied my tears, knowing
Crewe would check on me if I took too long.



His bare feet appeared at the door a few seconds later, and he
lightly rapped his knuckles against the door. “Lovely?”

Another tear escaped when I heard the nickname. It’d been so
long since he’d called me that. Lately, it’d only been London
—and it wasn’t the same. “I’ll be out in a minute.” I did my
best to keep my voice strong so he wouldn’t realize 1 was
sitting on the bathroom floor with tears in the back of my
throat.

Crewe opened the door and invited himself inside. He didn’t
do a double take when he noticed me on the bathroom floor, as
if he already suspected I was there. He kept the door halfway
open so some light could come into the room. His thighs were
muscular and toned, looking athletic as he 