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Penn

I STARED out the window as I sat on my bed while the fancy party happened below me in the courtyard, my eyes following my father as he mingled with his guests. It was all fake, none of them actually liked each other, it was just a big show to form business relationships. 

Champagne flutes were handed out by the multiple staff members that wandered the yard, and everyone wore expensive suits and gowns. 

Of course, I wasn’t invited. I’d mess up his perfectly made plans of a calm, fancy, evening. 

I was the problem child, the embarrassment. He didn’t want me down there destroying his social status. 

I flipped my long, blonde hair over my shoulder and drew my knees to my chest with a huff. I was used to being hidden away in this bullshit tower of lies. Having money didn’t buy happiness, it bought a social standard to fit into, drug and alcohol abuse, and child neglect. 

I’d been raised by nannies without much affection by my parents. Dad cared more about his place in society than he did me. 

No wonder my sister killed herself. 

Mom  bailed  not  long  after  we  buried  Emily.  I  remember  hearing  my parents  arguing  about  who  got  to  keep  me.  Neither  wanted  me,  being  too caught  up  in  their  lavish  lifestyles,  and  we  woke  up  one  morning  to  find Mom gone. 

She  wasn’t  a  trophy  wife,  she  had  multiple  investment  properties  and businesses, meaning not even the thought of a good divorce payout kept her here. 

I’d learned how to sneak out of our mansion here in Kingslake and into Stoneleigh well before we’d lost Emily. I’d been ten when she’d taken her young life at only fifteen. 

Dad reported to the tabloids that she’d died while having plastic surgery, more ashamed of suicide than people thinking he was allowing his teenage daughter to get fake tits or something. 

Image was everything to him, but it meant nothing to me. 

I was itching to get out of the house and go to the gym to hit some bags or something, but I knew it wasn’t going to be happening tonight. Not with the amount of security Dad had hired. 

If  he  found  out  I’d  been  sneaking  out  to  learn  to  hit  people,  he’d probably chain me to the fucking bed. 

Violence wasn’t very ladylike apparently. 

There was a knock at the door and our housekeeper, Estelle, poked her head in with a warm smile. She was probably the only person to ever give a shit about me. 

“Are you hungry, Penelope? I can bring you something.” 

She’d already checked on me multiple times, acting like she hadn’t fed me a few hours ago. I hated that she didn’t call me by my preferred name, Penn, but Dad was ruthless with rules. 

I didn’t want her to be fired over a stupid name. 

“I’m okay. Got any gossip for me?” I crossed my legs, turning to face her.  “Anyone  have  a  secret  lovechild  this  week?  New  divorce? 

Bankruptcy?” 

Estelle always kept me in the loop. I had a bunch of dirt on those rich cunts downstairs, probably enough to shut them all down. 

“Mr. Grande’s been arrested for trafficking children,” she said casually. 

It  was  normal  amongst  our  circles  for  people  to  have  their  hands  in  bad businesses. I was disgusted to know my Dad played a part in it too. Rich people were fucked in the head. “Everyone’s spooked. He was the head of their operation.” 

“Who ratted him out?” It was common for the rich to turn on each other sometimes. He pissed a lot of people off, so I wasn’t surprised. 

“He’s lucky he’s in a cell and not a shallow grave. Those criminal crews in Ashburn Valley stumbled across him,” she said, clicking her tongue. “We all  know  how  they  deal  with  people  working  in  the  sex  trafficking industry.” 

“They’re my idols,” I grinned, getting to my feet to stretch. “I think they should  slaughter  all  these  corrupt  rich  pricks  and  clean  up  the  whole country.” 

Estelle  rolled  her  eyes,  used  to  hearing  my  praise  for  the  only  rich people in the world who did good with their money and connections. The Bloody  Psychos  and  Devil’s  Armada  crews  kept  a  lot  of  the  bad  guys behind bars or in the ground. 

“Your  father’s  requested  that  you  join  him  for  breakfast.  He  needs  to talk to you,” she replied, not playing into the subject of notorious criminals. 

“Wear the red dress that he brought back from Europe.” 

I couldn’t help the snort that left me. Evening dresses at the breakfast table  weren’t  happening.  He’d  be  lucky  if  I  showed  up  with  pants  on considering breakfast for him was at six in the morning. 

“I’ll think about it,” I answered dryly. “Do you think Dad could cover up a second suicide if I jumped out of the window and hit the ground right in front of his guests?” 

“Don’t be morbid,” Estelle scolded but the corners of her mouth tugged up into a smile. “I forbid you to leave me here alone.” 

Even though I was twenty-two, I’d never be able to leave unless I was married off to some other rich asshole. I really was like a princess trapped in a tower. 

No knight in shining armor was coming to save me though. 

“I’ll  try  to  hold  on  for  your  sake,”  I  drawled,  walking  towards  the connecting bathroom and speaking over my shoulder. “I’m going to soak in the tub for a while and act like I don’t exist.” 

“Don’t drown yourself,” she threw back as she left, making me chuckle. 

I loved that she let me enjoy my sense of humor. 

The  last  time  I’d  made  a  joke  in  front  of  Dad  about  wanting  to  kill myself, he’d slapped me so hard my ears rang for days. 

I  quickly  ran  the  water  and  tipped  some  of  my  candy  scented  bubble mixture in, making sure the door was locked before stripping down to my birthday suit and stepping into the scalding water. 

I hissed at the burn, forcing myself to sit down and let the heat turn my skin pink, sinking lower until the water lapped at my chin. I closed my eyes, dreaming  of  a  different  reality  and  praying  my  dad  fucked  up  and  got thrown in prison or killed. 

Chances  were  low  though  since  he  was  the  richest  man  in  Kingslake, and money was power. 





The party had gone on late into the night, keeping me awake until the early hours of the morning. I felt like I’d only just drifted off when Estelle shook me awake. 

“Breakfast is in half an hour.” 

“What time is it?” I groaned as I rolled over to glance at the clock on my bedside table, four AM staring back at me. “How the fuck is he ready for breakfast? He was still entertaining guests two hours ago.” 

He  had  to  be  on  drugs  if  he  didn’t  need  more  sleep  than  one  or  two hours. 

Estelle sighed as she gave me a knowing look, the bags under her eyes getting worse by the day. She was in her mid-forties, never married or had children,  but  she  looked  older  thanks  to  Dad  running  her  into  the  damn ground. 

“He’s got a meeting at six and doesn’t want to be late. I’ve put the dress on the end of the bed for you.” 

“You know I’m walking down there in nothing but a shirt,” I muttered, forcing myself to swing my legs out of bed, not giving a shit that I was butt naked. Estelle knew she was likely to cop an eyeful when she woke me up, so she didn’t even blink at it. “Do you know why he wants to have breakfast with me?” 

Shadows filled her eyes as she handed me one of my baggy shirts. 

“You might want to at least put pants on. You have guests joining you.” 

That  was  never  good.  Dad  didn’t  make  a  habit  of  showing  me  off, especially when he knew I was only going to embarrass him with my crude language and streetwear wardrobe. 

“If he’s stupid enough to invite guests over for breakfast at four in the morning, then he shouldn’t be surprised when I show up looking like trash,” 

I snorted, slipping the overly large T-shirt over my head and grabbing some panties. “What kind of guests?” 

“I have no idea. I was just told to make sure you attended.” 

Guilt nipped at me, knowing she was probably going to get yelled at for not  forcing  me  to  wear  the  dress  and  put  a  full  face  of  makeup  on,  but  I pushed it aside. 

She’d never once forced me to do anything. 

She left the room to get ready to greet our guests and I waited until the last minute to walk downstairs. I wasn’t allowed to have a phone, not that I had friends anyway, so it wasn’t like Dad could call me and tell me to hurry up. 

The moment I walked into the room and pushed my tangled hair back from my face, my eyes instantly clashed with my father’s, pure fury burning inside of him. His jaw was tight but he was doing a good job of hiding his anger  as  I  padded  towards  the  table,  and  I  ignored  the  three  guests  as  I loudly pulled out a chair before our staff could do it for me, dropping my butt down into it. 

“Morning.  Someone  better  be  dying  if  you’ve  dragged  me  out  of  bed this early.” I finally ran my eyes over our guests, a man and a woman who I’d  seen  at  parties  in  the  courtyard  before,  and  a  younger  man  who  I assumed was their son. He looked to be in his late twenties, his brown hair slicked back with way too much product. “Hey. I’m Penn.” 

Dad hated it when I introduced myself as that. 

“Penelope,”  Dad  gritted  out,  trying  to  remain  calm.  “Why  aren’t  you dressed?” 

“Because  it’s  still  sleep  time.  You’re  lucky  I  didn’t  show  up  in  my birthday  suit,”  I  retorted,  reaching  out  to  grab  a  grape  from  the  platter  in front  of  me  and  popping  it  into  my  mouth.  “What’s  this  all  about?  You never invite me to join our guests.” 

“For good reason too,” he grunted, a distraught look crossing his face as he turned to the man and woman. “I’m terribly sorry. She’s always been like this and I don’t know how to fix her.” 

I snickered, his nostrils flaring as I replied. “You tried everything except giving me your attention and love. You tried so hard too.” 

I was going to get a smack in the mouth for this, but it was entertaining me for now. I wouldn’t regret it and knew how to take a hit. 

“You  should’ve  sent  her  to  Crestford  Academy  when  you  had  the chance. They’re good at straightening out any of this behavior,” the woman said smoothly, scrutinizing me while her son gave me a dirty look. 

“Mother, you can’t expect me to marry her. She’d embarrass our family name,” he said sharply, dread pooling in my stomach. I’d been waiting for the day he tried to marry me off to get rid of me. “She didn’t even put pants on.” 

“She might be challenging for a while,” Dad continued as if bargaining with them would work. “But I think they’d make beautiful children. She’d have no choice but to grow up if they started a family early too.” 

I had to stop this before it got out of hand. 

“Would  you  like  to  test  drive  my  pussy?”  I  winked  at  my  future husband,  my  voice  husky.  “I’ve  learned  a  lot  of  skills  over  the  years.  I’ll blow your fucking mind.” 

Dad’s  palm  smacked  down  on  the  table,  making  everyone  except  me jump. 

“Stop talking nonsense!” He turned to them, his face flushed as he tried to  save  the  situation.  “She’s  making  up  lies  to  get  back  at  me  for  God knows what. She’s as pure as the day she was born. I’ve made sure of it.” 

“You  know  what  the  guys  in  the  Heights  love?  Rich  girls  with  daddy issues,” I said with a sigh, twirling some of my hair around my finger as I leaned back in my chair. “But you’re right about one thing, I did it to get back at you. Got rid of that pesky virginity years ago.” 

It  was  a  small  lie,  I  usually  snuck  out  to  Stoneleigh  since  it  was  the closest  option  for  learning  to  fight  and  they  had  fun  parties,  but  I  didn’t want him keeping an eye out for me there. 

The  Heights  was  in  the  other  direction  so  I  wanted  to  throw  him  off course. 

He’d  also  hate  the  thought  of  poor  boys  touching  me  way  more  than anyone  else.  Hawthorne  Heights  was  full  of  criminals  and  drug  addicts thanks to it being such a low income area. 

Personally, I loved bad boys, and the few I’d slept with had rocked my fucking world. 

I might not have had any control over my own life but I’d made sure I got to choose who’d been my first. 

I was also harder to marry off now since purity meant everything to the rich pricks of society. 

“Go to your room,” Dad bit out, dismissing me. 

I  snatched  a  bagel  with  a  wide  smirk,  shoving  a  large  bite  into  my mouth. 

“Yes, Daddy. Enjoy your breakfast.” I got to my feet and headed back to my room, knowing he’d find me soon to shout at me. 

I’d just ruined his only chance of ever getting rid of me. 

I  waited  for  an  hour  before  he  barged  into  my  room,  not  hesitating  to slap me across the face with a snarl. 

“Are you fucking happy, Penelope? Everyone’s going to think you’re a whore and now no one will want you! You’re a selfish bitch!” 

My cheek stung and I tasted blood in my mouth, but I gave him a grin, not caring if I had blood in my teeth. 

“I’m  the  product  of  what  you  made  me.  You  think  I’m  an embarrassment in front of your rich friends? Wait until you try to force me to marry someone. I’ll burn the church down in my white dress and fuck the priest on my way out.” 

His  hand  connected  with  my  face  again,  knocking  me  back  onto  the bed. 

“I don’t have to marry you off to get rid of you, remember that. I could simply sell you.” 

“Sell  me  then.  I  can’t  wait  to  spill  all  the  secrets  I  know  from  living under the same roof as the Devil,” I chuckled, knowing I had him backed into  a  corner.  “The  corruption  and  fraud  would  put  you  all  in  prison.  If  I ever get out of here I’ll be sure to tear you down in the process.” 

He stormed from the room as he cursed at me, making me laugh. 

One day, I’d burn this place down regardless of if I got out or not. 

As long as I got to see him turn to ash, that would be good enough for me. 
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Penn

I KNEW Dad was pissed when Estelle came to inform me later that day that he  was  going  away  on  a  business  trip.  He’d  dismissed  all  the  staff  other than Estelle but he’d instructed her to keep me in my room and to go home for the night. 

He wanted me to be alone as if it was punishment. 

I wouldn’t be able to sneak out regardless of being locked in my room. 

He  had  the  best  security  system  in  place  that  he  turned  on  when  he  was away, making sure he had eyes on me at all times if I was outside my room. 

He  used  to  have  cameras  in  my  bedroom  too  until  I  told  him  I  had  no problem putting on a show for his security guards. 

The cameras were removed the next day. 

I  was  already  bored  of  being  shut  in  my  room  so  much  lately.  It  had been weeks since I’d been able to simply watch a movie in the theater room or swim in the indoor pool. 

I wasn’t allowed outside in case someone saw me. 

I had no idea how no one seemed to remember me since both me and my sister had been all over the newspapers when we were little. Our parents showed us off in public to make it look like they were loving parents, but it was all for show. 

The moment we’d get home, they’d shoo us away and let the nannies play with us. 

I  missed  my  sister,  the  lonely  feeling  filling  my  chest  as  I  walked through the empty house. She always made time for me no matter what, and losing her had turned the last few sweet parts of me into bitterness. 

I’d never be angry at her for wanting to leave this bullshit world we’d been put in, and I’d always blamed my parents for it. 

I had to act like Estelle was just a member of staff when I was outside my room thanks to the cameras, so I asked her to bring me my dinner early so she could leave. She deserved the night off and it wasn’t like we could hang out without Dad seeing it on the cameras. 

We didn’t mingle with the staff, it wasn’t allowed. 

Estelle hung around in my room while I ate the salad Dad had told her to feed me, her worried eyes staring at me the entire time. 

“You  know,”  I  started,  finishing  my  mouthful  of  the  disgusting  bitter leaves before continuing. “I had a lot of fun today.” 

She wasn’t impressed with that, her eyes narrowing. 

“There’s nothing fun about being hit.” 

“It was totally worth it,” I shrugged, handing her my empty plate. “You do  know  I  can  break  out  of  here,  right?  You  might  as  well  keep  the  door unlocked.” 

The  lock  being  engaged  meant  it  could  open  from  the  outside  but  not the inside, so people could come and go as they pleased but I couldn’t. Dad only locked it when parties were happening but lately he’d kept it locked to confine me to my room. 

If I escaped tonight he’d know because of the cameras. 

Could I run and never come back? Where would I go? 

When he was home he usually had the inside cameras switched off so no one could spy on him. He swore there were criminal organizations out there that would target him. 

My bet was on the Psychos. 

“If  I  leave  it  unlocked  and  he  finds  out,  I’ll  be  in  a  world  of  trouble. 

Please stay put tonight,” she answered softly as she tucked her short, hazel hair behind her ear. “I don’t ask for anything but tonight I’m the only staff member here. If he finds out you’ve run off—” 

“I promise I’ll stay in my room. I don’t want to risk him seeing me on the cameras anyway.” 

Her shoulders relaxed and she gave me a nod. 

“Thank you. I’ve been told not to come back for two days, then I have to  leave  you  for  longer  a  second  time.”  Sorrow  washed  over  her  as  she dipped her hand into her pocket and pulled out some protein bars. “I’m not

supposed to leave food for you but I can’t let you starve. This is all I could get, I’m sorry.” 

I took them, stashing them under my pillow before giving her a bright smile. He did this regularly so I was used to not eating every day. 

“I appreciate it.” 

“Do you still have bottles of water?” I had a mini-fridge in the corner for  water,  and  Estelle  checked  it  without  waiting  for  my  reply.  “You  still have some apples in here too so make sure you eat those.” 

“I’ll be fine, I’m used to it. Go and enjoy your time off.” 

“I wish you had a phone so I could check in with you,” she said instead, her brow creasing. “I don’t want to leave you here on your own for so many days.” 

“I  like  being  on  my  own.  I  get  to  plot  murder  and  other  fun  stuff.”  I reached out and took her hand, giving it a small squeeze. “I’ve got lots of books  to  read  and  a  pile  of  DVDs  to  keep  me  entertained.  I’ll  probably sleep through most of tomorrow thanks to my lack of sleep last night too.” 

“You’re  a  sweet  girl,  Penn,”  she  murmured,  breaking  the  rule  about using my proper name. “You’re the daughter I always wanted.” 

The damn woman was making me feel things. I didn’t love anyone, but I loved her. 

“And  you’re  the  mother  I’ve  always  wanted,”  I  replied  with  a  small smile. “Now get going, I have plans of world domination to figure out.” 

“Be  good,  I  beg  you,”  she  groaned  before  stepping  back  and  walking towards the door, giving me one last glance before shutting it and making the lock click into place. 

Silence immediately hit me and I couldn’t help but let out a huff. I was going to be bored as hell by mid-afternoon tomorrow but I hadn’t wanted to burden Estelle with that fact. 

Telling her wouldn’t change anything. 

I read one of my romance novels for an hour while muttering under my breath  about  fictional  men  being  like  mythical  creatures,  then  I  stripped naked and flipped the light off, deciding on getting an early night to catch up on the missed sleep from last night. 



 

The  next  week  dragged  slowly.  Estelle  stopped  by  after  two  days  as promised,  managing  to  sneak  me  more  protein  bars.  I  spaced  them  out through  the  rest  of  the  week,  not  wanting  to  eat  them  early  and  end  up hungry later. 

My  windows  were  locked  which  was  annoying  since  I  was  hot  and wanted to open it to let the breeze in. I hadn’t snuck out in close to a month so I missed the cool, evening air on my skin. 

I was wearing a white tank top and denim shorts, my hair tied up in a messy ponytail to try and cool me down. Luckily the sun was gone which meant  the  house  would  start  cooling  naturally.  I’d  already  had  a  cold shower but that hadn’t helped. 

It was almost midnight when I heard it. 

The sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. 

No  one  was  supposed  to  be  here  and  I  doubted  Estelle  would  risk coming back to check on me before she was allowed. It was possible that Dad was already back but then I heard laughter, my back going straight. 

I didn’t recognize the voices. 

I bailed from where I was sitting on the bed, moving to sit in one of the window  seats  that  were  hidden  behind  the  curtain.  At  least  I  was  out  of direct eyesight if they opened the door. 

“This fucker’s loaded!” some guy chuckled, doors opening and closing along the hallway as they inspected the house. 

My heart started beating faster the closer they became. They could trash the place for all I cared, but I didn’t know what their intentions were. 

Maybe they were crazy rapists that were fresh out of prison? 

I was hidden enough that when my door opened I got a good view of them  without  drawing  attention  to  myself.  The  first  guy  had  a  cocky swagger to his step, his dark brown hair spiked at the front to keep it off his face. He was wearing all black, a mask in his hand that he must have been wearing before entering the house. 

He smirked as he opened my bedside drawer and pulled out some of my panties. 

“Dude, he’s got himself a woman. Either that or he’s collecting trophies. 

He probably gets shitloads of pussy.” 

I fought a gag, studying the other man as he walked in. His dirty blond hair was sticking up at weird angles and his feet were silent as he walked

across the room. 

At least he seemed to do a better sweep of the room before relaxing. 

The first guy was a dumbass. 

The  blond  guy  scoffed.  “There’s  not  supposed  to  be  a  woman  living here. We’ve been keeping an eye out all week and no one’s been here for two days. Maybe he lets the staff stay here sometimes, that would explain the women's items.” 

“Doubtful.  The  guy  seems  like  a  piece  of  shit.  Oh!  There  it  is!”  The dark  haired  guy  walked  towards  the  painting  Dad  had  bought  me  for  my eighteenth birthday and relief hit me. If they knew the value of that painting then they were just here to rob us. 

They weren’t here to rape me or anything crazy like that. 

I should’ve been more careful but I couldn’t help myself as I leaned out from  behind  the  curtains  a  little  to  get  a  better  view.  They  were  both wearing  black  clothes,  and  gloves  on  their  hands  to  avoid  leaving fingerprints. If I were to guess, I’d say they were professionals. 

Fucking hot ones at that. 

They couldn’t have been much older than me. 

“Do you think there’s anything else here we could take, Cruz?” 

At least now I had a name. 

As if knowing I was here, the blond guy scowled, his voice dropping as he glared at his friend. 

“No names, asshole. What kind of rookie bullshit is that?” 

“We need code names for missions!” 

“Then call me Daddy,” he deadpanned. “We came for that painting so now we’ve got it, let’s go.” He started walking towards the door, and a slow smirk  spread  across  my  face.  I  should’ve  stayed  quiet  since  they  were leaving but I hoped they took more, preferably some of the paintings from Dad’s office. They were his pride and joy. 

“If  you  go  into  the  office  at  the  other  end  of  the  hallway,  you’ll  find paintings worth more than that. Hell, the safe’s in there if you want it. Six-two-two-seven-zero-five.” 

Cruz  spun  around  with  narrowed  eyes  but  his  friend  let  out  a  scream, almost dropping the painting. 

“Intruder!” 

“I’m an intruder?” I asked with a chuckle, pushing the curtain back to get  to  my  feet.  “You’re  the  ones  in  my  bedroom  playing  with  my  panties

and art, not that I’m complaining about the art. I hate that ugly thing.” 

“You’re a fucking goddess. Who are you? I’m—” 

Cruz smacked the back of his friend’s head to shut him up, a scathing glare on his face. 

“Would you shut the fuck up? Don’t tell her your name, idiot.” 

“Might  as  well  since  I  know  yours,  Cruz,”  I  answered  dryly,  walking towards  them.  “Oh,  I’m  sorry.  I  mean,  Daddy.  How’d  you  get  in  here? 

Dad’s  security  is  ridiculous  and  I  can’t  sneeze  in  here  without  him knowing.”  Cruz  cursed,  raking  his  hand  through  his  hair  and  most  likely spreading  his  DNA  to  the  carpet.  “Stop  touching  your  hair.  I  thought  you two were professionals but maybe I was wrong. Did you turn the cameras off?” 

“Of course we did,” the cheerful one said. “We can disable anything.” 

“Wait,  you  turned  it  all  off?”  I  asked  and  went  to  leave  the  room  but Cruz grabbed my bicep to haul me back, my skin tingling from his touch. 

“Wow, you’re grumpy. I’m starving so I was going to get something to eat. 

You want something?” He went to shut the door but I kicked my foot out to stop it. “You don’t want to do that. It only unlocks from the outside.” 

“You’re  locked  in  here?”  His  eyes  assessed  me  carefully  as  I  nodded. 

“Why?” 

“I’m obviously a princess. Duh.” 

“Who are you?” he demanded, and I figured I’d just tell him. I didn’t get to talk to people unless I broke out, so I was more than happy to blurt out my life story if they’d asked. 

All it would do was piss Dad off if he found out, which was fine by me. 

“Officially?  Penelope  Whitlock.  I  prefer  Penn  though,”  I  shrugged.  “I was  serious  about  the  safe.  Clear  it  out  for  all  I  care.  The  dumb  fucker deserves to lose his shit.” 

“Stay  here,”  he  answered  bluntly  as  he  grabbed  his  friend  and  tugged him into the hallway, locking me inside again. 

“You’re hilarious, asshole. It’s not like I can fucking go anywhere!” 

I heard one of them laugh. My money was on the dark haired dude. 

I got sick of waiting for them to come back after what felt like ages, for all I knew they weren’t going to, so I dropped back onto my bed and got comfortable. 

They didn’t look like killers but a good criminal wasn’t going to leave witnesses. 

When  I  finally  thought  they’d  left,  the  door  swung  open  and  Cruz wandered in with his hands in his pockets, cringing slightly. 

“I hate to be a dick but you’re coming with us.” 

“I’m getting out of here?” I grinned, confusing the hell out of him. “Can I pack a bag? Anywhere’s better than here. Did you get the other paintings at least? Dad’s going to be so angry when he notices they’re missing.” He was staring at me in disbelief, making me frown. “What? I’ve been in here for weeks. I’m fucking bored. Can we grab food though? Oh! I want pizza! 

Dad won’t let me have that anymore and—” 

“Jesus fucking Christ!” he snapped, giving me a strange look. “You do understand you’re being kidnapped, right? I don’t usually do this but I don’t know  what  else  to  do.  Fuck!”  He  fisted  his  hair,  jerking  back  when  I swatted at his hand. 

“Stop pulling your hair out. You’re leaving DNA all over the place,” I scolded,  spinning  around  and  grabbing  a  bag  from  the  closet  as  I  started stuffing  my  favorite  clothes  into  it.  “It’s  been  a  while  since  I  had  a  good adventure, so don’t ruin it by helping them find me, asshole.” 

I’d  let  them  think  I  was  playing  along  then  I’d  run,  finally  freeing myself of the monsters in my life. 

It  would  be  a  shame  to  leave  these  two  though,  my  pussy  definitely liked the thought of getting to know them. 

Maybe this was my twisted fairytale ending where the villains get the girl and slay the king? 

I  put  my  sneakers  on  and  grabbed  my  jacket  while  Cruz  continued  to watch me like I was crazy, but his friend seemed more than happy to have me tagging along as they steered me from the room and down the stairs. 

“You’re  pretty.  I  think  Penn  definitely  suits  you,”  he  chatted.  “I’m Drake, by the way.” 

“He’s an idiot,” Cruz said dryly as he gripped my arm tighter, slinging one of my bags over his shoulder. “Are you on any medication? Do we need to stock up on anything for you?” 

“You  guys  are  the  nicest  kidnappers  I’ve  ever  met,”  I  deadpanned, studying his face more as we reached the kitchen. “You’re not exactly the knights in shining armor that my books told me about, but at least you’re kinda cute.” 

That made him chuckle. 

“You suck at being kidnapped.” 

“You suck at kidnapping,” I threw back, tensing as he pulled me to an abrupt halt and started running his hands over me to pat me down. “That’s more like it. Most kidnappers are pervs too.” 

He let out a huff of annoyance, meeting my gaze. 

“Have you met many kidnappers? Where’s your phone?” 

“Never  had  one.  Hey!  You  forgot  the  other  paintings!”  I  practically shouted and Drake cackled. 

“You’re  fucking  weird.  I  like  you.  Hey,  Cruz.  Can  we  just  keep  her? 

Stone  and  Knox  need  a  girl  like  her  around  to  stop  them  from  being  so grumpy all the time.” 

“Stop talking! I need to think!” Cruz barked, distress written all over his face. “I don’t know what the fuck to do. Are we really kidnapping her?” 

“Hey,  you  can’t  back  out  now.  I  told  her  my  name.”  Cruz  shot  him  a death glare, making Drake snort. “Tough crowd. Just get her in the fucking car and we’ll figure this out later. You need to chill, dude.” 

“Stone’s  going  to  lose  his  shit,”  Cruz  muttered  under  his  breath  as  he continued to steer me out of the house, the fresh air like a soft caress on my skin. 

I sighed, peering up into the night sky contently and slowing my steps to savor it. Cruz kept pace with me without snapping at me to hurry up, and I smiled as I glanced around the yard. 

I was never coming back here, I’d be free. 

Drake  shut  the  front  door  and  kept  a  firm  grip  on  the  painting  as  he trailed behind us, his voice sounding pained. 

“Bro, you gotta come back here. The view is to die for.” 

I  peered  over  my  shoulder  to  find  his  eyes  glued  to  my  ass,  and  I frowned. 

“You’re a little strange if you think sweats are hot.” 

“Says the girl who’s running into the arms of her kidnappers.” 

“It’s not strange since the kidnappers are hot,” I smiled sweetly, a groan leaving him. 

“My dick really likes you and you’re not even acquainted yet.” 

Cruz scowled, yanking open the car door before glaring at his friend. 

“Your dick won’t be going anywhere near her. Get in the front, I don’t trust you in the back with her.” 

Drake  flipped  him  off  before  putting  the  painting  in  the  trunk,  but  I faked a whine. 

“I was really looking forward to him railing me, you cockblocker.” 

“Don’t you start,” Cruz snapped as Drake barked out a laugh. “Get in.” 

Once we were in the car, Cruz looked back at me from the driver’s seat and gave me an apologetic look. 

“I’m really sorry about this.” 

“The fuck for? You’re saving me,” I answered seriously, motioning to the  massive  house  behind  us.  “That  might  look  like  a  castle  made  for  a princess but it’s a fucking prison. If you decide to let me go later, I’m sure as hell not coming back here.” 

“He’s your Uncle?” That made me frown. 

“Uh, no. He’s my father.” 

“Penelope Whitlock died. I swear she did,” he grumbled with confusion. 

He’d gotten me and Emily mixed up. 

I clicked my seat belt into place before answering him. 

“My  sister  Emily  died  when  she  was  fifteen.  That’s  what  you’re thinking of.” 

“I  know  about  her.”  He  started  the  car,  lifting  his  eyes  to  me  in  the rearview  mirror.  “Penelope  died  three  years  later  from  pneumonia.  So  are you sure you’re Penelope?” 

“I’m Penelope!” I bit out as I became frustrated. “I don’t know how to make you believe me, but—” 

“We’ll  figure  it  out  when  we  get  back  to  our  place.  We’ll  order  pizza and talk about it, okay?” 

His  eyes  were  gentle,  soothing  the  irritation  in  a  way  I’d  never  felt before. He looked upset, making me realize he was telling the truth. 

He didn’t make a habit of kidnapping anyone and he was freaking the fuck out. 

I nodded, forcing my eyes away from his to stare out the window as he started driving away from the place I’d called home my entire life. 

It felt so fucking good to be free, even if it was only for a while. 
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Cruz

STONE  WAS  GOING  to  fucking  kill  me.  Drake  and  I  both  said  we  could handle the job alone since it was supposed to be straight in and out, but the girl currently occupying my backseat had blown it all to shit. 

Part of me wanted to pull over and let her out, I wasn’t into kidnapping women, but I couldn’t risk it now. 

She knew too much. 

Drake kept turning around to watch her curiously and I knew this was going to become an even bigger problem if he got attached to her. He wore a  mask  of  humor  and  jokes  to  hide  the  vulnerabilities  below  the  surface, always searching for more out of life. 

That was what got his ass thrown in juvie when he was a kid, and like the rest of us, that was where Stone’s brother had found us, bringing us into his operation of theft. 

“Shouldn’t you cover my head or something so I don’t see where we’re going?” the blonde bombshell in the back asked, making me curse for the millionth time tonight. “You know, so I can't lead the police back to your hideout later?” 

“Do  you  want  a  bag  over  your  head  since  you’re  so  concerned  about it?”  I  deadpanned,  laughter  bubbling  from  her  and  hitting  me  right  in  the chest.  I  liked  women,  I’d  stuck  my  dick  in  plenty  over  the  years,  but  no one’s laughter had made my dick hard like this before. 

“You’re  funny.  How  far  are  we  driving?  You  might  as  well  tell  me  if we’re not going to put a bag over my head.” 

“Rawson.” 

“Oh, nice and fast then. Good to know.” She hummed to herself for the rest of the drive, and the moment we parked inside the massive garage at the compound, Drake bailed from the car and opened the back door for her. 

“Ladies first.” 

“I’m  not  convinced  you  two  are  kidnappers,”  she  said  slowly  as  she stepped out, her eyes taking in the garage. “You’re too nice.” 

“We’re not kidnappers,” I groaned, motioning to the painting as Drake pulled it from the trunk. “We’re thieves.” 

“I guess you aced that part,” she said dryly and grabbed her bags, my mouth curving into a smile. 

“Stone’s  going  to  hate  you,  just  a  head’s  up.  He  hates  anything  pretty and sweet.” 

“Aw,  you  think  I’m  pretty?  You’re  going  to  give  me  a  complex,”  she cooed as she followed me. 

Drake snorted, giving her a look as if she was stupid. 

“Pretty?  You’re  one  hundred  percent  fuckable.  If  you  need compensation  for  this  inconvenience  let  me  know.  I’ll  give  you  as  many orgasms as you want.” 

I punched his shoulder, gently taking her bicep to keep her close to me. 

“Stop  being  rapey.  Maybe  you  should  leave  me  to  handle  this  since you’ll only piss Stone off more.” 

I didn’t particularly want to face him alone. Stone was my best friend but he was also our boss. He was like a grumpy eighty year old man trapped in a twenty-five year old’s body. 

“And  miss  out  on  this  drama?  No  thank  you,”  Drake  grinned  as  we walked into the living room, making our way into the kitchen where Stone and Knox were drinking coffee as if it wasn’t almost three in the morning. 

“I’m  home,  baby!”  Drake  announced  as  he  dropped  his  arms  around Knox’s shoulders and smacked a kiss on his cheek. “Did you miss me?” 

“Get  the  fuck  off  me,”  Knox  grunted  but  I  didn’t  miss  the  way  his shoulders relaxed at seeing that Drake was alright. They had a complicated relationship. 

Knox  refused  to  admit  he  loved  him,  and  they  both  fucked  women  in their spare time as if to make Knox feel less gay. It was ridiculous. 

If I had someone to come home to every day I’d be screaming it from the rooftops. 

Stone’s gray eyes seared into me, his muscles tense. 

“Who  the  fuck  is  this?  What  have  I  told  you  about  bringing  pussy here?” 

He’d told me multiple times to stop bringing people here even though some of it was unavoidable. I had friends outside of our circle and as much as Stone hated to admit it, he didn’t mind them being around. 

I  took  a  deep  breath  before  tugging  Penn  in  front  of  me,  her  candy scented perfume wafting around me and making me want to bury my face in her neck. I refrained from it, deciding to just tell him the truth, but the little minx beat me to it. 

“I’m  Penn  Whitlock.  Your  friends  kidnapped  me  because  they  robbed my house and didn’t know I was watching them. Do thieves have some kind of school to go to? You need to test them again because they suck.” 

“You fucking kidnapped her?” Stone exploded, his face turning red with anger. “How did stealing turn into kidnapping?” 

“In our defense,” I said lightly with a cringe. “We technically stole her so—” 

“Get rid of her. Take her home. Fuck, are you stupid?” 

“Can’t do that. Drake over here introduced us and kept telling her shit. 

Not  to  mention  she’s  seen  our  faces  and  knows  where  we  are,”  I  replied tightly, and Penn gave me a devilish smirk. 

“I fucking told you to put the bag over my head.” 

“I’m about to gag you. You talk too much.” 

“Yes please. Does that mean I get to call you Daddy like Drake does?” 

She was going to be the death of me. “You promised me pizza. Don’t think you’re getting out of it, Sticky Fingers.” 

“We  have  to  kill  her,”  Knox  said  without  a  flicker  of  emotion  on  his face. “Call Donovan and let her deal with this mess.” 

I wasn’t letting anything bad happen to Penn. She’d done nothing wrong other  than  be  in  the  wrong  place  at  the  wrong  time.  Considering  she’d happily come with us instead of putting up a fight, it made me want to keep her safe. 

What kind of life did she have if kidnappers were a better option? 

There was no way I was handing her over to Beckett Donovan, or her family's street crew, to dispose of. 

“She’s my responsibility,” I grunted, scrubbing a hand over my face. I was too tired for this shit. “She stays with me until I figure this out.” 

“You kill her then,” Knox shrugged. “And you’re damn right she’s your problem. What happens when people start looking for her? Do you think we should try to sort out a ransom?” 

A snort left Penn as she placed her bags by her feet before crossing her arms. 

“You’d  have  more  luck  trying  to  get  a  ransom  for  the  painting.  You fuckers didn’t even know about me so that tells you how much my father loves to show me off.” 

Stone stalked towards us, and I was surprised when Penn held his gaze and  straightened  her  spine.  Gone  was  the  sarcastic  girl  as  she  stood  her ground like she was going to try and take him down. 

His  chest  bumped  against  her,  annoyance  in  his  tone  when  she  didn’t back down. “Are you calling me stupid?” 

“If the shoe fits, then lace that fucker up. Where the fuck’s my pizza?” 

she demanded, a snort of amusement leaving me. 

Stone’s eyes flicked to me, and I was pretty sure he was going to murder me. 

“I’m heading out with some of the others today. I want her gone by the time I get home. Don’t fuck her.” 

“I’ll  try  to  control  myself,”  I  said  with  a  chuckle,  his  gaze  turning  to Drake. 

“I was talking to this prick. Kidnapping charges will turn into rape and assault with this creepy little shit.” 

“Hey! It would be the best fuck of her life!” Drake argued, yelping as Knox twisted his nipple through his shirt. 

“Go to fucking bed.” 

“Are you coming too or—” 

“Drake.”  Knox’s  eyes  flicked  to  our  guest  before  returning  to  him. 

“Go.” Drake huffed but did as he was told, stomping to bed like a scolded child and leaving Knox to glare at me. “Where’s the hostage sleeping?” 

“My room where they always do,” I joked, bending to grab Penn’s bags, giving her a warm smile. “C’mon, I’ll show you where you’re sleeping.” 

She  happily  followed  me  through  the  building  until  we  reached  my bedroom,  her  eyes  taking  everything  in.  It  was  quiet,  but  there  were hundreds of people here. 

We were a big operation. 

“Where  will  you  sleep?”  she  asked  once  I  let  her  into  my  room,  her eyebrows drawing together. “I don’t want to kick you out of your own bed. 

I can sleep on the couch.” 

“I dragged you here so you get the bed,” I said firmly as I tidied up. I wasn’t a slob but I’d been lazy lately. 

The only people who entered my room were some of the guys so they didn’t give a shit if I had socks on the floor or yesterday's shirt tossed on the chair in the corner. 

Penn’s house was sparkling clean so I wanted her to feel comfortable. 

Just  because  I’d  taken  her  didn’t  mean  I  wanted  her  locked  up somewhere she hated. 

“Oh yeah, you really had to drag me,” she drawled, dropping down onto my bed without scrunching her nose up at it. Didn’t rich girls like fancy silk sheets? My bed was clean, I washed the sheets weekly and I’d hardly been home lately, but it could probably do with a new set for her. “Do you guys have a cool team name or something?” 

She placed her arms behind her head, assessing me. 

“People call us the Night Thieves.” 

“Shit,  you’re  those  guys?”  Her  eyebrows  almost  hit  her  hairline,  a teasing grin spreading across my face. 

“You’ve  heard  of  us?  I  mean,  I  don’t  like  to  brag  but  I  guess  we’re pretty famous.” We were all over the news for our crimes but no one knew exactly who we were. They didn’t know we were such a big organization or how  we  managed  to  get  away  with  stealing  billions  of  dollars  worth  of merchandise and cash every year. 

Only  a  handful  of  us  handled  the  exchanges  with  clients,  and  we  did thorough checks on everyone who hired us. 

It was harder to hide who we were now we’d gotten involved with the street  crews  and  a  bunch  of  rich  fuckers,  but  they  all  knew  to  keep  their mouths shut. 

We could dig up dirt on anyone who wronged us and make their lives hell. 

I probably shouldn’t have just blurted it out to Penn about who we were, but it wasn’t like she could run away and rat us out. I couldn’t stop myself even if I wanted to, she was easy to talk to. 

“My Dad talks about you guys all the time with his rich friends. They hate you.” 

“Why are you smiling about that?” 

“They fucking deserve getting all their shit stolen. They act like they got rich the honest way but it was with fraud and deceit,” she muttered as her pretty amber eyes clashed with mine, her voice softening. “Are you going to hurt me?” 

“I’d never hurt a woman,” I gritted out, raking my fingers through my hair in a nervous motion that I’d seemed to be doing a lot tonight. “I just have to figure out what to do with you.” 

“Do anything with me but please don’t take me home,” she whispered, breaking my heart. The tough girl slipped away as she let her vulnerabilities show. “Send me out of the country if you want, I don’t care, just please—” 

“You’re safe here, I promise,” I replied, cutting her off. “We scramble surveillance  and  cover  our  tracks.  No  one  will  find  you  here.  Get  some sleep, it’s late. The bathroom’s just down the hall if you need it.” 

She relaxed, fatigue filling her pretty eyes. 

“What about my pizza?” 

“How about we save it for breakfast?” 

“Deal,”  she  smiled,  amusement  filling  her  gaze.  “Unless  you  want  to see me naked, can you leave?” 

She was going to sleep naked in my fucking bed? How was I supposed to sleep in the living room knowing that? 

I forced myself to start walking towards the door, trying to will my dick to stay down. 

“Good night, Penn.” 

“Good  night,  Cruz,”  she  murmured,  her  eyes  remaining  on  me  until  I walked out and closed the door. 

The  rest  of  the  compound  was  quiet  so  I  headed  into  the  living  room and  grabbed  a  blanket  and  pillow  from  the  closet,  stripping  down  to  my boxers before getting comfortable on the couch. 

It surprisingly didn’t take long for me to pass out. 



Penn

I waited until Cruz went to bed before rummaging through his things. 

He’d been snooping through my house so it was only fair. I had a feeling he would’ve let me anyway because he was stupidly sweet. 

It made me feel kind of bad for busting out of here and running. 

He  didn’t  seem  to  keep  many  personal  belongings,  the  clothes  in  his drawers  organized  and  a  few  books  and  CDs  tossed  on  the  shelf  in  the corner. I noticed an acoustic guitar in the other corner, the wood worn and old. 

Why didn’t they have nicer stuff if they were so good at stealing? And why was he being so freaking nice to me too? He said he didn’t hurt women but why’d he kidnap me if they weren’t going to torture me or something? 

I grabbed my bags once I figured I’d given Cruz enough time to go to sleep,  and  I  crept  from  the  room,  making  my  way  back  through  the building.  I  cursed  quietly  when  I  realized  I  couldn’t  get  back  out  through the garage since it was coded, and I had no idea what door would lead me outside. 

There were so many damn doors. 

I  finally  found  one  next  to  a  window  that  looked  out  into  the  early morning sky, my hand going to the handle to open it. 

Nothing happened. 

Frustration  raced  through  me  as  I  tried  again,  someone  suddenly grabbing me and slamming my back against the door. 

Stone’s cold, gray eyes burned into me, his fingers spanning my throat as he squeezed. 

It wasn’t enough to stop me from breathing but it got my attention. 

“Where the fuck do you think you’re going?” 

“The guys were right, you’re a grumpy bastard,” I smiled sweetly, his fingers tightening a fraction. “I was going to go for a morning jog. Care to join me?” 

“Cruz!” Stone barked, his voice seeming to echo through the building. 

He  dragged  me  closer  just  to  slam  me  back  again,  lowering  his  voice  to speak to me. “You might have Cruz and Drake wrapped around your finger but I see right through your bullshit. You’re nothing but a spoiled brat and I refuse to let you tear down my organization. You’re not getting out of here, you know too much.” I stiffened when he pulled a gun from the back of his pants, pressing it firmly against my forehead. “If your daddy doesn’t give a fuck about you then you’re no use to me. I could just kill you right now and make my job a whole lot easier.” 

“Do you expect me to beg?” I swallowed nervously, trying to keep my voice level. “I’ll never die on my knees.” 

Cruz stumbled into the room in his boxers, rubbing his tired eyes. 

“What  are  you  yelling  at  me  for?  I  literally  just  fell  asleep.”  His  gaze landed on me and he was suddenly wide awake. “What the fuck?” 

“You  said  you’d  watch  her,  yet  here  we  are,”  Stone  snapped  without moving  back.  “Did  you  honestly  believe  this  rich  bitch  was  your  friend? 

That  she’d  happily  sleep  here  and  just  make  a  new  life  with  us?  Stop thinking with your cock and use your brain. You kidnapped her so treat her like a hostage.” 

Cruz’s eyes fell to the bags at my feet, guilt eating at me. 

I shouldn’t have felt bad but I did. He might have taken me but he was one of the only people in my life to ever show me kindness. 

“Put the gun away, asshole,” Cruz muttered, stepping closer. “I’ll handle it.” 

“I gave you a fucking chance and you blew it. She can stay in my room with the door locked.” 

“What if she needs to pee?” Cruz threw back, making Stone snort. 

“Then she’d better speak now because I’m not letting her out until I get back later.” 

A hint of panic hit me for the first time since I’d left my house. Cruz and  Drake  might  have  been  gentle,  but  that  didn’t  mean  anyone  else  here was. 

Stone was already proving his dislike for me and if I was locked in his room he could literally do anything to me. 

I  didn’t  want  to  be  trapped  in  a  room  again,  or  leaving  the  prison  I’d called home my entire life had been for nothing. 

“You’re freaking her out,” Cruz growled as he stepped towards me but Stone spun around to glare at him. 

“Good!  She’s  not  here  for  a  fucking  slumber  party!  I  can  lock  her  in with Knox if you want?” 

That  shut  Cruz  up.  Knox  seemed  like  an  asshole  but  Stone  was dangerous. I’d almost prefer Knox. 

Stone  grabbed  my  bicep,  ignoring  my  bags  as  he  started  dragging  me through the compound. “Do you need to piss or not?” 

“No but please—” 

“Shut  up!”  he  spat,  my  muscles  locking  up  as  I  tried  to  stop  him.  He was strong but I could take him down if I focused. 

I  forced  my  body  to  relax,  making  him  think  I’d  given  up,  and  the moment we rounded the corner into the hallway, I swung my fist back and punched  him  in  the  back  of  the  head,  surprising  him.  He  stumbled  and  I kicked the back of his leg to drop him, not that it worked because the man was a walking wall of toned muscle, but it made him let me go. 

I tried to run but was tackled to the ground, the air being knocked from my lungs as my stomach hit the floor with someone on top of me. 

I struggled but went still when I heard the click of a gun. 

“Don’t push me, Whitlock. I can blow your brains out and have a clean-up  crew  here  in  seconds,”  Stone  said  in  a  calm  voice  that  was  somehow scarier than his angry voice. 

I couldn’t help the whimper that left me, some of my bravery fleeing as he finally climbed off me and hauled me to my feet, forcing me to walk in front of him until we reached a door. 

His was coded and I had to wonder if he was paranoid or just liked his privacy. 

He  pushed  me  through  the  door  once  it  opened,  slamming  it  shut  the moment I was inside. 

“Have  a  good  day,  asshole!”  I  called  as  I  punched  the  door  out  of frustration, wishing it was his face. 

I turned to glance around the dimly lit room, flicking the light on to get a better look. It was spotless and he had zero personal items lying around in view.  I  poked  around  in  his  drawers  but  found  nothing  interesting  so  I dropped back onto his bed with a huff. 

He was infuriating and I definitely preferred dealing with Cruz. 

I rolled over to face the wall, curling into myself and closing my eyes. 

If I was stuck here, I might as well try to get some rest. 

I’d escape later. 
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Stone

“YOU  FUCKED  UP,”  I  bit  out  as  I  eyed  the  security  footage  that  was  live streaming from my bedroom, Cruz wincing at me from his chair behind the computer. We all had security in our rooms but no one had access unless it was necessary. 

Penelope was sleeping on my bed without a care in the fucking world, and she was lucky I didn’t go in there and suffocate her with my pillow. I didn’t like anyone in my space, the guys hardly even stepped foot in there, but  it  was  also  the  most  secure  room  in  the  building.  “What’s  your  plan then? You claim you’ll deal with her so tell me what you’re plotting.” I was being  a  dick  but  I  didn’t  give  a  shit.  He’d  brought  this  shitstorm  to  my doorstep so he couldn’t act surprised by my mood. 

“She can’t get out of the compound so I didn’t think locking her in my room  was  necessary.  I  wanted  her  to  be  able  to  use  the  bathroom,”  he groaned, dropping his head back on the headrest. “Can I get some sleep and figure it out later? It’s not like she’s going anywhere.” 

“She  can’t  because  I  made  sure  of  it.  I  love  you,  brother,  but  I  swear you’ve got rocks in your head sometimes. I expect this kind of bullshit from Drake but not you. You’re coming with me to deal with this security issue for the Psychos and then you can make the trip into town for supplies,” I ordered, his shoulders sagging. 

“Shouldn’t I stay here in case—” 

“If she needs anything, too bad. What part of  she’s a hostage don’t you understand?”  I  growled,  scrubbing  my  hand  over  my  buzz  cut  with annoyance.  “Why  the  fuck  did  you  bring  her  here?  You  should’ve  been

more vigilant of your surroundings and bailed if you couldn’t get in and out without being noticed.” 

“She was locked in her room like a prisoner in her own fucking home, dude. Someone’s obviously hurting her since her lip’s swollen and—” 

“That’s not your problem!” 

“I panicked, okay? She’s a witness but I’m not a cold-blooded murderer so I couldn’t kill her. I also couldn’t just leave her there since she’d seen our faces and knew my name thanks to Drake’s big mouth. I figured I’d bring her  back  here  and  deal  with  it  afterwards.  I  need  to  look  into  her  more because  she’s  claiming  to  be  someone  who’s  dead."  He  let  out  a  scoff, shaking  his  head  in  disbelief.  “It’s  always  the  pretty  ones  that  cause  the most problems, isn’t it?” 

I couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped, some of my temper simmering as I eyed him. 

“You brought her home because she’s pretty? I could kill you.” 

“I mean, she’s definitely pretty but I honestly didn’t know what to do. 

Shit, should I run a background check?” He was already starting to type on the computer as he spoke but he stopped when I pulled a piece of paper out of the back pocket of my jeans and dropped it onto the desk in front of him. 

“Penelope  Whitlock,  twenty-two  years  of  age,  birthday  first  of December. Her mother, Barbara Whitlock, left after the death of their eldest daughter,  Emily.  The  father,  Louis  Whitlock,  is  a  piece  of  shit  with  his fingers  in  everyone’s  cookie  jars.  It  seems  he  has  shares  in  multiple companies,  many  accusations  for  being  involved  with  the  sex  trade  but there’s zero proof, and he’s well known for being a sleazy, abusive, piece of shit,” I said out loud as I ticked the list off on my fingers. “Penelope was claimed  to  have  died  from  pneumonia  but  there’s  no  trace  of  a  death certificate. There’s also the story that she’s mentally ill and has been kept in a facility. I’ve hacked into their home security history to see how the fuck we missed her existance in the first place. I downloaded  months worth of footage  and  ran  her  face  through  the  system.  It’s  her  home,  we  should’ve spotted  her  on  the  cameras  at  some  point  in  the  past  week,  but  she  only emerged once a week ago for breakfast but was sent away before she could eat.” 

Cruz’s fingers tightened on the paper as he stared at it. 

“Apparently  her  father  keeps  her  locked  up.  Her  bedroom  had  a connecting bathroom she had access to but she didn’t seem to be allowed to

roam the property freely. She acted like she hadn’t been outside in fucking years when we took her. If talking to two strange men who broke into her house were a better option than staying silent, something’s seriously fucked up.  We  were  leaving  and  she  suddenly  made  herself  known.  She  was hidden. It doesn’t make sense as to why she’d stop us.” 

I sighed, dropping my hand to his tense shoulder and giving it a gentle squeeze.  Cruz  took  cases  like  this  to  heart,  always  being  a  big  softie  for women in need. 

“She’s  not  your  problem  to  fix.  You  might  have  thought  you  were saving her or something, but you’ve put our entire organization in danger of being exposed. I’m sorry I’m such a prick but I have to be. I refuse to let us sink.  My  brother’s  legacy  won’t  be  ruined  because  of  one  damaged  rich girl.” 

His  eyes  met  mine  and  a  small  smile  tugged  at  his  lips.  “I  know  why you have to be a dick. It’s why you’re in charge and I’m not.” 

“It’s because I’m a year older than you.” 

“That’s bullshit and you know it. I’m twenty-four not five,” he grunted out. “Are you going to hand the reins over to Drake then since he’s twenty six?” 

We’d  all  be  fucked  if  Drake  was  in  charge.  We’d  probably  spend  the whole time stealing dirty panties and hacking people’s devices for nudes. 

“Touche.” 

Cruz’s eyes ran over the screen again and I knew this girl was going to be more trouble than what she was worth. She hadn’t even done anything and Cruz was already a sucker for her. 

I didn’t like distractions and it seemed she was going to be a big one. 

Knox stalked in, irritation obvious on his face. 

“I get to kill her, right?” 

“You’re  not  a  murderer,  big  guy,”  Cruz  said  dryly,  and  Knox  leaned against the wall, crossing his arms. 

“Time to expand my resume then, isn’t it?” 

Cruz rolled his eyes and went back to studying the bitch in my room. 

I wanted to know what was so damn interesting about her, but there was more important shit that I had to tend to. 

“Let’s get going, we’re wasting daylight. Knox, keep Drake out of my room.” 

"I have shit to do today too, you know," Knox muttered. 

"Your boyfriend, your problem." 

"Shut the fuck up," he scowled as he glanced around to see if anyone else had heard us, but Cruz rolled his eyes and got to his feet. 

"You two fuck more than anyone I know and you’re not exactly discreet about it, so you’d be surprised how many people know about you two, you big dummy. Don't hurt Penn." 

"Only if she tries to escape," Knox shrugged, starting an argument. 

I tolerated their bickering for two seconds before grabbing the back of Cruz’s shirt and hauling him towards the door. 

"Let's go before I start throwing hands with the pair of you." 

I was going to kill all of them at this rate. 



Penn

I was insanely bored, and I'd already slept for a few hours to kill time. 

The clock on the bedside table said it was almost eleven in the morning, and I was freaking starving. 

My back straightened where I sat on the bed as the door opened, and I relaxed as Drake appeared. 

"You  hungry?  Cruz  texted  me  and  said  he  promised  you  pizza  for breakfast. What kind do you like?" 

"I don't really know. I've only had the Hawaiian one before," I frowned, crossing my legs. "You pick." 

"You've never had a pepperoni pizza before? That's illegal," he gasped, pressing a hand to his chest. "I'll get a few different ones for you to try. I'm not supposed to let you out of this room, but I'll sneak you out to eat in the living room with a movie if you promise you won't try and escape. Cruz is going to get his ass beat already over you, so I don't want to be added to Stone’s  shit  list,"  he  said  with  a  cringe.  "My  face  is  too  pretty  to  be pummeled." 

"Cruz is going to get hurt because of me?" I didn't want that to happen. 

He was being nice to me and I'd gotten him in trouble. "Do I have to sleep in here with that grumpy bastard?" 

He chuckled, knowing exactly who I was referring to. "Most likely." 

“Can’t  I  sleep  with  you  or  Cruz?  You’re  not  likely  to  gut  me  in  my sleep,” I grumbled, a smirk tugging at his lips. 

“You want to come snuggle me? I wouldn’t say no. Stone won’t allow that though, I’m not even supposed to be near you right now.” 

“Why  not?”  I  stood  and  walked  towards  him,  not  caring  that  his  eyes ran over me as if I was his next snack. “Will I get you into trouble?” 

“More  like  I’ll  get   you  into  trouble,”  he  replied,  surprising  me  as  he took my hand and peeked out into the hallway before pulling me after him. 

“C’mon, I’ll order the pizza and we can hang out until Stone gets back and locks you up again.” 

“Can you talk to him? I really don’t want to sleep in his room,” I said quietly, making him glance back at me as he slowed his steps. 

“Look, Stone’s a prick. He never gets laid, he’s constantly got a stick up his ass, and he’s all work and no play. I promise he won’t touch you while you sleep or anything like that though. He’s been an ass because you being here  is  a  threat  to  his  organization,  and  he  doesn’t  trust  anyone.  So  don’t make  sudden  movements  or  do  anything  stupid  and  he’s  likely  to  act  like you don’t exist. I think it’s ridiculous in all honesty. Who could ignore you? 

You’re fucking hot.” 

“Thanks,”  I  snorted  as  he  dragged  me  into  the  massive  kitchen  and pulled his phone from his pocket, pressing a bunch of buttons before sliding it back into his pocket. 

“I’ve ordered a few different pizzas so you can try them. Do you want a beer?” His smile calmed some of my internal panic about my situation, and I nodded. 

“That would be great, thanks. Where’s Knox?” 

He shrugged, his shoulders a little stiff as he opened the fridge. 

“He said he had a job to do and left. It’s probably better if you don’t ask about him, he’s worse than Stone.” 

“Can  I  ask  about  you  then?  Or  Cruz?  What  do  you  guys  do  for  fun around  here?”  I  could  hear  people  walking  around  in  the  hallway,  but  no one  bothered  us.  This  place  was  huge  so  I  had  no  idea  how  many  people were currently roaming the building. 

Drake grinned, popping the top off a beer before handing it to me. 

“You  can  ask  me  anything  you  like,  but  we  don’t  have  fun  here.  You met the tyrant, right?” 

“What movies do you like?” 

“Porn,”  he  said  without  hesitation,  pausing  before  tilting  his  head. 

“Gangbang or step brother? Think fast.” 

“Step  brother  gangbang,”  I  said  with  a  straight  face,  sipping  the  cold beer. “Step mom or student and teacher?” 

“Step  mom.”  He  opened  his  own  beer  and  took  a  long  drink  before taking my hand again and leading me from the room, and I didn’t mind him dragging me around. At least he was nice. 

If he’d asked me to get naked, I probably would’ve. 

My usual flings rarely even told me their names, so if Drake was going to buy me dinner and watch a movie, I didn’t mind paying with my pussy. 

Was it fucked up? Probably. 

I craved affection though so it always worked in my favor. 

Once  in  the  living  area,  a  few  others  lingered,  eyeing  me  as  Drake pulled me down onto the couch beside him and grabbed a remote. 

“Don’t mind the nosy fuckers. They know we don’t like strangers here so they’re wondering who you are,” he said with a wink, turning the TV on and  pulling  Netflix  up.  “Action,  porn,  or  comedy.  Cruz  is  a  sucker  for  a romance movie but I think they’re bullshit.” 

“Comedy,” I murmured, frowning at him. “Why do you think romance movies are bullshit? Some are really sweet.” 

“Romance stops outside of the bedroom,” he said lightly, confusing me more.  I  had  a  feeling  it  was  something  to  do  with  his  relationship  with Knox, so I let it go. 

We found a random movie and started watching it until Drake ran off to grab the pizza, then he walked back in with a pile of boxes. 

“You have to try pepperoni first, then you can have whatever you want.” 

“That’s  a  lot  of  pizza,”  I  observed,  my  stomach  growling  loudly  with approval,  and  he  placed  the  boxes  on  the  floor,  sitting  beside  them.  I  slid down next to him, my mouth watering as he opened one of the boxes and offered it to me. 

“You  sound  hungry,”  he  teased,  taking  a  slice  for  himself.  “When  did you eat last?” 

“I  haven’t  really  had  a  proper  meal  for  a  week.  I’ve  only  had  protein bars  and  apples,”  I  shrugged,  lifting  the  slice  to  my  mouth  and  taking  a large  bite,  groaning  as  the  taste  exploded  on  my  tongue.  “Fuck,  this  is good.” 

He stared at me as I moaned and groaned over the food, and after two slices I realized he hadn’t started eating his. “What?” 

“Those noises are making my dick hard,” he said without shame, licking his lips. “I bet you’re a screamer in bed.” 

“If  you’re  trying  to  embarrass  me,  it  wont  work,”  I  snorted,  taking another bite of pizza before adding, “I’m not some prude princess. I know how to fuck.” 

“You  should  show  me  sometime,”  he  said  without  hesitation,  finally taking a bite of food. “Fucking’s my specialty.” 

“I have a feeling we’d get in trouble.” 

“Gotta  die  from  something,”  he  smirked,  turning  his  attention  back  to the TV. His silence didn’t last long though, and he turned back to me with a look of confusion. “Did your Dad really lock you in your room? Did he hurt you?” 

“What  gave  it  away?  The  split  lip?”  I  asked  dryly,  his  brow  creasing with concern. 

“Can I ask why he hit you?” 

“I’ll  happily  answer  any  questions  that  will  tarnish  his  name,”  I chuckled,  leaning  back  against  the  couch  to  hold  his  gaze.  “Dad’s  your typical  rich  dude.  He  only  cares  about  appearances  and  social  status.  He doesn’t give a shit about me, I’m a disgrace to him, and he tried to marry me off at breakfast last week to some rich prick. I embarrassed him, told my soon to be husband’s family that I whore my way around the Heights, and that meant the deal was canceled. You know how rich people are with their virgin brides.” 

“So  he  hit  you  because  you  ruined  a  marriage  you  didn’t  want?”  He looked hurt on my behalf, and I gave him a small smile. 

“That, and the fact I’ve been sneaking out to get laid. The only way he could get rid of me was to marry me off, but I ruined it. Which is why it’s pointless to hold me for ransom. You’ve done him a favor. He doesn’t want me, he just doesn’t want me to have any form of control.” 

“Do  you  want  a  bath  or  something?”  he  offered,  and  I  raised  an eyebrow. 

“We only just met, but sure. Are you going to wash my back?” 

“I  meant  alone,”  he  laughed,  but  interest  flickered  in  his  gaze.  “I’d never say no to that. I’ll even give you a massage.” 

“You’re such a gentleman,” I deadpanned. 

“You’ll  soon  change  your  mind,”  he  grinned.  “How  about  I  let  you shower quickly on your own since I don’t know how long until Stone gets

back and ruins our fun, then we can watch another movie? Next time we’ll have a bubble bath.” 

I  definitely  preferred  the  idea  of  a  hot  shower  so  I  was  at  least  clean. 

Stone could get back any minute and drag me back to his room. 

“Sold. Which bathroom do I use? And can I have a towel?” 

He stood, taking my hand and pulling me to my feet. “I’ll show you. I’ll get you a shirt to wear too.” 

“I packed a bag.” 

“I know, but I want to see you in my shirt,” he insisted, keeping hold of my hand as he led me through the building until we reached a bedroom. 

I poked my head inside, noticing the mess and chuckled. 

“This is your room?” 

“Yeah, sorry it’s a mess.” He didn’t sound sorry, letting my hand go to rummage in the drawers. I grabbed a shirt off the chair in the corner, and he cringed.  “Not  that  one.  That’s  Knox’s  and  he’ll  definitely  kill  you  if  you wear it.” I put it back, taking one from his hands and holding it up to look at. It had holes in it, and it was definitely well worn. “I’ll find you a nicer one than that.” 

“I like it,” I huffed, holding it to my chest before he could take it away from me. It was perfect. “I want to wear it.” 

“I  think  I  love  you,”  he  muttered  under  his  breath,  closing  the  drawer and  leading  me  along  the  hallway  to  a  bathroom.  “Towels  are  in  the cupboard inside. I’ll wait here for you. Don’t take too long or Stone might get home and flip out.” 

“Thanks, Drake,” I murmured, standing on tip-toe to kiss his cheek, his grin so wide that I was surprised his face didn’t crack. 

He left me alone as I quickly showered, managing to wash my hair and find  a  dryer  once  I  was  done.  The  room  was  massive  and  consisted  of multiple cubicles, showers along one wall and toilets on the other. 

There  were  a  few  sinks  by  the  door,  the  cupboards  full  of  towels, clothes, and soaps. 

I found a couple of stalls at the very end that were larger, baths taking up most of the space like a luxury hotel. 

Drake  was  right  where  I  left  him,  his  eyes  running  over  me  with appreciation. 

“Damn, Penn. Those legs would look so good wrapped around my head. 

Do you have anything on under that?” 

“Nope,” I replied, making him groan. 

“We’ll stop by Stone’s room and grab you some pants, or I’m going to end up fucking you on the couch.” 

I  didn’t  see  a  problem  with  that.  He  was  hot.  I  knew  I  shouldn’t  get involved with any of them, especially if I was going to run the moment I could. 

I had a feeling that Drake fell easily, and I didn’t want to hurt him. Him and Cruz hadn’t given me a reason to fuck them over, but Stone? I’d love to make him fall for me just so I could rip his heart out. 

Fucking asshole. 

Drake  forced  me  to  put  on  panties  but  I  refused  pants.  The  shirt  was huge on me so it wasn’t like I was running around the house exposed. 

We ended up back on the couch watching another movie, and I couldn’t help  myself  as  I  snuggled  into  Drake’s  side.  When  he  hesitated  I  pulled back, but he quickly lifted an arm in invitation. 

“No, it’s fine. I’m always happy to snuggle. It’s kinda my thing.” 

“You sure?” I didn't even have to sleep with him to get a cuddle? 

This was new. 

“Definitely.  Come  here,”  he  smiled,  pulling  me  against  him  and dropping  his  arm  around  my  shoulders,  and  I  melted  into  him  without  a second  thought.  I  closed  my  eyes  as  he  tightened  his  hold,  and  I  almost cried  tears  of  relief.  No  one  ever  just  cuddled  me.  It  felt  nice.  “You  ever want  a  cuddle,  come  find  me,”  he  promised  softly,  and  I  draped  an  arm across his stomach to get closer, cuddling him back. 

We  sat  like  that  for  the  rest  of  the  movie,  but  I  knew  it  wouldn’t  last forever. The moment the others got back, Drake would be punished and I’d be thrown back into Stone’s room. 

“Thank  you,”  I  whispered,  peering  up  at  him  to  find  him  already looking down at me. 

“What for? It’s just a cuddle,” he smiled, but it looked forced. It seemed he craved it just as much as I did. 

“It’s never just a cuddle,” I answered softly. “You can always cuddle me too, you know?” 

He  went  to  reply  but  a  curse  made  us  glance  up  to  find  Cruz  in  the doorway, panic in his eyes. 

“What the fuck, Drake?” 

“What? You thought I’d throw slices of pizza through the bedroom door at  her?  Fuck  that.  Me  and  Penn  are  besties  now.  I  think  we  should  keep her,” Drake chuckled, gently raking his fingers through my hair. “Where’s Stone?” 

“You’re going to get her killed, dumbass,” Cruz hissed, stalking closer to gently take my wrist and tugging me to my feet. “Babe, you gotta move. 

Right fucking now.” 

“Leave  her  alone,”  Drake  scowled,  standing  to  give  Cruz  a  light  push back,  his  arm  wrapping  around  my  middle  to  keep  me  close.  “I’ve  made sure she stayed with me.” 

“She’s  not  allowed  out  of  Stone’s  room,”  Cruz  ground  out,  his  eyes raking  over  me.  Recognition  flickered  in  his  eyes  when  he  noticed  who’s shirt  I  was  wearing  and  he  instantly  snorted.  “You  work  fast.  Already fucked her?” 

“No,  actually.  I  offered  her  a  hot  shower  because  I’m  a  good  host,” 

Drake threw back, and I sucked in a sharp breath as I felt his lips trail across the back of my neck. “But at least now I know you’re jealous by that look you’re giving me.” 

“Oh, so this is you trying to outdo me? You’re going to get her hurt,” he scolded,  his  chest  bumping  into  me  as  I  became  wedged  between  them. 

“Take her back to her room.” 

“You’ve  got  to  be  fucking  kidding  me!”  Stone  snapped  as  he  stalked towards  us,  and  I  didn’t  miss  the  annoyed  look  Knox  threw  me  as  he walked in behind him. 

If he was worried about me stealing his boyfriend, then he should treat him better. 

Drake’s arms banded around me to tug me back a step, and I gasped as Stone  drew  his  fist  back  and  punched  Drake  over  my  shoulder.  Drake stumbled, and Cruz pulled me to safety as Stone hit Drake again. 

“I fucking warned you, you stupid prick!” 

“Stop it!” I shouted, trying to fight off Cruz’s hold. “Leave him alone!” 

I was ignored, but I noticed the wince Knox tried to hide. I glared at him, pissed  that  he  wasn’t  helping.  “The  fuck,  Knox?  Aren’t  you  going  to  do something?” 

His dark eyes met mine, his lip lifting into a sneer. 

“If  your  pussy  tempted  him  into  letting  you  out,  then  he  deserves  a smack to the face.” 

“You think I lured him into it?” 

Cruz  huffed  out  a  breath  of  annoyance,  letting  out  a  wheeze  as  I slammed an elbow back into his stomach. 

“Jesus, Penn. Calm down.” 

“Let me fucking go!” 

“No.” 

I slammed my elbow back again, forcing him to loosen his grip enough so that I could drop to the floor, making him curse as I escaped and darted towards Drake, shoving Stone off him. 

“I’m fine,” Drake insisted as he sat up, but blood dripped from his lip and  nose,  guilt  hitting  me  in  the  chest.  All  he’d  done  was  be  kind  to  me, same as Cruz, and both of them were getting hurt because of me. 

I dropped to my knees in front of him, cupping his cheek and running my thumb over his lip near the wound, heat radiating from it already. “You need to ice it. I’m sorry, this is my fault.” 

He gave me a cocky grin, having no issue with me babying him. 

“I’m  the  one  who  wanted  to  hang  out,  so  it’s  not  your  fault.  Totally worth it.” 

I glanced up at Cruz, giving him a stern look. 

“Get him some ice.” He didn’t move, flicking his gaze between me and Stone who was fuming close by, and I spoke louder. “Cruz. Ice.” 

“I’m going to get beat up too,” Cruz grumbled, but he wandered off to do as I’d asked, and Stone didn’t bother me as I fussed over Drake. 

I  helped  him  to  his  feet,  steering  him  towards  the  couch  and  sitting beside  him,  taking  the  ice  pack  from  Cruz  as  he  returned  and  pressed  it against Drake’s lip gently. He tried to take it, but I slapped his hand away. 

He raised an eyebrow, pushing his luck as he took my waist and pulled me onto his lap so that I was straddling him. 

“You going to look after me?” he murmured, his eyes softening when I replied. 

“Yes. Now sit still, idiot.” 

“Stone?”  Knox  growled,  drawing  my  attention  to  Stone  who  looked conflicted. He was definitely angry with me, but it seemed he didn’t want to upset Drake by dragging me away. 

“Cruz,” Stone finally said tightly, not looking at me. “She goes back in my room when she’s done.” 

Cruz seemed to relax, giving him a nod. “Sure thing.” 

Stone  stalked  off,  slamming  doors  as  he  went,  and  Knox  followed  a second  later,  muttering  about  Drake  being  a  stupid  cunt.  Drake  wasn’t stupid, and Knox was lucky I was busy or I would’ve chased him down and punched him. 

He didn’t deserve Drake. 

My skin tingled as Drake’s hand slid up my bare thigh, resting on my hip under the shirt. “You’re my hero,” he joked. “Did you just put Stone in his place somehow?” 

“Knock  it  off,”  Cruz  warned,  sitting  beside  us  as  exhaustion  filled  his eyes.  “No  offense,  Penn,  but  can  you  hurry  up?  I  haven’t  slept  yet  and  I need a nap.” 

I frowned, eyeing him with worry. “Did you eat? There’s still pizza if you want some.” 

He looked at the pile of boxes and raised an eyebrow. “Why’s there so many?” 

“Penn’s  only  tasted  Hawaiian  before.  So  I  got  a  few  for  her  to  try,” 

Drake answered, his eyes on me. “I’m definitely busting her out for a pizza date again.” 

Cruz  groaned,  rubbing  his  face  with  his  hands.  “You’re  pissing  Stone and Knox off on purpose.” 

“No I’m not,” Drake bit out, making me flinch at the angry tone. “I like her.” 

I didn’t want them fighting, so I pulled the ice from his lip and leaned back. 

“It was fun, but I’d better go back to my prison before you get in more trouble. Thanks for spending time with me.” I went to climb off his lap, but his hands grabbed my waist to keep me in place. 

“Just a little longer.” His eyes looked sad, my heart hurting for him. He just wanted affection. 

“Okay,”  I  whispered,  snuggling  against  him  and  letting  him  wrap  his arms around me. 

The guys talked about some race thingy they were both going to later, and I closed my eyes to just enjoy the cuddle. Drake definitely kissed the top of my head, but I didn’t react. 

I didn’t know how to be honest. 

I hadn’t had that kind of affection before. 

“C’mon, Penn,” Cruz said quietly after a moment, apology in his voice. 

“I really want to go to bed.” 

I felt bad since he’d only been awake so long because of me, so I pulled myself from Drake’s lap, holding my hand out for him. 

“Come with us?” 

His eyes lit up, and he took my hand to get to his feet. Cruz didn’t say anything, but he followed us to Stone’s room, leaning against the doorframe as Drake literally walked me to the bed. 

“Try and nap. Do you like to read? Or play games? I can find something for you to do if you want?” 

“I like to draw. And I like music,” I shrugged, a smile taking over his face. 

“Stay right there. I’ll be back in a second.” He took off, and Cruz let out a tired sigh. 

“I’m glad you had a good day, but I’m about to fall asleep on my feet.” 

I patted the bed beside me. “Come lay down then.” 

“If I get in that bed, I’ll get shot,” he chuckled dryly. “But thanks. I’ll work on getting Stone to back off.” 

“I’m sorry I’m such a problem,” I mumbled, his face softening. 

“I’m the one who kidnapped you, babe. No apology necessary.” 

“You saved me.” 

He  didn’t  have  time  to  reply  before  Drake  barged  back  in,  thrusting  a sketch pad and pencils into my hands. 

“Here. And here’s my old phone and charger. It’s got a bunch of songs loaded  onto  it,  but  there’s  no  sim  card  so  you  can’t  call  anyone.  I  have earphones here too.” He fished them from his pocket, holding them out with a smile. “I can add more music to it later if you want something else.” 

“Thank you,” I said softly, making a shooing motion towards the door. 

“But you guys better go before Stone comes in here raging.” 

Cruz was more than happy with that idea, tugging Drake out the door. 

He glanced back at me before closing the door, giving me a warm smile. 

“One of us will check on you later.” Then they were gone. 

I  got  comfortable  at  Stone’s  desk,  deciding  to  draw  for  a  while,  not realizing how tired I was until I fell asleep in the chair. 
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Stone

PENELOPE  HAD  BEEN  TOUCHING  ALL  my  shit.  I  could  tell  things  had  been moved  the  moment  I  stepped  into  my  bedroom.  At  first  I  thought  she'd somehow escaped, but then I noticed her asleep at my desk. 

Fury ripped through me at the thought of her going through my things, but I paused my impending attack on her as I saw the drawing that was half under her arm. 

I crept closer, peering down at it, and I couldn't help the small huff that left me. 

Of course she was good at art. 

The life-like woman stared back at me, her sad eyes so real. What did spoiled rich girls have so much to be sad about? They had everything they wanted. 

Drake  or  Cruz  must  have  brought  her  supplies  because  I  sure  as  fuck didn't draw. 

I glanced at my bed longingly, kicking myself for putting her in here. I wanted to climb under the covers and get a decent sleep but knew I couldn't with her in here. 

She'd either try to stab me or she'd climb in beside me. Neither made me comfortable. 

She  was  lucky  I’d  let  the  guys  deliver  her  food  and  take  her  to  the fucking bathroom. 

She stirred, jerking back so suddenly that she almost fell off her chair. 

At least she finally seemed to see me as a threat. 

"I—" 

"What fucking game are you playing?" I demanded, crossing my arms tightly as I stared her down. "You think you can sweet talk your way out of here by using Drake?" 

"What? No. He just said—" 

"I'm in charge." 

"Would you shut the fuck up and let me speak?" she snapped, getting to her feet but being smart enough to keep her distance. "He offered me food and  just  wanted  to  watch  a  movie.  I  already  tried  to  leave,  remember?  I can't just walk out the door." 

"He won't help you get back home." 

"Why do I have to keep repeating myself? I'd prefer to stay here with you than go back to that prison!" she hissed, stepped closer to jab my chest with her finger. "I never want to go back. I wish Cruz and Drake had robbed my father of everything so maybe he'd suffer. Where's your family, huh? Do they hate you too?" 

Violence shot through me at her words, my fingers gripping her slender throat tightly as I slammed her down awkwardly on the desk, making her wince. 

"You don't know shit about my family, Princess. Shut your mouth or I'll shut it for you." 

"You're hurting me," she said softly, her eyes filled with discomfort. 

"I  haven't  even  fucking  started  yet,"  I  warned,  releasing  her.  I  wanted her out of my space. This had been a stupid idea. 

I yanked open the door, giving her a filthy look. "Out." 

She frowned, hesitating before taking a small step towards me. "Why?" 

She asked way too many questions. 

I grabbed her bicep and yanked her into the hallway, grinding my teeth as  her  scent  filled  the  air  around  us.  She'd  used  one  of  the  guy's  body washes but she still smelled like her. 

"I want my bed and I want you out of my sight." I shoved her towards Cruz’s room, her body smacking into the door and saving me from having to knock. "Enjoy being used as a cum bucket." 

Cruz opened the door, rubbing his eyes. 

"What  now?"  he  grumbled,  his  face  softening  as  his  eyes  focused  on Penelope. It was ridiculous how Cruz and Drake got charmed so easily by pussy. 

I shoved her firmly, giving him no choice but to catch her to avoid her landing on her ass. 

"I want my bed. She's your problem." I turned and stalked back to my room, slamming the door behind me, and I cursed as her scent surrounded me again. It was fucking everywhere. 

I locked the door before stripping down to my boxers, a scowl forming as I flopped down onto my bed and her scent got stronger. Whatever candy shit she wore was going to be stuck up my nose for months once we got rid of her. 

I  tossed  and  turned  for  hours  before  finally  falling  asleep,  nightmares plaguing me like they always did. 



Penn

“Are  you  okay?”  Cruz  asked  as  he  closed  the  door,  locking  it  to  keep Stone out in case he changed his mind about leaving me in here. 

I  nodded,  rubbing  my  arm  from  where  Stone  had  been  giving  me  a death grip. 

“I’m fine.” I sucked in a sharp breath as he placed a hand on my tender waist, his eyes narrowing. 

“Did he fucking hurt you?” He didn’t wait for my answer before gently lifting  the  side  of  my  shirt,  running  his  fingertips  across  my  heated  skin. 

The edge of the desk had hit me pretty hard when Stone slammed me down onto it, so I wouldn’t have been surprised if it was already bruising. 

I was just glad he hadn’t fucked up my ribs. I’d broken them before and that sucked. 

“Stay here. I’ll grab you some ice.” 

“I’ve had worse,” I said as I brushed it off, pulling away from him. “I’m sorry for causing so much trouble for you and Drake.” 

“Stop  apologizing.  We’re  the  ones  who  kidnapped  you,”  he  scoffed, eyeing me as I sat on the edge of his bed. I eyed him right back, both of us silent for a moment until I sighed. 

“I’m  assuming  you  were  asleep,  so  get  back  in  bed.  We  can  talk tomorrow.” 

That surprised him. 

“You want us to share the bed?” 

“I’m not scared of cooties,” I joked, his eyes going wide as I went to pull the shirt over my head. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Getting ready for bed.” 

“You’re sleeping naked? Babe, I’m not ashamed to say I’ll hump your leg like a fucking dog all night if you’re next to me like that,” he groaned, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. 

“I’m keeping my underwear on.” 

“That won’t make a difference.” 

“I can’t sleep in clothes, they get all twisted,” I scowled, continuing to remove it before dropping it on the floor beside the bed. “They’re just tits.” 

“Drake said you like to cuddle,” he said offhandedly as he stared at my chest,  my  eyes  running  over  him  as  if  I’d  just  noticed  he  was  only  in  his boxers. “Or did you just like to cuddle with Drake?” 

I  frowned,  lifting  my  gaze  to  his.  “Do  you  want  me  to  blow  you  or something?” 

“I’d never turn down a blow job,” he chuckled, but it sounded forced. 

“You think I’m trying to butter you up or something?” 

“The guys I’ve fucked weren’t really into cuddling but one said it’s an after climax kinda thing. So if I’m supposed to get you off first—” 

“Penn.” His voice was soft, a hint of sadness washing across his face as I  slid  into  bed.  “Has  no  one  just  snuggled  with  you  before?  Without  sex being involved?” 

“Guys  don’t  like  snuggling,”  I  said  with  a  shrug,  the  room  being plunged into darkness as he switched the light off. 

The bed dipped as he climbed in beside me, and my breath caught as he curled himself around me and tugged my back against his chest, his breath tickling the nape of my neck. 

“Those  guys  are  stupid  then,  because  snuggles  are  fucking  awesome,” 

he  murmured,  his  lips  connecting  with  my  neck  so  lightly  that  I  almost missed it. It was affectionate, and I wasn’t sure how to react. His cock was firm against my ass but he gently grabbed my hip to stop me as I rubbed against it a little. “Ignore it. We’re not taking this further.” 

“Why not?” It came out like a whine. 

I didn’t have a problem with him railing me, as long as he continued to snuggle after. 

“You sound disappointed.” His lips pressed against my neck again and I couldn’t help it as I arched against him. I wanted him to touch me all over. 

If I was going to be stuck here, I may as well enjoy it. 

“I’ll  hurt  you,”  he  said  tightly,  his  hand  dropping  to  my  bare  thigh. 

“Your waist is already bruising and I won’t be gentle if I fuck you.” 

“Please, Cruz.” I wasn’t ashamed of begging. My body burned for him, but  part  of  me  liked  that  the  loneliness  that  usually  surrounded  me  was gone. 

I  grabbed  his  hand,  sliding  it  between  my  legs  to  tease  my  panties, making him curse. 

“You’re fucking soaked.” I ground against his hand, and I was suddenly on my back with him leaning over me. I couldn’t see him since it was so damn  dark  in  here,  but  his  cock  was  rock-hard  against  my  core  and  his hands  were  definitely  braced  on  either  side  of  my  head.  “If  you  want  to come, I can make that happen. I’m not fucking you though.” 

“But—” 

“I’m  trying  to  prove  not  all  guys  are  assholes,  and  you’re  making  it extremely difficult to keep my dick to myself. I’ll get you off, then we can snuggle and sleep. Deal?” 

“I can just fuck myself if you’re going to keep talking,” I teased, a gasp of  surprise  leaving  me  as  his  hand  slid  into  my  panties  and  he  pushed  a finger inside me. Somehow his lips found mine in the dark and I moaned into his mouth as he added a second finger and started fucking me slow and deep with them, his thumb brushing my clit. 

No one had kissed me like this before. 

I  lifted  my  hips,  chasing  his  fingers  and  wishing  he’d  slam  his  cock inside me instead as my arms wrapped around his back, grinding my body against him until his lips left mine and ended up on my neck. 

“Fuck, Penn. You’re killing me here.” 

“Fuck me, don’t be such a saint.” My fingernails dug into his back as his thumb rubbed faster on my clit, and I let out a breathy moan as his teeth bit down on my neck firmly. I was so close to coming, my muscles tight as he brought me closer and closer to the edge until he started sucking firmly on my neck, my pussy clamping down around his fingers as I cried out. 

His  mouth  covered  mine  again,  swallowing  my  sounds  of  pleasure  as his fingers slowed. 

I slid a hand down his front, but he stopped me before I could grab his dick. 

“Sleep. As much as I’d love to keep going, we really need some rest.” 

I  was  glad  it  was  dark  so  he  couldn’t  see  the  disappointment  on  my face. 

“Another  time?”  I  asked  lightly,  and  he  snorted  as  he  dropped  down beside me, hauling me against him. 

“Definitely.” He was quiet for a moment before he hummed. “You taste good.” 

“Are  you  licking  your  fingers?”  I  sputtered,  my  cheeks  heating  at  the thought. 

“Can’t waste it. Good night,” he murmured close to my ear, and despite me protesting about wanting more, I fell asleep really fast. 

“Hey, Cruz. Wake up.” 

I stiffened when I woke up to feel a body behind me. The room was still dark, but morning light crept through the curtains. 

“Fuck off, Drake.” I relaxed as Cruz nestled closer, placing a soft kiss on  my  neck  in  the  process.  His  fingers  flexed  on  my  thigh,  my  eyes fluttering closed as he whispered, “Go back to sleep, babe.” 

The  bed  jostled  as  Drake  climbed  over  us,  and  I  winced  as  his  knee smacked into my sore waist. It was definitely bruised today and it hurt like hell. 

“Watch  it,”  Cruz  growled,  his  hand  immediately  resting  as  lightly  as possible  over  my  bruise  as  if  to  suck  to  pain  out.  Drake  had  no  problem sliding under the covers on my other side, sandwiching me between them. 

“Stone got too rough last night and hurt her.” 

Drake  frowned.  “What  happened  last  night?  Is  that  why  she’s  in  here with you?” 

“He’s just a dick. He wanted his room back so he threw her in here, not that I’m complaining.” 

“Aw,  man.  I  knew  I  should’ve  checked  on  her  when  Knox  said  they were fighting. I assume you kissed it better?” He raised an eyebrow, making me giggle. 

“Something like that. It definitely felt good.” 

Cruz sighed, knowing Drake wasn’t going to leave us alone. 

“Why are you in here waking us up?” 

“Oh, we’re going out this morning. I asked Stone if Penn can come too and he said as long as we don’t bring her back. So we’re obviously going to break that rule, but I thought we could take her with us, then to the track later. She’d probably get along really well with Luna.” He seemed excited, but Cruz’s voice was sharp. 

“We can’t just take her out in public, dumbass. She’s a missing person right now.” 

“She’s an adult. It’s not like they can drag her back,” he argued, and I let out a dry laugh. 

“My father’s more likely to avoid eye contact and act like he didn’t see me. You did him a favor. Who’s Luna?” 

“She’s Cruz’s bestie. Her dad runs the Reaper’s crew down at the docks in Ashburn Valley. Have you been to the track before? Oh! Do you think we could race?!” Drake was way too excited for this hour of the morning. 

I didn’t understand half of what he even said. 

Cruz, on the other hand, scowled. 

“Of  course  she  hasn’t  been  to  the  track  before.  She  was  locked  in  her room, remember? And no, we’re not racing.” His arm tightened around me, and he gently rolled me onto my back. “Do you think it’s safe for you to be out in public? Shit, what if your dad has reported it? We’ll get arrested.” 

“Trust me, Dad doesn’t give a fuck about me. Besides, if the cops did know I was missing, why would you get arrested? I’d just tell them I moved out, not that I was kidnapped,” I answered, his eyes firmly on mine. “If you don’t want me to come out though, that’s okay.” 

“Would  you   like  to  come  out  for  the  day?”  He  seemed  nervous, confusion rolling through me. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Cruz,” I huffed, making him cringe. 

“I  know  it’s  probably  stupid,  but  I  don’t  want  you  to  run.  I  know  we took you, but—” 

I didn’t want to come back, but I didn’t want to leave Cruz and Drake behind. I liked them. I’d been wanting to get out of here from the moment I

arrived, but now that I had the opportunity, I hated the thought of not seeing them again. 

“I’ll come back with you,” I promised, trying to ignore my tender waist as I snuggled into him. “But Stone—” 

“Don’t  worry  about  Stone,  I’ll  handle  him,”  Cruz  said  with  a  grin, flinging  the  blankets  back  and  getting  to  his  feet,  not  hiding  his  morning wood as he grabbed my shirt off the floor and offered it to me. “Get ready. 

We’re taking you out for breakfast.” 

“Wait,  really?  Where  are  we  going?  I’ve  never  gone  out  for  breakfast before.” 

I  yanked  it  over  my  head  before  scrambling  after  him,  but  Drake snagged my wrist and pulled me back towards the bed. 

He sat on the edge, tugging me to stand between his legs as he lifted the side of my shirt to inspect my bruise. 

“Did you ice it?” His fingers lightly brushed my skin, his eyes lifting to mine when I mumbled a no. “Why not?” 

“That’s  my  fault,”  Cruz  admitted,  a  sheepish  look  on  his  face.  “I  got distracted.” 

Drake sighed, fixing my shirt before moving me back enough for him to stand.  “I’m  not  surprised.  I’d  be  distracted  too  if  I  had  her  in  my  bed  in nothing but her panties.” 

“I have a feeling Knox wouldn’t approve of that,” I said dryly, moving to stand beside Cruz. “Do I have time to shower?” 

“Of course. I’ll grab your things and bring you some fresh clothes,” he offered,  giving  me  a  friendly  smile  as  he  shooed  me  out  the  door  to  the bathroom. 

I  had  a  stupidly  quick  shower,  opening  the  shower  stall  door  to  find Cruz waiting on the other side with fresh clothes in his hand. I stepped aside to let him in and it didn’t take much convincing for him to join me. 

“I  grabbed  you  these  because  they  looked  comfortable,”  he  stated almost absently as I dropped the towel from around my body, reaching for the  clothes.  “We’re  not  going  anywhere  if  you  keep  that  up.  Jesus,  Penn. 

You’re fucking gorgeous.” 

“If  you  want  to  mess  around  when  we  get  back,  we  can.”  I  started getting  dressed,  pausing  as  he  stepped  against  my  back  and  kissed  my shoulder. 

“You’re not here for that,” he murmured but it sounded forced. 

“Why the fuck not? I think it could be fun,” I said as I winked over my shoulder  at  him.  “Just  don’t  tease  me  with  breakfast  then  take  it  back.  It won’t end well for you.” 

“Noted.”  He  stepped  back  so  I  could  finish  getting  ready,  and  once  I was done, we grabbed my shoes and walked towards the front door to find Drake waiting for us. 

“You  seriously  gave  her  one  of  your  shirts?”  Drake  huffed  with annoyance but his eyes raked over me appreciatively. “I liked her in mine.” 

“I think she looks good in it,” Cruz said seriously, and I glanced down to look at myself. I loved wearing their shirts, they were really comfortable and smelled like them. “Let’s go before Stone changes his mind.” 

A  few  other  people  lingered  in  the  living  room,  one  girl  giving  me  a dirty  look  as  Cruz  placed  his  hand  on  my  back  to  encourage  me  into  the garage, the door blocking my view of her as we left. 

It seemed no one was that pleased to have me around. 

I  soaked  in  the  sun  as  we  passed  the  large  windows,  and  I  glanced around the yard now that I could see it in the daylight. 

“Do you think I can sit outside later? My father never let me and it’s so nice out here.” 

Whenever I’d snuck out to go to Stoneleigh, it was usually after dark. 

“I  think  we  can  figure  something  out,”  Cruz  promised,  steering  me through  the  room  towards  the  cars.  “Do  you  need  anything  at  the  store while we’re out?” 

I  eyed  the  car  as  he  pressed  the  button  to  unlock  it,  noticing  it  was different  from  the  one  they’d  picked  me  up  in.  The  garage  was  massive, holding multiple different types of cars from sporty ones to big vans. 

“I think I’m good. Who’s car’s this?” 

“We  mostly  share  them.  This  one’s  mine  though.  It’s  not  as  good  as some on the track but I love it,” he grinned, moving to open the door for me and frowning as I quickly grabbed the handle. 

“No offense, but I want to do it myself like a normal person.” 

He didn’t seem offended, understanding filling his eyes as he nodded, letting me climb in by myself. Drake slid in the back, sitting in the middle so he could talk between the seats. 

“Do you like sweet stuff for breakfast? The diner does some bomb-ass pancakes and shakes.” 

“What do you usually get?” I asked, turning to look back at him as Cruz climbed behind the wheel. “I’ll get whatever you do.” 

“Pancakes and waffles stacked together with loads of syrup, ice cream, and berries. It’s super good,” he insisted, grinning wide. 

"I  have  a  sweet  tooth  so  that's  perfectly  fine  with  me,"  I  answered, staring out the window as Cruz drove out onto the road. 

I put the window down and closed my eyes, probably looking like a dog as I leaned out so the breeze could whip my hair around. It had been so long since I could just enjoy being out. 

Whenever  I’d  snuck  out  of  the  house  to  escape  my  father,  I’d  been looking over my shoulder the whole time and had a time limit. 

This time, I could spend the entire day out and no one would care. 

I’d heard of the track before but I’d never been, so I was excited for the guys to take me there later. But first, a sugary breakfast to start the day. 
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Cruz

WE  WATCHED  as  Penn  shoveled  pancakes  and  waffles  into  her  mouth, reaching for some bacon off my plate and shoving that into her mouth too. 

Anyone would think she was starving. 

“This is so fucking good,” she mumbled, and Drake grinned wide. 

“I told you. I’ll bring you back another time if you like it that much.” 

Drake was usually more careful about his diet, we always gave him shit for  his  love  of  healthy  eating  when  he  obsessed  over  it,  but  he’d  been indulging in more sugar and grease lately which was both a good and bad thing. 

Good because it meant he wasn’t obsessing, but bad because it usually meant he was comfort eating due to stress. 

“Can you? You’d let me out again?” Penn asked with hopeful eyes. 

“Jesus  Christ,”  I  mumbled,  scrubbing  a  hand  over  my  face.  “Say  that louder.  I  don’t  think  the  people  in  the  back  corner  heard  you  say  we’re holding you against your will.” 

“So I can come and go as I please?” she sassed, and Drake gave her a wink. 

“You can  come as much as you like. Preferably on my cock.” 

“You  should  be  resting.  You’re  bruised  to  shit,”  she  scolded,  reaching across  the  table  to  take  his  hand.  He  immediately  threaded  his  fingers through hers, soaking in her affection. 

Knox  needed  to  get  his  shit  together  because  I  was  starting  to  think Penn was going to make Drake realize what real love was. It was obvious she cared for him, and he craved touch and affection like it was the reason he breathed. 

Knox  wasn’t  into  that  stuff,  not  publicly  anyway,  and  we  all  knew  he was  embarrassed  about  his  relationship.  Drake  hated  hiding  it,  and  I wondered  how  long  it  would  be  before  he  snapped  and  broke  it  off  for someone like Penn, who would show him off proudly to the world. 

Drake  looked  so  damn  happy,  his  eyes  bright  as  he  took  a  piece  of waffle from his plate and fed it to her with a grin. 

Knox was definitely in trouble and I had no idea what this would do to us if they fell apart. 

We’d  had  each  other  for  a  long  time  now  and  Penn  could  really  mess things up. 

“Who’s  your  friend?”  I  glanced  up  to  find  Zavier  Lopez  beside  our table, his eyes running over Penn curiously. He sat beside her with a cocky grin, offering her his hand. “I’m Zavier.” 

Zavier had done us a favor a while back and had somehow gotten into Stone’s  good  books,  proving  himself  useful  with  connections  in  the underworld. He seemed to get along with literally everyone. 

He  lived  in  Hawthorne  Heights  with  some  of  his  friends,  and  I  was surprised to see him here without them. 

If he was here in Ashburn Valley, it was likely he was catching up with Beckett Donovan. 

Penn’s eyes instantly slid to mine for confirmation that he was okay to talk to, and she relaxed when I gave her a small nod. 

She shook his hand, smiling. “Penn Whitlock.” 

“You’re a little far from home,” Zavier chuckled, knowing exactly who she was. “What are you doing hanging around these heathens?” 

I should’ve known she was going to be honest. 

“They kidnapped me. Has my father told the tabloids that I’m missing? 

I haven’t got a phone to check.” 

“You  fucking  kidnapped  a  Kingslake  princess?”  Zavier  hissed  at  me, earning a flat look in return. 

“We  robbed  her  house  and  didn’t  realize  she  was  there.  We  had  no choice. Besides, she basically begged us to take her, her father’s a dick.” I turned  my  gaze  to  hers,  my  face  softening.  “There’s  no  mention  of  your disappearance.  I’ve  been  keeping  an  eye  out,  which  is  why  we  wanted  to bring you with us today. I don’t want you locked in the compound.” 

“I  have  no  problem  being  locked  up  if  you  want  to  keep  giving  me orgasms.” 

Jesus Christ. 

Zavier smirked, waggling his eyebrows at me. “You’re fucking her? Her daddy won’t be happy when she goes home.” 

“I’m  not  going  home,”  she  snapped,  drawing  attention  from  other tables, and I blew out a breath, reaching across the table to take her hand. 

“No one’s making you. You can stay with me until we figure something else out.” 

“Stone  won’t  let  me  back  in  the  door  tonight  and  you  know  it,”  she grumbled, looking dejected. “Why does he hate me so much? I’m not going to report you to the authorities or anything.” 

Zavier smirked, leaning back to get comfortable as he crossed his arms. 

“Stone’s  always  got  a  stick  up  his  ass.  He’s  probably  just  freaked  out that there’s a hot chick around and he doesn’t know how to handle it. If he boots you out, you can come and stay with me in the Heights.” 

“Not happening,” I grunted, giving him a dirty look as I released Penn’s hand. “She’s staying with me.” 

“I’m  loving  this  kidnapping  roleplay  you’ve  got  going  on.  Do  you  tie her up in the basement?” 

Penn  laughed,  giving  me  a  wink.  “You  bet  he  does.  I  love  the  sponge baths and the dry crackers he allows me.” 

“I  like  her,”  Zavier  answered,  rapping  his  knuckles  on  the  table absently. “Are you guys coming to the track tonight? Reid’s racing against Riley.” 

“Yeah, we’ll be there. Penn’s never been before so we’re bringing her along too.” 

“You guys suck at kidnapping,” Zavier deadpanned, and Penn gave me a look. 

“Told you.” 

“Shut up and finish your food or I’ll put you back in the basement,” I joked,  getting  to  my  feet,  “Lopez,  I  need  to  talk  with  you  about something.” 

Thankfully  Zavier  got  to  his  feet  without  argument,  following  me outside where he gave me a grin. 

“Can’t  find  a  girl  who  will  put  up  with  your  shit,  so  you  kidnapped one?” 

“Bite me. It’s a mess and Stone’s not fucking happy. It’s Drake’s fault, he  told  her  our  names  and  gave  us  no  choice  but  to  take  her  with  us.”  I

looked through the window to see that Drake had moved to sit beside her, his arm around her shoulders as he showed her something on his phone. She took it from his hands and I found myself tensing. 

What if she ran and called someone? 

My  phone  buzzed  and  I  pulled  it  from  my  pocket,  smiling  slightly  as Drake’s name popped up on the screen. Apparently they’d been taking silly selfies in the five seconds we’d been gone. 

I  sent  them  one  back  of  me  flipping  them  the  middle  finger,  and  my eyes glancing up to watch them as they received it, Penn breaking out into a fit of giggles. 

“Damn, you’ve got it bad, Lennox,” Zavier observed, moving to stand beside me to watch them too. “How’s Knox handling it?” 

“He’s  not,  he’s  stomping  around  as  much  as  Stone.  Drake’s  obsessed with her,” I answered, turning to face him. “How did you know she’s from Kingslake?  We  didn’t  even  know  she  existed.  Word  on  the  street  is  she’s dead.” 

“Whitlock’s  are  a  huge  part  of  Kingslake  and  that  particular  circle  of rich pricks are big in the underground scene. I’ve dealt with them before. I knew Louis Whitlock had a daughter in his big-ass castle, there’s talk about it. Kept her locked up like a dog, right?” he murmured, waiting for me to nod  before  continuing.  “He’s  been  trying  to  marry  her  off.  Her  name crossed Lavaro’s desk a time or two. He almost bought her.” 


Ander  Lavaro  had  run  illegal  street  races  for  a  long  time,  but  now  he mainly  focused  on  selling  drugs.  He  kept  his  business  out  of  Ashburn Valley since he had connections with some of the Donovans. 

“He’d buy a fucking person in the skin trade?” I demanded, but Zavier rolled his eyes. 

“It would’ve gotten her out of there, you know he wouldn’t touch her. I expected her to be kind of weak and shy but she seems fine.” 

“She’s not fine but we’re going to fix that. I’m not letting her go back to that place,” I said sharply. “He was smacking her around too.” 

“Did Knox do that to Drake’s face?” he asked with a hum. 

“Stone  did.  Drake  snuck  her  out  of  her  room  last  night  so  they  could watch movies and eat pizza. She made Stone stop and patched Drake up.” 

“She  got  between  Drake  and  Stone’s  fist?  Does  she  have  Stockholm Syndrome or something? She’s not supposed to like you guys.” 

“She packed a bag and came willingly. Do you know much else about her? We can’t find shit since ours is all electronic. I’m guessing he kept as much about her off the web as possible, but you have a foot in the door with those pricks.” 

He eyed me for a second before shrugging. “I only know what you do. 

I’ll do some digging if you want? I’ll see what I can find,” he offered. He was a sly fucker when he wanted to be so I didn’t doubt him. 

“Thanks. Can I rely on you to help keep an eye on her tonight?” 

“Sure thing. I’ll bring Raven and tell her to play nice.” 

“I  owe  you,”  I  said  with  relief,  glancing  at  my  phone  again  as  I  got another message. 

Stone: Are you guys stupid? Take her fucking home and make her disappear. 

Cruz: You worry too much, stop stalking us. She’s eating breakfast. 

Stone: I mean it, Cruz. Don’t bring her back. Dump her at the gates of Kingslake and let her walk home. 

He was probably tracking our phones like a weirdo. If he’d hacked the cameras, he’d know she’d been playing on Drake’s phone. 

He would’ve called me and yelled at me if that was the case. 

Cruz: Can’t do that. She knows too much, remember? 

“I’d better go but I’ll see you later. I’ll call you if I find anything about your princess,” Zavier said to gain my attention, making me snort. 

“She’s not a fucking princess.” 

“Rich girls are wild, right?” he winked before walking off. 

I  looked  through  the  window  to  watch  Penn  and  Drake,  finding  her straddling his lap at the table with her arms around his neck as she laughed at something he said. I studied them while they were distracted, his hands on her waist and a huge smile on his face. 

Knox was so fucked if he didn’t start acting right. 

I headed inside, ruffling her hair. “You guys ready to go?” 

“Where are we going now? Where’d Zavier go?” she asked, not moving from Drake’s lap. 

“He’s a busy man. I have a meeting but you and Drake can sit at the bar and wait.” I gave Drake a firm look, knowing he wasn’t likely to behave. 

He usually got drunk as fuck and made a nuisance of himself, which was why Stone didn’t like sending him on important jobs. 

He was a good thief, but he sucked at being professional. 

“A  meeting  with  who?”  she  asked  as  Drake  helped  her  to  her  feet, making me cringe. 

“It’s best if you don’t ask questions. Stone will murder me if I tell you too much.” 

“He really needs to get laid,” she huffed, making Drake laugh as he took her hand as we started walking outside. 

“I  tell  him  that  all  the  time.  It’s  been  so  long  he’s  probably  forgotten how to fuck. No wonder he’s grumpy.” 

Drake ended up in the back with Penn and they decided to sing along to the radio the entire drive to Devil's Dungeon, the nightclub that was owned by the Devil’s Armada crew. 

They wanted to discuss a few security options with us since we knew good tech. 

I  glanced  in  the  rearview  mirror  and  couldn’t  help  but  smile  as  Penn snuggled into Drake’s side contently. 

There was no way in hell that I was letting her go. 



Penn

Devil’s Dungeon was amazing. It was closed but the owner had music playing loudly and all the pretty lights were on. 

Cruz’s arm slipped around my waist as we walked towards the bar, his lips brushing my ear as he spoke over the noise. 

“Stay  with  Drake.  The  Devils  are  our  friends  but  all  crews  have enemies.” 

“Can I have money for beer then?” I asked sweetly, making him chuckle as he pulled out his wallet and handed it to me. 

“Don’t drink too much.” I thought he was going to kiss me but he gently pushed me towards Drake, pinning him with a look as Drake took my hand. 

“Look after her.” 

“Of course,” he said as if he was offended, and Cruz walked off towards a  table  in  the  back  of  the  club,  my  eyes  running  over  some  of  the  guys waiting  for  him.  They  were  older,  probably  in  their  late  forties,  and  I averted my eyes when I noticed them all eyeing me skeptically. 

I didn’t want to piss anyone off and end up in a shallow grave. 

I pulled some bills out and put them on the bar, clearing my throat to get the bartender’s attention. 

“Um, can I have a beer?” 

He raised an eyebrow, running his eyes over me. “Do you have ID?” 

“C’mon, man. She’s with us,” Drake huffed. “I want a beer too.” 

“I’d prefer to see ID,” the man grunted. 

“Can’t  do  that.  We  kidnapped  her  and  she  doesn’t  have  anything  with her.  Penelope  Whitlock,  twenty-two,”  Drake  said  lightly,  the  man’s  eyes blazing with anger. 

“You brought a missing person into our bar? What the fuck, Drake?” 

“It’s  not  like  her  daddy’s  looking  for  her.  Besides,  she’s  an  adult.  He can’t force her to go home. So, beer?” 

He was being so rude. He was lucky no one had shot at him. 

I slapped the back of his head with a scowl. “Don’t be a dick.” 

“Babe,  let  me  handle  it,”  Drake  replied,  earning  another  smack  to  the back of the head. “Ouch! Stop hitting me, woman!” 

“No wonder Cruz is handling business and you’re on babysitting duty,” 

I answered as I sat on a barstool, putting the money back in Cruz’s wallet. 

“It’s fine. I don’t have ID and it’s their call.” 

The  man  studied  me  silently  for  a  moment  before  grabbing  two  beers from the fridge behind him and popping the tops, sliding one towards me. 

“Why’d they kidnap you? Did you do something stupid?” 

“No. My father went away and they didn’t know I existed. They robbed my  house  and  then  panicked  when  they  realized  I  was  there.  It  was hilarious,” I smiled sweetly, patting Drake’s cheek. “And this idiot told me their names so Cruz had to bring me back with them. I think they’re nuts. 

They should’ve taken more, my dad’s a piece of shit.” 

“Whitlock  you  said?”  he  asked  Drake  without  taking  his  eyes  off  me. 

“That asshole from Kingslake’s your dad?” 

“Louis Whitlock, yes. I’m hoping the Donovans get him. He’s involved in  the  skin  trade  and  I  know  they’re  slowly  tearing  it  down,”  I  scowled, sipping my beer and making him smirk. 

He rested his elbows on the bar, leaning forward. 

“You want to give me more information that I can pass along? I’ll see what I can do about it falling in Rory’s lap.” 

“Got a pen and paper?” I grinned, but the sound of gunfire cut me off. 

The man instantly pulled a gun from the back of his pants and motioned behind the bar. 

“Get behind here!” 

Drake scooped me up and forced me behind the bar before I could react, pushing  me  down  and  opening  one  of  the  cupboards  under  the  bar.  “Get in.” 

My  skin  crawled  as  I  stared  at  the  small,  dark  space  and  I  frantically shook my head. 

“No. I can’t—” 

“Please  babe,  I’ll  be  right  back  I  promise,”  he  pleaded,  practically shoving me inside when I didn’t move. Tears pricked my eyes as he gave my hand a squeeze before shutting me inside, my breathing uneven as panic consumed me. 

I didn’t want to be in here. I’d prefer to face the fucking bullets. 

My ears were ringing and my lungs couldn’t get air, loud gasps coming from  me  as  I  tried  to  stop  myself  from  hyperventilating.  Shouting  and gunfire was all around me so I tried to focus on that instead, the lesser of the two evils in my mind. 

I admitted defeat after a moment and tried to shove the door open, but it didn’t move. I was locked in here and I wasn’t getting out. 

My  face  was  drenched  in  tears  as  I  smacked  my  fist  against  the  door, clawing at it to try and break free. My chest was tight and I was close to passing out when it was yanked open and Cruz was there. 

I practically fell out, not caring that my hands were getting cut to shit on shards  of  glass  as  I  scrambled  back,  his  worried  eyes  on  mine  as  he followed me carefully on his knees. 

He was talking but no words were coming out, the ringing in my ears almost deafening. 

I stood and tried to run but an arm went around me to stop my escape, my arms pinned to my sides. 

I twisted and turned in a panic, hearing a soothing voice close by. It was coming from whoever was holding me. 

“You’re okay, they’re gone.” It was one of the Devils. 

I reached out for the bar to steady myself as my vision dimmed, hearing Cruz’s voice. 

“She’s  not  scared  of  the  bullets,  she’s  scared  of  being  locked  in  the cupboard. She’s claustrophobic.” Did he really know me that well already? 

He appeared in front of me, his fingers running through my hair. 

“Penn, baby. Look at me.” He was going to put me back in there, I just fucking knew it. 

I started fighting again, making someone curse. I had to get out of here before I was trapped. 

Someone suddenly grabbed my throat and slammed me back against a wall, knocking what was left of the air from my lungs. 

Their green eyes bore into mine as I struggled, their voice firm. 

“Snap out of it. No one’s putting you back in the fucking cupboard.” 

“Skeeter!”  one  of  the  others  growled  but  Skeeter’s  eyes  didn’t  leave mine. 

“Are you fucking done?” He slapped a knife into my hand, the handle cool in my grip. “No one can put you in there, and if they try, stab them. 

Now, breathe before you pass out.” 

I choked as he loosened his hold on my throat, gripping the knife harder as  memories  plagued  me,  my  father  cramming  me  into  the  wardrobe  and locking me inside. 

His  punishment  never  changed  over  the  years,  the  wardrobe  simply switching to my bedroom as I got older. 

I sucked in air, my head thumping as I slid down the wall until I felt the floor under my butt. 

Skeeter stepped back, his voice gruff. 

“Where the fuck did you find this girl? She’s fucking traumatized.” 

The  bartender  stepped  closer  with  a  bottle  of  water,  slowly  crouching down to my level to hand it to me while speaking to his friend. 

“Short  story?  They  kidnapped  her  from  Kingslake.  She’s  Louis Whitlock’s daughter.” 

“Jesus fucking Christ. Get her out of here before the cops show up.” 

I lifted my gaze to his, taking in his tattoo covered body and the angry scowl on his face. He had a Bloody Psychos jacket on, my eyes widening. 

There were way too many criminals in this room and it was freaking me out a little bit. 

I  hesitated  before  offering  him  his  knife  back,  and  he  took  it  with  a huff. 

“Get the fuck out before the cops get here unless you want to deal with Daddy Whitlock.” 

The bartender helped me to my feet and I glanced around at the carnage. 

The place was shot to shit, and my eyes landed on Cruz who was definitely bleeding. 

He had a small cut on his face and blood all over his arms and shirt. 

“Cruz—” Panic filled me at the thought of him being hurt. 

“C’mon, let’s get you out of here,” he said gently, slowly approaching me to slide an arm around my shoulders, looking at the guy who’d just had me against the wall. “We’ll be in touch.” 

“Tell Stone we’ll set up a meet in a week’s time. Next time, don’t bring a missing person with you,” Skeeter bit out, making Cruz sigh. 

“She’s not here against her will.” 

“I don’t give a fuck. The last thing we need is to be dragged into that kind of shit.” He stomped off, shoving his phone against his ear and cursing at someone. 

The bartender gave me a soft smile, following us towards the door. 

“I’m Jensen. Sorry about Skeet, he’s always like that.” 

“Who was shooting at you?” I asked, trying to keep the shaking from my voice but failed. Drake tried to take my hand but I jerked back, his face falling. Cruz thankfully moved his arm from me too, giving me some much needed space. 

I  knew  Drake  had  only  put  me  in  the  cupboard  to  keep  me  safe  and hidden, but I couldn’t help the anger I felt towards him. He hadn’t known, so I’d give myself a moment to be mad, then I’d move on from it. 

He wasn’t my father, and he’d never hurt me like that on purpose. 

“Not  too  sure  but  we’ll  figure  it  out.  Are  you  okay?  My  girl  used  to have panic attacks like that,” Jensen smiled, his phone ringing and making him sigh. “Duty calls. See you guys later. It was nice to meet you, Penn.” 

He started walking away, pressing the phone to his ear. “Babe, I’m a little busy here. No, you fucking stay there, you’ll make it worse.” 

Cruz chuckled, unlocking the car that was thankful not damaged. 

“She’s going to show up and make it worse for sure.” 

“Who’s  his  girlfriend?”  I  asked,  my  mouth  dropping  open  when  he replied. 

“Rory Donovan.” There was no way in hell I’d just been talking to one of her guys. He seemed so gentle and he wasn’t wearing a crew jacket. 

Drake  tried  to  sit  in  the  back  with  me  but  I  crammed  myself  into  the corner as much as possible, making him sigh as he gave up and sat in the front with Cruz. 

Cruz glanced back at me, his voice quiet. “Did you still want to go to the track or would you like to go home?” 

“Can we go back to the compound?” 

My emotions were still running rampant inside me so I didn’t want to deal with a whole bunch of strangers at the track. 

“Of course,” he nodded, starting the car and driving in the direction of Rawson Grove. 
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Stone

“THEY BROUGHT HER BACK,” Knox muttered from his spot at the computer, and  I  knew  exactly  who  he  was  talking  about.  I’d  told  them  to  take  her home but it was obvious they were going to ignore me. 

It was risky to just let her go, but I wanted her gone. 

I clenched my fists as I turned in my chair to see what he was looking at, the screen filled with our security camera footage as Cruz drove into the garage. 

“Something  happened,  Cruz  is  bleeding,”  Knox  observed,  already getting to his feet to check on Drake. I followed him into the living room, my eyes running over Cruz as they walked inside. 

“What happened?” 

“Devil’s Dungeon got shot to shit. No idea who but we’re fine,” Cruz answered as Knox inspected Drake for damage. He didn’t make it obvious though. 

Penelope looked like shit, her eyes red rimmed and her hands bleeding. 

Her clothes were ripped in places too. 

“If you’re fine, why didn’t you detour and take her home like I asked?” 

I said through gritted teeth, a tired sigh leaving him. 

“Not now, Stone. Please. I need to stitch my arm and deal with Penn’s injuries.  Knox,  Drake  need’s  stitches  too  so  handle  that.”  Penelope’s  eyes widened as she frantically ran her eyes over both of them. 

“Did you get shot?” she blurted out as genuine distress filled her face. 

“I’m fine, baby,” he murmured, making me roll my eyes. Knox snatched Drake’s  wrist  and  dragged  him  towards  his  room,  and  I  gave  Penelope another once over. 

Cruz  took  her  hand  to  inspect  the  cuts  all  over  her  palms,  and  I motioned to the hallway. 

“Fuck  off  to  your  room  and  stop  bleeding  all  over  my  living  room.  If you don’t hurry up and take her home, I’ll handle it, which you won’t like.” 

I gave her a sneer, stalking off to the office and locking myself inside, yanking my phone from my pocket to send Beckett a message. 

Stone: I want intel on the issue at Devil’s Dungeon today. 

Beckett: When we know, I’ll tell you. As of right now, we have no fucking clue who had the balls to fire those bullets. 



Penn

I hissed out a breath as Cruz pulled a piece of glass out of my ass. I was lying on his bed on my stomach with him sitting beside me, and luckily he was almost done. 

He’d needed a couple of stitches in his arm but it turned out a lot of the blood  on  his  shirt  had  been  from  my  hands  when  I’d  bailed  from  the cupboard. I’d torn the nails and my skin from clawing at the cupboard door, then I’d cut myself with the glass. 

“Sorry,” he murmured. “I think that’s the last one. Stay there, I’ll give it all a good clean and put some Band Aids on it.” 

He  stood,  rummaging  through  the  first  aid  kit  for  some  ointment  and Band Aids. 

He quickly patched me up before dropping down beside me, his voice soft. 

“Are  you  alright?  Drake’s  messaging  me  freaking  out  that  you  hate him.” 

“I don’t hate him. I just need some space right now. He forced me into a cupboard, Cruz.” 

“To stop you from getting shot or taken,” he said carefully, reaching out to pull me against him. I let him, curling into his comfort and closing my eyes. “He just wanted to keep you safe, Penn.” 

“I know. It’s a trauma thing and I’ll be fine later. Dad used to lock me in small spaces as a kid.” 

“What can I do to help?” 

“Just this,” I mumbled, his hold on me tightening a fraction. 

“No one’s going to hurt you again. I promise.” 

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep. The world is full of villains and dark corners that you’d never see coming,” I whispered. 

His lips brushed my temple, my heart warming at the affection. 

“We’re the shadows in the dark so we’ll see it coming, trust me.” 

I wanted to believe him but if I’d learned anything in my life, it was that no one could be trusted. 

We ended up falling asleep like that, but I didn’t sleep for long. 

Cruz  must  have  been  exhausted  since  he  didn’t  move  when  I  slipped from the bed and snuck out the door to pee. My body ached with every step, and sitting on the toilet was pure agony. 

My butt hurt like hell. 

I wanted a bath but decided against it with my cuts, so I padded in the direction  of  the  kitchen,  pausing  outside  of  Drake’s  room,  my  eyes widening as something crashed and groaning started. 

I almost flung the door open, thinking he was hurt, but then he spoke. 

“Fuck, Knox. Right there. Fuck, harder.” I jerked back as if I was the one who’d been busted, running into someone and only just holding back a shriek. 

The girl gave me an amused look, reaching a hand out to stop me from landing on my ass. 

“Wow, creeping outside their door’s a stupid idea if you’re trying to stay out of trouble. You’re the new girl, right?” 

Drake and Knox got louder and I cringed. 

“I’m heading to the kitchen. I thought Drake was in trouble.” 

“Trust  me,  that  man’s  middle  name  is  trouble.  I’m  heading  to  the kitchen  too,  c’mon,”  she  smiled,  hooking  her  arm  in  mine  as  if  we  were besties. “My name’s Leah.” 

“I’m  Penn,”  I  replied  as  I  allowed  her  to  basically  drag  me  along  the hallway. “You probably shouldn’t be talking to me. It seems to get people in trouble.” 

“Stone’s  never  excluded  new  recruits  before.  What  did  you  do  to deserve  that?”  she  hummed,  glancing  at  me  when  I  stayed  quiet.  “What? 

Did you kill someone on arrival?” 

“I’m not a recruit,” I said carefully, realizing Stone hadn’t been honest with the rest of the Night Thieves. “They sort of kidnapped me. That’s not common knowledge here?” 

“Girl, what the fuck? Stone kidnapped you? I know he likes to steal shit, but this is getting ridiculous,” she said with a scoff, tightening her grip on my arm as she stopped walking. “Is that why you’re not exactly social?” 

“Bit hard to be social when I’m supposed to stay locked in Cruz’s room. 

Stone doesn’t want me here but Drake and Cruz thought it was the best idea since  I  caught  them  robbing  my  house,”  I  offered,  and  I  swore  her  eyes almost fell out of her head. 

“No shit?” 

“No  shit.  Penelope  Whitlock,  at  your  service,”  I  deadpanned,  relieved when Leah grinned. 

“You’re  not  exactly  mad  about  being  here,  are  you?  I  saw  you  leave with Drake and Cruz yesterday so are you a prisoner or a friend?” 

“To you? I can be a friend. I’m a prisoner to Stone though so expect him to  tell  you  to  get  away  from  me,”  I  warned,  but  she  rolled  her  eyes  and started tugging me along the hallway again. 

“I can handle Stone.” 

We  walked  into  the  kitchen  to  find  it  busy  with  people  eating  dinner, and I didn’t realize how late in the afternoon it was until I glanced at the microwave  clock.  It  was  almost  six.  Apparently  dinner  time  was  a  group thing, and there were close to fifty people sitting around tables and chatting amongst  themselves.  There  was  kitchen  staff  serving  food  onto  trays  too which surprised me. I’d only been in here when it was only a few people. 

“Leah, who’s this?” 

Leah steered me past a few people who’d noticed us, and she threw a smile over her shoulder. 

“Let us get food and we’ll join you.” I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to eat this stuff but Leah gave me a knowing look. “You can’t starve. Grab a tray and pile up whenever you want.” 

“Stone’s going to kill me,” I said with a sigh, earning a light laugh. 

“Don’t be silly. Get what you want and sit with me.” 

“I  don’t  even  know  what  half  of  this  food  is,”  I  admitted,  her  brow creasing. 

“How long have you been locked up?” 

“My whole life. I tried sneaking out weekly but it wasn’t always easy to do.” 

“Well, I think you should try the Salmon with asparagus, then add some of the salad on the side. It’s really good.” 

I’d had salmon before but not with fancy seasoning and this portion was way bigger. 

It did look good, so I held my tray out for the kitchen staff to serve me some, then I followed Leah towards her friends. 

We  sat  down  and  Leah  instantly  started  pointing  to  people.  “This  is Sandra, Jai, and Will. Guys, this is Penn.” 

“You’re  fucking  gorgeous,”  Sandra  complimented  with  a  smile,  and  I had no idea how to respond to that. 

“Uh, thanks.” 

“When did you join?” Jai asked as his gaze ran over me, and I stabbed a fork into my salmon, shoving some into my mouth to avoid answering. 

Leah chuckled, waving her hand at them dismissively. 

“She’s just a friend, she’s not a thief.” 

“Oh?” Jai murmured, leaning across the table with a smirk. “How long are you staying for?” 

He was sleazy but not in a creepy way. If I was in the market for a fun night,  I’d  probably  consider  him,  but  Cruz  and  Drake  had  made  it  very obvious that they’d be more than happy to scratch any itches I had. 

“Not  too  sure  to  be  honest.  If  Stone  gets  his  way  I’ll  be  out  by morning,” I replied before shoving more food in my mouth, a tingle racing down  my  spine  as  possessive  arms  draped  over  my  shoulders  and  lips pressed against my cheek. 

“Why  didn’t  you  wake  me?  You  have  to  stop  sneaking  out,”  Cruz murmured before dropping into the seat beside me, his eyes on Jai. “How long she’s here for is none of your concern.” 

Jai’s eyes dropped from me fast but Leah smacked my arm with a gasp. 

“You didn’t tell me you were nailing Cruz! Ugh, so lucky.” 

“Careful, Leah. Your hoe is showing,” Cruz smirked. 

“Hey, your girl was the one I found creeping outside Drake’s door while he got railed. If anyone’s a thirsty bitch, it’s Penn,” she threw back, making me groan. 

“For the last time, I wasn’t creeping.” 

“I didn’t say I had a problem with it. I like dick, get it girl,” she laughed, and Cruz’s amusement vanished from his face. 

“Leah, watch your mouth.” 

“It’s a bit hard not to notice shit in this place,” she said vaguely, making me frown. 

I turned to ask Cruz what she was talking about but the look he gave me made me shut my mouth. 

Jai  steered  the  conversation  towards  some  party  he  was  going  to,  and Leah snorted when he invited me. 

“I can tell you right now she won’t go with you. One, she’s obviously fucking Cruz, and two, he kidnapped her so she can’t just wander around.” 

“Leah!” Cruz snapped, but she shrugged casually. 

“What? Steal pretty girls, expect people to talk. At least you kidnapped a nice one. I like her.” 

“Can you keep your voice down?” 

“I don’t think a bunch of professional thieves are likely to report you to the authorities for stealing a person who isn’t exactly screaming to get away from you,” she deadpanned, giving me a wink. “I bet she screams for you at bed time though.” 

“You’re dead to me,” I grumbled and finished my food as snickers went around the table. 

Cruz’s  fingertips  tickled  the  back  of  my  neck  as  he  leaned  closer  to speak in my ear. 

“You going to scream for me, baby?” 

“I won’t fake it to boost your ego,” I said with a straight face, biting the inside  of  my  cheek  to  stop  myself  from  moaning  as  his  lips  brushed  my neck, his teeth nipping my skin. 

“I don’t expect you to. I don’t mind working for it.” 

Leah  blew  out  a  breath,  fanning  her  face  with  her  hand.  “Damn,  is  it getting hot in here? You could start a fire with this sexual tension. Maybe I should kidnap someone too if it leads to smoking hot sex.” 

“Cruz!” Stone barked, the mood instantly dampening as he stomped into the kitchen, drawing everyone’s attention. “You’re coming with me. Penn, fuck off.” 

I had a smart remark on my tongue but kept it to myself as Cruz huffed out a breath. 

“Can’t you take someone else? Leah would love to go with you.” 

Leah flipped him off but Stone glared at him. 

“I asked for you, so get up. Penn, get out of my sight before I throw you out.” 

Everyone was staring now but luckily Drake and Knox were apparently finished rolling around, because Drake swaggered in with a cocky smirk on his face and a massive hickey on his neck. 

“Don’t worry, boss. I’ll make sure Penn’s a good girl.” He ruffled my hair playfully as if we hadn’t been in a shoot-out a few hours earlier, and I was relieved when I didn’t jerk back from him. 

The nap must have done me some good. 

Cruz eyed me to see my reaction, and I gave him a small nod to let him know I was fine with it before he answered. 

“Sure you will.” He boldly ran his fingers through my hair and tugged my head back, giving me a possessive kiss before getting to his feet with a wink. “I’ll see you when I get back. Don’t let Drake get you in trouble.” 

“Yes, Daddy,” I cooed, his eyes flashing with amusement. 

“Such a good girl.” 

I  poked  my  tongue  out  at  him,  making  him  laugh  as  he  wandered  off with Stone, and Drake took my hand and tugged me to my feet. 

“C’mon, babe. You’re mine tonight.” 

“What are we doing?” I asked slowly, making him grin. 

“Getting into trouble. Give them five minutes to leave and we’ll make our escape.” 

This sounded like a terrible idea but I couldn’t help but grin. Drake was always so much fun. 

Leah gave him a dirty look though, faking offense. 

“Hey, I’m hanging out with her. Get in line.” 

“Sorry, Lee. We have plans,” he said, not sounding sorry in the slightest. 

His fingers laced through mine more tightly, and she raised an eyebrow at me in question. 

“You hussy. You’re with Drake too?” 

“Hey, she was mine first, Cruz just kind of snuck in there,” Drake said bluntly, and Jai stared at me like I was crazy. I didn’t blame him, they were making it sound like so much more than what it was. 

I  said  goodbye  to  Leah  and  the  others  as  Drake  pulled  me  from  the room, and I couldn’t help but pause in the doorway of his bedroom as he dragged me in there. 

It reeked of sweat and sex. 

“Put this on.” He tossed me a shirt, making me frown. 

“What’s wrong with the one I have on?” 

“I want you in mine,” he shrugged, and I let out a sigh. 

“Where exactly are we going? No offense, but my ass hurts from all the glass.” I had no idea where Knox was but he wasn’t in here with us, so I pulled my shirt over my head. 

“Fucking  nowhere  now,”  he  groaned,  stepping  closer.  “You’re  lucky you’re injured or I’d tear those pants off you and rail you against the wall.” 

“You literally just got laid.” 

“How  do  you  know  that?”  he  chuckled,  his  eyes  bouncing  between mine. “Were you listening to us? That's hot.” 

“Not on purpose. I was walking past and I thought you were in trouble. 

I almost busted the door down,” I scowled, his eyes softening. 

His hands landed on my bare waist as he spoke, no humor in his tone. 

“You were going to come and save me?” 

“Of course I would. If I’ll take on Stone, I’ll take on whatever beast is trying to murder you. With the exception of Knox’s cock,” I joked. 

“Even  after  what  I  did  today?”  He  sounded  so  sad,  his  eyes  pleading with me to stay as if he thought I’d slap him and run away. “I’m so fucking sorry. I was worried about you getting shot and in a lot of cases, women are used as pawns. I couldn’t risk someone taking you or—” 

I  shut  him  up  with  a  kiss,  confusion  rolling  through  me  as  he  jerked back.  He  seemed  uncomfortable,  but  he  pulled  me  closer  when  I  went  to move away from him. 

“I  just  had  Knox’s  dick  in  my  mouth.  Your  kiss  isn’t  unwanted,  I  just don’t think you want to get that personal. Shit, I’ll go and brush my teeth or something.” 

The  thought  of  Drake  on  his  knees  made  my  pussy  dampen,  and  I peered up at him curiously. 

“Did he come in your mouth?” 

“Yes. Fuck, I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting you to kiss me or I would’ve done something about it.” He looked genuinely freaked out on my behalf as he fumbled over his words, pausing his panic as I smiled coyly. 

“Did you swallow like a good boy?” His breath quickened as his fingers flexed on my waist. 

“Yes.” 

I slid my hand around the back of his neck, tugging him closer. 

“Can I have a taste? Or don’t you want to share him with me?” 

“I will absolutely give you anything you fucking want,” he murmured before crashing his lips against mine. He let out a sound of desperation as I slipped  my  tongue  into  his  mouth,  his  hands  sliding  up  my  body  to  my chest.  My  ass  cheeks  stung  as  he  pushed  me  back  against  the  wall  and kissed me deeper, one of his hands going to my hair to hold my head back. 

I needed more, my fingers going to the waistband of his pants before he stopped me. 

“Shit, we can’t.” 

“Why  not?”  I  panted,  shamelessly  grinding  on  his  leg.  “Is  this  about Knox? Just shower if that’s what you’re worried about.” 

“I did shower. The problem is that I don’t have condoms,” he scowled, pushing back and raking his hands through his hair. “Motherfucker!” 

“We were going out, right? We can get some,” I insisted, knowing I’d die if I didn’t get laid. “Please?” 

He  looked  ready  to  throw  me  down  on  his  bed  but  he  controlled himself, blowing out a breath. 

“Okay, but I can’t promise I won’t fuck you in the damn car.” 

“I’m used to fucking in cars. Where are we heading though?” I bent to pick up the shirt of his that I’d dropped, and he cursed. 

“I was going to go to the track like we’d originally planned unless you still don’t want to. I’ll see if we can have a race or something.” 

“We’ll be too busy fucking in the car,” I grinned, making him growl. 

“Hurry up and let’s go then.” 

He was kind of cute when he was horny. 

 OceanofPDF.com

Chapter Eight

 OceanofPDF.com

Penn

WE MANAGED to get out without anyone following us, and we stopped for gas and condoms on the way to Ashburn Valley. 

I  knew  the  track  was  popular,  everyone  talked  about  it,  but  I  hadn’t expected  it  to  be  so  damn  big.  There  were  people  and  cars  everywhere, engines roaring as people showed off. The track was sealed but it was in the middle of a massive grassy field, cars parked all over the place. 

Drake laced his fingers through mine as he drove towards the back, and my heart hammered as people called out greetings to him through his open window. 

It seemed everyone knew everyone here, and I tensed when he reversed beside a few other cars and shut the engine off. 

I didn’t know anyone so I hoped Drake didn’t wander off and leave me with strangers. 

I’d assumed we’d park away from everyone and fuck. 

“C’mon, they’re not that scary,” he chuckled when I remained frozen in my seat, unclipping my seatbelt. He opened his door and I slowly followed, noticing  the  group  of  people  we  parked  beside  were  staring  at  us.  Drake didn’t give a shit as he took my hand and led me towards them, a smirk on his face. 

“Where’s my favorite Donovan?” 

I almost tripped over at that. 

The  blonde  girl  in  front  of  me  flipped  him  the  bird,  her  large  hoodie covering  her  small  frame  as  her  face  peeked  out  from  under  the  hood.  I didn’t miss the baseball bat in her hand. 

“Eat  shit.  Beckett’s  not  here,  she’s  busy.  Who  the  fuck’s  this?”  She motioned to me with the tip of her bat, and he rolled his eyes. 

“Be nice. This is Penn.” 

“Penn who? Got yourself a side piece? I’m not surprised. That man of yours is a fucking prick,” she scoffed, the girl beside her smacking her in the arm. 

“Riley!” 

“What?” It seemed she didn’t like Knox. She gave Drake the side eye

“I’m surprised you’re out without a supervisor.” 

“They don’t know but mind your own business,” Drake grinned. I saw a familiar face walking in our direction, and Drake held out his knuckles as he reached us. “Lopez.” 

“Drake.  Hey,  Penn.  They  let  you  out  of  the  basement?”  Zavier  asked lightly, tilting his head at me. “I’ll hold Drake back if you want to make a break for it.” 

He  sounded  like  he  was  joking,  but  the  look  in  his  eye  told  me  he’d totally do it. 

I stepped closer to Drake, tightening my grip on his hand. 

“I kind of like this one, but thank you.” 

Riley gave Zavier the side eye. “You know her?” 

“Penn?  We’ve  met.  Cruz  and  Drake  kidnapped  her  when  they  robbed her house. She’s a Kingslake princess,” he replied without missing a beat, and Riley gave me a flat look. 

“She doesn’t look kidnapped to me.” 

“Stockholm Syndrome. She’s got it bad. You should see her with Cruz,” 

Zavier teased. The girl beside Riley gave me a warm smile, moving to stand beside me. 

“Hey, I’m Luna. Please tell me they’re joking.” 

I relaxed at knowing one of them was going to be friendly, releasing my death grip on Drake a little. 

“They’re not joking. Stole me right out of my bedroom.” 

Her face fell slightly and she glared at Drake. 

“Are you kidding me? You can’t just kidnap people!” 

“Why not? She’s hot,” he threw back, pulling me in front of him so that my back was flush with his chest. “Me and Cruz think you two would be good friends.” 

“Is she allowed to have friends if she’s a hostage?” Riley asked dryly, narrowing  her  eyes  on  me.  “No  offense,  but  I  don’t  want  your  new  toy anywhere near my girl. We’ve had enough drama to last a fucking lifetime.” 

“Aw, you think my girl can steal yours? You’re so cute,” Drake laughed, my eyes widening. 

“Oh, I don’t want your girlfriend. I’m straight.” 

Apparently that had been the wrong thing to say, because Riley stalked closer, her bat tapping against my leg as if to remind me it was there. 

“So’s  Luna.  Keep  your  cunt  to  yourself.”  She  stormed  off  and  Luna sighed, giving me an apologetic look. 

“Sorry about her. I’ll see you later. Tell Cruz he owes me a girl’s night.” 

“Uh,  sure,”  I  replied  as  she  ran  off,  and  Drake’s  hands  slid  down  my sides, dipping into my front pockets. 

“Ignore  Riley,  she  gets  protective  over  her  girl  but  she’s  not  that  bad once you get to know her. C’mon, let’s go watch some of the races.” 

“You don’t want to fuck in the car now?” I said without thinking, and Zavier cracked up as Drake gave me a serious look. 

“I’m going to be one of those assholes who says the L word real fast if you keep talking like that.” There was no way he loved me. 

“I’m telling your boyfriend.” 

“Little  shit,”  he  laughed,  putting  me  in  a  headlock  and  rubbing  his knuckles into my hair. 

I squealed, trying to escape his grip but ended up with my back against the side of his car and his tongue in my mouth. One of his arms slid around my lower back to keep me close while the other stayed on my waist, and Zavier cleared his throat with amusement. 

“Can you not fuck in front of me unless I get an invite?” 

Drake scowled as he pulled back, not on board with that idea. 

“I’ll strangle you with my bare hands, Lopez. Don’t fucking test me.” 

“I’m  going  to  go  and  race  then  since  you’re  a  selfish  prick.  Let  me know  if  you  change  your  mind,”  he  winked,  wandering  off  into  the  dark before Drake could punch him. 

“That  fucker’s  lucky  to  have  teeth  left  in  his  head,”  he  growled,  his hands firmly on my waist. “Let’s get out of here.” 

“We just got here,” I said with confusion, but he shrugged. 

“I have somewhere else I want to take you that’s more private.” 

“Oh, you want to fuck now? Why didn’t you start with that? Let’s go,” I grinned,  moving  around  to  the  passenger  side  of  the  car  to  buckle  myself in. 

We drove towards the gate and Riley held up her hand in a  what the fuck motion as she leaned on some guy’s black Supra. The guy barely glanced our way, more occupied with talking to Luna. 

Drake  flipped  Riley  off  without  stopping,  driving  out  the  gates  and heading towards Rawson Grove. I was surprised when we didn’t turn off to the  compound,  but  I  stayed  quiet  as  he  drove  straight  through  town  and ended up in Stoneleigh. 

As if sensing my thoughts, he spoke. 

“I have a spot I like to go to at the beach. Only Knox knows about it.” 

“If it’s your thing with Knox I don’t think—” 

“No, it’s nothing special between us, he rarely comes out here. It’s just my thing when I want to be alone for a while,” he reassured me, the houses slowly vanishing as he drove out of the suburbs and onto a dirt road. 

Lightning Cove was gorgeous in summer, but it was a little too close to Kingslake  for  my  liking.  It  ran  along  the  top  of  both  Kingslake  and Stoneleigh. The little beach at the far end was really nice, and it had been a while since I’d put my feet in the sand and relaxed. 

“I  used  to  come  here  the  first  few  times  I  snuck  out  of  the  house,”  I murmured, putting my window down so I could smell the ocean air as we got closer to the water. “It was one of my sister’s favorite places.” 

“We can come here whenever you want, just ask,” he answered warmly, steering  the  car  towards  the  small  parking  lot  and  killing  the  engine.  He climbed out and I followed, taking his hand as he led me down to the sand. 

It was still warm from the day's sun somehow, and I wiggled my toes in it with a smile. 

We  didn’t  walk  for  long  before  Drake  stepped  up  onto  a  large  ledge, reaching down to take my hand and pulled me up. My stomach twisted as I realized where we were going, my steps faltering and making him stop to look at me. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“This is your spot?” 

“Yeah, why?” He looked concerned as he tried to look me over in the moonlight, and I started walking again, not wanting him to worry. 

“I just haven’t been here for a while. This was my spot too. I used to come down here for hours after my sister died. It’s peaceful.” I wasn’t sad about being here, I was just surprised since I wasn’t expecting it. 

He pulled me to a stop, drawing me close to cup my cheek. 

“We don’t have to stay here if it makes you feel uncomfortable.” 

“No, I love it here. I’m just surprised it’s your spot too. When did you start coming here?” 

“Since I was a kid. Maybe we’re soul mates,” he teased, sitting on the rocky ground and pulling me down between his legs. 

We sat like that for a while, just enjoying the sound of crashing waves and the fresh air. 

I closed my eyes and relaxed into his hold, his lips tickling my neck. 

“What are you thinking about?” 

“For  the  first  time  in  a  long  time,  absolutely  nothing,”  I  said  with  a chuckle, tilting my head to the side as he trailed kisses across my skin. “It’s like the world vanishes when I’m here.” 

“That’s  why  I  keep  coming  back.  Sometimes  I  just  need  the  world  to stop,”  he  mumbled,  and  I  opened  my  eyes  to  glance  over  my  shoulder  at him.  He  sighed,  continuing  without  me  asking.  “I  love  Knox  more  than anything. I want to tell everyone he’s my boyfriend and show him off, but he  refuses  to  go  public.  It  never  used  to  bother  me  but  some  days  I  can’t help  but  wonder  why.  Is  it  because  he’s  ashamed  of  me  or  because  he’s worried people won’t think he’s tough anymore?” 

“Have you tried talking to him about it?” My heart hurt for him, and I took his hand and gave it a comforting squeeze. 

“Have you  met Knox? He’s not exactly the deep and meaningful type. 

I’ve brought it up a few times but he’s happy with how things are. Claims I’m being sensitive.” 

“He’s  stupid  because  if  you  were  my  boyfriend?  I’d  drag  you everywhere and brag about it.” 

“You would?” He sounded so surprised by that which made me want to knock that other asshole out. Drake was hot as fuck and so fucking funny and kind. 

Who  wouldn’t  want  to  show  him  off  and  let  the  world  know  he  was taken? 

“Yep.  I’d  post  it  all  over  the  internet  to  make  sure  everyone  knew,”  I grinned, turning around and kissing his cheek. “You’re amazing so don’t let

him get you down.” 

He  stared  at  me  for  a  moment  before  pulling  me  in  for  a  kiss,  and  I crawled onto his lap to straddle him as he wrapped his arms around me. I threaded my fingers through his hair and tugged his head back to deepen the kiss, a groan leaving him as I ground down on top of him. 

It stung my cuts a little bit but I ignored it as he slipped a hand into my sweats easily, a rush of air leaving him with a curse. 

“You’re so wet.” 

“You’ve  been  edging  me  all  damn  afternoon,  that’s  why,”  I  teased, nipping his lower lip. “Please tell me you have the condoms on you.” 

“I put two in my wallet,” he murmured, his lips moving down my jaw to my neck as I slipped a hand into his pocket to grab his wallet and flipped it open, feeling for the foil packet in the dark. 

I smacked at his hand as he reached to take it, shuffling off his lap to unbutton  his  pants.  He  didn’t  stop  me  as  I  tugged  them  down  his  thighs before  tearing  the  foil  with  my  teeth,  placing  the  tip  in  my  mouth  and putting it over the head of his cock. 

My lips slid down his length, unrolling the condom in the process, and he let out a surprised groan as I pushed him down my throat. 

“Fuck, Penn.” His fingers threaded through my hair but he let me keep control, my nails digging into his thighs as I moved up and down. I loved that  he  wasn’t  afraid  to  make  a  noise  too,  the  sounds  of  pleasure  leaving him going straight to my fucking pussy. 

I went faster and he suddenly pulled me off of him to kick his pants off, rolling me onto my back and sending my pants flying too. 

“As  much  as  I’ve  been  imagining  your  lips  wrapped  around  my  dick since we met, I’ve been thinking of your pussy more.” 

“Hurry up and fuck me then or I’ll do it myself,” I taunted, a loud moan leaving  me  as  he  lined  himself  up  with  my  entrance  and  started  to  push inside. 

My  pussy  was  soaked  so  he  slid  inside  with  ease,  my  head  dropping back onto the rocks gently, and he kept an arm under my lower back to stop my ass rubbing on the ground. 

His  lips  dropped  to  mine  to  swallow  the  sounds  I  was  making  as  he started  fucking  me,  my  nails  clawing  at  his  back  as  he  let  out  a  growl, yanking his shirt over his head and tossing it aside. 

“Mark me, baby. It feels so fucking good.” 

I didn’t want to mark him but I couldn’t help it as he fucked me harder and his fingers dipped between us to rub my clit, a loud curse leaving me as I bucked my hips, my body burning for him within seconds. 

I was so wound up that I was surprised I didn’t come the moment I saw his damn dick. 

He left hickeys all over my neck, and I cried out as he pinched my clit, sending me over the edge. My nails cut into his bare back which only made him  fuck  me  harder,  my  back  scraping  on  the  gound  below  us  but  I  was beyond caring. 

He was fucking my damn soul from my body and I was in heaven. 

I  bit  and  sucked  at  his  neck,  leaving  my  teeth  marks  across  his  chest when he slammed into me even harder. I was pretty sure he was trying to split my pussy in half. 

I’d need a warm bath to soothe everything when we got back. 

“Penn,” he managed to force out between thrusts, and I knew what he meant. I was overwhelmed with sensations too. 

“Come  for  me.  I  want  to  feel  you  pulsing  inside  me,”  I  begged,  and apparently  that  was  all  he  needed  because  he  came  with  a  growl,  bracing himself above me as he finally stopped. 

He peered down at me in the dark and I lifted a hand to cup his cheek. 

I hated how he leaned into it like he was starved of affection. 

My  arms  wrapped  around  him  and  I  pulled  him  down  on  top  of  me more, kissing his shoulder as he placed his face in the crook of my neck. 

“Can you stay with me tonight?” I asked softly, and I swore he breathed out a sigh of relief. 

“Yeah,  babe.  Cruz  won’t  mind  if  we  bunk  in  his  room  as  long  as  we leave  space  for  him  when  he  gets  home.  I  don’t  want  you  in  my  room  in case  Knox  decides  to  be  a  dick.  We  had  a  fight  earlier  and  he  took  off. 

C’mon,  I  want  a  hot  shower  and  more  of  these  cuddles  because  they’re really fucking nice.” 

I  pretended  I  didn’t  hear  his  throat  go  tight.  I  was  pretty  sure  I  was going to beat the shit out of Knox. Anyone could tell Drake craved the soft stuff too and his playboy attitude was just a mask. 

We got dressed and wandered back to the car, and I held his hand the entire drive, the windows down and the radio up. 

The compound was quiet when we returned. We made a quick stop by Drake’s room for some fresh clothes before wandering to the bathroom to

shower. 

Once we were clean, Drake put ointment on my cuts and added some to a small scratch on my back from the rocks at the beach. I returned the favor by putting some on the scratches I left down his back before we headed to Cruz’s room. 

Cruz still wasn’t home so we climbed into bed and made sure to leave room  for  him,  my  eyes  growing  heavy.  I  was  exhausted,  so  I  wasn’t surprised when I fell asleep fast. 



Drake

Penn fell asleep in my arms and it was the best thing in the world. My shit  night  had  become  one  of  the  best,  and  I  wished  every  night  could’ve been like this. 

I was still awake when Cruz got back, his eyes running over Penn in the dimly lit room before he spoke. 

“Hey. She okay?” 

“Yeah.  We  figured  it  was  a  bad  idea  to  sleep  in  my  room  because  of Knox,” I replied softly, not wanting to wake her. “How’d it go?” 

“Good. Managed to get the three sculptures for last week's client, and we snagged a bonus painting too so Stone can find a new home for that with some of the buyers this week. What did you guys get up to?” 

He stripped down to his boxers and climbed in on Penn’s other side, and she instantly rolled over to drape an arm around his middle. I was happy to spoon her, I wasn’t going to get mad about it. 

“Took her to the track for a while but we ended up leaving and going to the beach.” 

“By the amount of hickeys on both of you, I assume the beach was fun? 

Or did you nail her in my bed like an asshole?” he joked, kissing the top of Penn’s head. “As long as I don’t have to sleep in a fucking wet spot, have at it. From the mood your boy’s in, I’m not surprised you needed a release.” 

“We had a fight but it’s fine. Penn cheered me up.” 

“I bet she did.” 

I was quiet for a moment before answering, my eyes meeting his in the dark. 

“I felt better before that part. Tonight was nice. She gets me in ways that Knox  doesn’t.  Does  that  make  me  a  bad  person?  Knox  and  I  have  been banging for years but this—” 

“Knox doesn’t give you affection, so I’m not surprised if you’re feeling like  you’re  in  a  rut.  You  need  to  make  up  your  mind  on  what  you  want, Drake. I know you love him and you guys are good together, but is he the one for you?” he asked gently, my chest aching at the thought. 

“Am I an ass for wanting him to show me off? Fuck, I’m such a little bitch,” I snorted, and he reached over Penn to pat my shoulder. 

“That  just  makes  you  want  to  feel  important.  You’re  not  a  dirty  little secret, so if that's how he wants to keep it, then maybe it’s time to end it. 

Relationships need balance and as much as you guys have the passion and feelings  for  each  other,  you’re  not  happy.  Make  him  listen  to  how  you’re feeling.  Expect  him  to  go  apeshit  in  the  morning  though  because  dude, you’re covered in hickeys,” he chuckled, making me grin proudly. 

“Wait until you see my back.” 

“You’re so dead. If he goes after Penn I’m sorry, but I’m knocking his ass out. Just so you know.” 

“I’ll hold him still for you if he does anything. He doesn’t want to be exclusive because it’s too gay? Then I can fuck who I want. Penn said she’d show me off, you know?” 

Cruz knew how much that meant to me, I’d spoken to him a lot about how hurt I’ve been when Knox continued to keep me a secret. 

He refused to say he loved me which was really starting to sting. 

“Girl’s  got  good  taste  then.  We’re  the  two  good  looking  guys  of  the group,”  he  answered  with  amusement.  “For  real  though,  you’re  always welcome in here with her even when I’m not home. Hell, even if it’s just me here, you know you can jump in. Just don’t touch my dick.” 

“Only if you promise to touch mine,” I snickered, not surprised when he smacked my arm. 

“Don’t  count  on  it.  Get  some  sleep,  I  have  a  feeling  you’ll  need  it  to deal with Captain Cunt and Deputy Dickbag.” 

He wasn’t wrong. Tomorrow would suck. 

I snuggled into Penn, placing a kiss on her shoulder. “Night, Cruz.” 

“Night bro.” 
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Penn

I WOKE up tangled in limbs, opening my eyes to find Cruz sleeping in front of me. Drake mumbled in his sleep behind me, his morning wood digging into my butt. 

I wriggled, an amused chuckle coming from Cruz as I looked up to find his eyes on mine. 

“If you want a sandwich for breakfast, all you have to do is ask.” 

“I  want  a  sandwich,”  I  replied  without  hesitation,  dropping  a  leg  over his hip, his solid dick pressing against my pussy. “Extra mayo.” 

“You’re going to get me in so much fucking trouble,” he murmured, his fingers toying with the elastic on my shorts. A fist smacked against the door just as he went to kiss me, and Cruz sighed, rolling onto his back. “Yeah?” 

“Is she in there with you or did you lose her again?” Stone gritted out. 

“And where the fuck’s Drake? His phone’s off.” 

“They’re both in here.” 

“Jesus  fucking  Christ,”  Stone  growled  before  stomping  off  without another word, and Cruz glanced at me with a tired look. 

“Might as well get up for breakfast. He obviously wants something.” He reached  over  and  nudged  Drake’s  shoulder,  stirring  him  awake.  “Hey, Stone’s in a mood.” 

“Me  too.  A  horny  mood.  Back  that  booty  up,  baby,”  Drake  mumbled into the pillow, thrusting against my butt and making me hiss out a breath at the sting. “Shit, sorry. I forgot.” He yawned, bracing himself on his elbow to  look  down  at  me.  “You  want  me  to  make  you  breakfast?  They’ll  have loaded scrambled eggs and bacon but I’ll do avocado bagels with spinach.” 

“That sounds good,” I agreed, hesitating before leaning up to give him a quick kiss. I wasn’t sure if I could just kiss him whenever I wanted, but the look he gave me said he’d liked it. 

We  all  ended  up  getting  dressed  and  walking  to  the  kitchen  just  as breakfast was ending, and people gave us weird glances. 

Cruz slid an arm around my waist, leaning down to speak in my ear. 

“They probably thought you and Drake beat each other up. You have a necklace of hickeys around your neck.” 

“How bad?” 

“You  look  like  the  victims  of  strangulation,”  he  chuckled,  making  me groan. 

“Great.” No wonder they were looking. 

Drake moved behind the main counter and tugged me after him, lifting me to sit on the counter as he made us breakfast. My ass protested but he looked so content that I didn’t want to take it away from him. 

He  smashed  up  some  avocados,  adding  pepper  and  a  splash  of  lemon juice, then he toasted the bagels and grabbed some spinach from the fridge. 

Cruz seemed to pull cups of coffee out of his ass as he handed one to me and placed one on the counter for Drake, standing beside me to watch him pile up our breakfast onto plates. 

“Where  the  fuck  have  you  been?”  Knox  grunted  as  he  walked  in,  and his eyes narrowed as any sound in the room vanished. He might not make it public about his relationship with Drake, but it wasn’t exactly a secret. 

Everyone seemed to know. 

“With Cruz and Penn.” Drake’s answer was blunt, Knox giving him a dirty look. 

“All night?” 

“Yep.” He turned, not caring about Knox seeing the marks all over his neck. “Why do you ask?” Cruz discreetly stepped in front of me a fraction when  Knox’s  murderous  gaze  landed  on  mine  but  Drake  didn’t  flinch. 

“Want to know all the positions I put her in?” 

“Drake,” Cruz warned, but he was smothering a smile. 

I  took  my  plate  and  climbed  off  the  counter  with  every  intention  of leaving them to figure it out on their own, but Knox smacked the plate from my hand, letting it shatter on the floor. 

He got in my face, his voice so quiet I barely heard it. 

“The sooner Stone puts a bullet in you, the better.” 

“If  you  treated  your  boyfriend  properly,  you  wouldn’t  be  so  worried about  me  taking  him  from  you,”  I  murmured,  his  eyes  flaring  with  rage. 

“I’m not a threat to you unless you give me a reason to be.” 

“Learn your fucking place, rich bitch,” he sneered, and I couldn’t help myself as I leaned so close our noses almost touched. 

“I know my place. It’s under your fucking boyfriend.” 

Cruz cursed before he grabbed my waist and tugged me behind him, not allowing Knox to have the opportunity to touch me. 

“Time out, you two.” 

Knox glared at me before sliding his gaze to Drake who was putting a fresh plate of breakfast together. 

“You’re with me this morning.” 

“What’s the job?” he replied casually, turning to cross his arms. “Or is this a personal thing?” 

“It’s a job and you’re going,” Stone snapped as he stalked in, his eyes on  me.  “If  you’re  here,  make  yourself  useful.”  He  tossed  me  a  bag  that smelled like stale socks, and I frowned. 

“What is it?” 

“My  washing.”  Fury  and  humiliation  washed  through  me,  a  cruel chuckle leaving him after a moment. “Aw, the princess doesn’t know how to?” 

“Fuck  off,  Stone,”  Cruz  muttered,  snatching  it  from  my  arms  and throwing it back at his chest. “She’s not your maid.” 

“Everyone here earns their keep. If you insist on keeping her here then put her to work,” he bit out, and Drake moved beside me, crossing his arms. 

“She can come on jobs with us.” 

“Like fuck. Are you stupid? She’s not a thief,” Stone barked, getting in Drake’s face. “You’re letting her pussy go to your head. Stop panting after her.” 

“Hey!”  I  argued,  jabbing  a  finger  in  his  chest  to  make  him  step  back from Drake. “He’s not panting after me!” 

He grabbed my chin painfully as he jerked me closer, glaring down at me. 

“Rich cunts like you get your rocks off with bad boys like Drake, then you run home to daddy and brag to your girlfriends about the wild time you had.  You  don’t  think  we’ve  seen  girls  like  you?  You’re  using  him  and everyone sees it but him.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“He’s  not  exactly  boyfriend  material,”  he  grunted,  and  I  saw  red. 

Drake’s shoulders dropped a fraction and I slapped Stone as hard as I could, the  room  becoming  eerily  silent.  Stone’s  eyes  burned  into  me  and  his fingers  tightened,  bruising  my  jaw.  “If  you  get  rough  with  me  again,  I’m going to smack you in the fucking mouth. I don’t care who your daddy is or that you have a gash between your legs. If you’re woman enough to hit me, then you’re woman enough to get hit back.” 

“I respect that, but Drake’s not the stupid asshole you make him out to be. He’s kind, funny, smart as fuck, and you’re lucky to have him here. Stop speaking about him like he’s trash or I’ll hit you with my fist next time,” I said in a low voice, yanking back from his grip. 

Cruz was trying hard to contain his amusement as he handed me a fresh plate  and  steered  me  towards  the  table,  gently  pushing  me  down  into  the seat before joining me. 

People  had  slipped  from  the  room  to  avoid  the  drama  but  some lingered. 

Stone  pointed  in  my  direction,  his  eyes  on  Drake.  “Since  she’s  acting like your girl, keep her in line. One more problem and I’m not playing nice anymore.” 

“This is nice?” I scoffed, and a snicker left Cruz. 

Stone started barking orders at people, making them scatter, and Drake dropped down on my other side with a chuckle. 

“It’s hot when you run your mouth. You two would have insane angry sex.” 

I scrunched my nose at the thought, picking at my bagel. 

“Pass. He doesn’t deserve good pussy.” 

A snort behind me made me glance over my shoulder to find Knox still standing on the other side of the counter. 

“Good pussy and easy pussy are two different things.” 

“Drake doesn’t mind it,” I said with a straight face. “Right, baby?” 

Drake  literally  swooned,  his  soft  eyes  looking  at  me  like  I  hung  the damn  moon.  My  stomach  fluttered  with  butterflies  at  the  thought  of meaning so much to someone. 

It had been a long time since someone had cared about me. 

“You’ve got that premium pussy,” he confirmed, sliding his hand onto my thigh and eating his breakfast with his other. Knox’s eyes were glued to

where  Drake  touched  me  and  I  didn’t  miss  the  flicker  of  confusion  in  his eyes. 

Guilt  hit  me  for  a  second  before  remembering  it  was  his  own  damn fault, and it wasn’t like they were exclusive. 

Knox fucked lots of girls apparently. 

He finally stomped off, and Drake’s shoulders visibly dropped, making me realize he’d been trying hard to act like Knox wasn’t getting to him. 

“You want me to talk to him?” I offered, making him chuckle dryly. 

“About what?” 

“About him being a dick to you.” 

“That  will  go  well,”  Cruz  hummed.  “Don’t  worry  about  Knox,  he’s  a grumpy piece of shit all the time. Eat your breakfast, I’m taking you with me today.” 

“But Stone—” 

“Did I stutter?” he asked as he raised an eyebrow and held my gaze. I hated being bossed around but Cruz could tell me to lick his boot and I’d do it. 

“Damn,  didn’t  have  to  go  all  daddy  on  me,”  I  muttered,  shoving  food into my mouth. 

Drake finished his breakfast and gave me a quick kiss, mumbling about going  to  find  Knox  and  told  me  to  have  fun  with  Cruz,  and  Cruz  sighed once he was gone. 

“They’ll figure it out. C’mon, let’s go. I have something small to handle this morning then a sale this afternoon. You can tag along to both.” 

“What small thing?” I asked, his mouth curving into a grin. 

“Time to turn you into a thief, baby.” 



Knox

I slammed my fist into the wall once I was in my room, pain radiating up my arm that I ignored. Penn had to go, I didn’t fucking want her here. 

I’d  never  cared  about  Drake  fucking  girls,  we  both  did  regularly,  but there was something about her that was changing him. 

I loved him, he knew that, and I shouldn’t have to say it every morning and  smother  him  with  sweet  bullshit  to  prove  it.  We  had  great  sex  so  I didn’t understand the problem. 

He’d never spoken to me so dismissively before and when I noticed the soft touches he was giving her and the stupid look in his eye, I realized it wasn’t just sexual attraction between them, he was falling for her. 

He was good at charming people, but he rarely kept it up after sex. 

If  they’d  fucked  yesterday  and  he  was  still  climbing  all  over  her,  it meant that he really wanted her. 

The door opened and Drake leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms. 

“Are you done having a tantrum?” 

“We can fuck other people but we don’t date them,” I gritted out. “Shut the fucking door.” He stepped inside and did as I asked, but he didn’t step closer. “Is this your way to make me jealous? Use the princess? What more do  you  want  from  me?  You  know  I  love  you  so  why  do  I  have  to  keep saying it?” 

"Why  wouldn't  you  want  to?  I  tell  you  all  the  time  that  I  love  you.  I don’t think you’ve ever said it to me actually, so how would I know how you fucking feel?" he asked bitterly. 

"Am I supposed to buy you flowers and take you out for dinner too?" I snapped,  clenching  my  fists.  "We're  not  like  that  and  never  have  been. 

Things are fine how they are so why are you making it so difficult?!" 

He stared at me before shaking his head as if he was disappointed, his voice soft. 

"I just wish I mattered more to you. I don't want to hide our relationship, I'm proud that you're my boyfriend, but you're ashamed of me. I like sweet stuff like spending time together or cuddling while watching a movie, but you act like I'm trying to cut your balls off and put you in a dress. You can fuck me but a date is too gay?" 

"I don't want more than to fuck you. We’re just good in bed together," I bit out, stalking towards him and wrapping a hand around his throat. "Why isn't that enough anymore?" 

He shoved me back, his voice full of hurt that tugged at my chest. 

"Why aren't I enough? You don't love me, Knox. You love that I let you bend me over when no one's looking." 

"Hey," I said more gently as some of the anger left me, reaching out to take his wrist. "It's not like that, you’re important to me. No one knows you better  than  I  do,  but  I’m  not  into  the  fluffy  bullshit.  Where's  this  coming from? Is she putting this in your head?" 

He jerked back from my hold, and I saw when the defeat washed over him. 

"Penn’s given me more in the last day than you ever have. If you knew me at all, you'd know what the problem was and you'd be willing to meet me in the middle. I'm not asking you to let me shove my dick in your ass for once or marry me. I just want you to openly show the world I'm yours." His voice cracked and he opened the door, looking back at me. "I can't do this anymore." 

"Babe, don't—" 

"I said I'm done," he snapped, determination in his eyes as he glared at me, masking his hurt. "I won't let you use me anymore." He slammed the door,  leaving  me  staring  at  it  as  I  tried  to  figure  out  what  the  fuck  just happened. 

It  took  me  a  second  to  understand  that  the  little  fucker  had  broken  up with me, and pain filled my chest as I sat on the edge of my bed without taking my eyes off the door. 

I couldn't imagine not having him by my side. 

Sudden  rage  filled  me  and  I  let  out  a  roar  of  frustration,  shoving everything  off  my  bedside  table  before  putting  my  fist  through  the  wall again, throwing things around the room until I ended up dropping back on the bed and scrubbing my hands over my face. 

I wanted to blame Penelope, we were fine until that bitch got here, but deep down I was angry because I knew it was my fault. 

I'd lost him because I'd pushed his needs aside for months thanks to my own fucked up emotions. 



Penn

“You look hot in that,” Cruz murmured as we crept around the side of the building. It was mid-morning and he’d somehow gotten me past Stone and into the car. 

We were in Crestford, our bodies covered in all black, and we both had balaclavas on to hide our faces. Luckily we were on the edge of Crestford and Hawthorne Heights, or someone definitely would’ve called the cops by now. 

“I’m  glad  covering  my  face  turns  you  on,”  I  deadpanned,  his  body stiffening  as  we  heard  a  noise.  I  stayed  still  while  he  peeked  around  the corner, my heart rate increasing with excitement and fear. 

We  could  get  caught  and  arrested.  We  were  breaking  into  someone’s house to take a painting but Cruz swore it would be a two second job. 

He motioned silently for me to come closer and he let me peek around the corner to see what was going on. 

“What do you see?” 

I  observed  the  property,  not  noticing  much  other  than  the  car  in  the driveway was dirty. Cruz shuffled closer, moving beside me so he could see properly too while explaining it to me. 

“The  gate’s  wide  open.  Rich  people  don’t  have  dirty  cars,  they  make sure  the  staff  keep  them  clean.  There’s  multiple  sizes  of  shoes  on  the doorstep  meaning  there’s  more  than  one  person  who  lives  here,  and  the sound we heard is telling us that someone’s outside.” As if on cue, a man in a  crumpled  suit  wandered  into  view  from  the  other  side  of  the  house, speaking angrily into the phone. He stormed inside but left the door open, and  after  a  moment  he  walked  back  out,  slamming  the  door  and  heading towards his car. “That suit—” 

“It  looks  like  a  cheap  one,”  I  said  slowly,  starting  to  understand  the things Cruz wanted me to look for. “The dirty car means there’s no one here to wash it.” I started comparing the house to the one I’d grown up in, more things  making  sense.  “The  windows  look  basic  and  probably  don’t  lock. 

There’s  no  fancy  lock  on  the  door  so  it’s  doubtful  there’s  an  electronic security system. I don’t see any cameras either.” 

The man drove off in a huff, still on the phone, and the gate didn’t shut behind him. 

“Rich people try to keep others out, right?” Cruz chuckled, pulling back and standing. “He’s trying to be one of the rich but he’s failing. He’s most likely got rich friends and he’s faking it, or he’s slowly climbing the ranks with the rich and hasn’t got the funds for dumb shit like staff. In most cases we’d have to keep an eye on the house for weeks prior to learn patterns, but we planted surveillance over the road a while back. He lives alone, his wife and kids left him and he spends a lot of his time drunk or in the office. He doesn’t have a dog either.” 

“So we’re just getting the painting and leaving?” 

“Yep. In and out. Follow my lead. Don’t touch anything without gloves on either.” 

I gave him a flat look that I hoped he saw through my mask. 

“Says the thief who broke into my house with his buddy without a mask on, and you guys kept touching your hair and leaving DNA everywhere.” 

“See  why  Stone  doesn’t  like  me  and  Drake  on  jobs  together  without supervision?”  He  started  moving  along  the  wall  toward  the  back  of  the house, and I followed while glancing around. I was so paranoid of getting caught. 

Towns like this had security everywhere and if neighbors saw us they'd call the cops straight away. 

“Can’t  we  use  the  door?”  I  whisper-yelled  as  Cruz  wiggled  a  window loose and pushed it open, his amused eyes on me. 

“Where’s the fun in that? C’mon, I’ll give you a leg-up.” I didn’t want to go in first but I also didn’t want to be out here in case someone saw me, so  I  let  him  help  me  through  the  window  and  I  scanned  the  room  as  he climbed  in  behind  me,  his  hands  moving  to  my  waist  absently  as  he assessed  the  room.  “We’ll  look  upstairs  first.  Stay  close  and  try  to  avoid windows.” 

He walked ahead of me as we made our way through the quiet house, and I was impressed by how quiet Cruz’s steps were. I swore I found every squeaky  floorboard  in  the  entire  damn  house,  but  he  didn’t  make  a  single sound. 

Once upstairs he headed into the master bedroom, his eyes lighting up. 

“Bingo.” 

Collectables  lined  the  walls  and  he  walked  straight  up  to  a  painting, hooking it off the wall carefully. I frowned, tilting my head. 

“That’s what we’re here for?” 

“Yep. I know it doesn’t look like much but the buyer who requested it

—” 

“It’s fake,” I said without letting him finish, motioning to the signature in the bottom left corner. “Frank Elton only signs in the bottom right, and that’s cheap paint. He uses those fancy oil ones. Besides, his signature on here is a dark blue. He only used black.” 

“You’re sure?” he asked, eyeing me from behind his mask. I nodded and he put the painting back, taking my word for it. “Keep looking. That might be a decoy.” 

“Doubtful. That particular piece wasn’t duplicated. The real one’s in my father’s den. I told you to take it but you guys wasted time.” 

“Sorry,  I  was  a  little  freaked  out  about  kidnapping  you,”  he  muttered, glancing around the room. “Do you see anything valuable then?” 

“How  can  you  be  a  professional  thief  but  can’t  spot  value  or  original pieces?” I huffed, eyeing the shelves and other paintings. I pointed to a vase in  the  glass  cabinet,  walking  towards  it.  “That  looks  like  Caroline Mimianna’s work which can sell for millions of dollars and is quite sought after. The small painting beside it is also worth half a million.” 

“How do you know all of this if you were locked in your room all the time?” he asked suspiciously but he grabbed the vase as gently as possible, leaving me to grab the painting. 

“I  wasn’t  always  locked  in  my  room.  Besides,  my  father’s  business friends talk loudly,” I shrugged, following him into the room across the hall. 

There wasn’t much in there other than some old coins, so we grabbed them and headed back downstairs. 

We didn’t linger, slipping back out the window and along the fenceline, finding the hole we’d used to get in. 

We’d parked in Hawthorne Heights, so we made the short walk back to the  car  without  a  problem,  and  Cruz  placed  the  vase  in  a  padded  box, securing it in the trunk alongside the painting. 

No one batted an eye at us for walking around with masks on, but we did get a wave from some old woman from her porch as we climbed into the car. 

“What if she tells the cops about seeing us?” I enquired, and he let out a chuckle as he pulled the mask from his face. 

“Beatrice?  She’s  more  likely  to  tell  us  to  run  faster  while  causing  a distraction. The cops gunned her husband down in the eighties and besides, she’s born and bred Heights blood. You won’t find a single person in this town  who’d  willingly  call  the  cops.  Go  tell  her  what  we  took  and  she’d bake you some cookies.” He waved back at her before starting the engine. 

“Heads  up.  The  other  painting  we’re  selling  is  going  to  a  buyer  in Kingslake.” 

“If they’re a dirty old rich dude then you’d better have a good reason for being  with  me.  My  father  knows  everyone,”  I  warned,  nerves  tingling inside me. 

Once on the road he threaded his fingers through mine. 

“You’re an adult. Just say you moved out.” 

“Rich  circles  don’t  work  like  that.  If  anyone  knows  me,  they’ll  know I’m supposed to be married off to someone.” 

“You  really  think  anyone  who’s  buying  stolen  art  is  going  to  get involved in your personal business? They won’t want people knowing that they’re illegally acquiring art, so they don’t know you won’t tell your daddy or someone else.” 

I pulled my mask off now we were away from the house. “The rich are all criminals and they’re all aware of how things work. You’d be surprised how shameless those people are.” 

“If they even look at you funny I’ll take you back to the compound after threatening them,” he promised with a smile, kissing the back of my hand. 

“Relax.” 

I tried but it was really hard. For all I knew, my father would be at this house. 

I didn’t recognize the house we finally arrived at but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t know the person behind the door. It had been a long time since I’d been allowed to venture outside the property. 

Cruz held the painting under his arm while taking my hand in his free one,  walking  towards  the  massive  door  as  if  he  owned  the  place.  My stomach  dropped  when  Cruz  knocked  and  we  were  ushered  inside  by  the housekeeper, coming face-to-face with the man whose son I was supposed to marry. 

He looked me over before recognition flared in his eyes. 

“Penelope?” 

“Hey,” I said nervously, stepping closer to Cruz. “How are you?” 

His eyes dropped to our joined hands and he gave me a weird look. 

“I’m  surprised  your  father  allowed  this.”  He  lifted  his  gaze  to  Cruz, giving him a nod. “It seems you’ve knocked some manners into her at least. 

She needed it. I hope you didn’t part with too much money for her, she’s not as pure as Louis told us.” 

Cruz stepped forward, glaring at him. “Talk about Penn like that again and you’ll lose teeth. Here’s your painting.” He said he’d already been paid for it so I wasn’t surprised when he started walking back towards the door. 

“Penelope?” I turned to find the man’s son eyeing me with confusion, his gaze flicking between me and Cruz. “What are you doing here?” 

His father walked towards us and I let out a laugh. 

“Me? Nothing. Found a wife yet?” 

“No.  At  least  you  figured  out  how  to  put  pants  on  this  time,”  he frowned. “Your father said you were in a facility again.” 

I should’ve known he’d use that kind of bullshit. He loved playing the nuthouse card for sympathy. 

“No, I just decided it was time I moved out. Besides, I was nothing but a hassle for Louis anyway,” I said sweetly. “We need to go. There’s other rich criminals on our list today.” 

“Your father will be hearing about this. Although I’m not surprised that you’ve shacked up with someone like this,” Asshole senior said firmly, and Cruz scowled. 

“It’s not like he wants her.” 

“And you do?” 

“I don’t want her, I have her. Big difference,” Cruz snapped, tightening his hand in mine. “Come on, baby. Let’s go home.” 

They watched us leave, and Cruz gave me an odd look once we were back in the car, the anger gone from his face. 

“Who are they?” 

“That  was  the  guy  my  father  tried  to  marry  me  off  to,”  I  said  dryly, staring  out  the  window.  I  could  see  Dad’s  house  from  here  and  a  shiver rolled through me at the thought of being back there. 

“I  can’t  believe  rich  people  still  do  arranged  marriages.  If  it  benefits people and the two getting married have a connection I think it’s okay, but they can’t force you to marry a random guy as a business deal,” he scoffed, driving back towards Rawson Grove. 

“You guys are rich people,” I pointed out, not surprised when he gave me a dirty look. 

“I do my own washing and don’t need someone to drive me around. We might have money but we don’t really use it for more than keeping us out of prison and to buy all our electronic stuff. Money doesn’t buy happiness, you know that.” 

“No,  it  buys  drugs,  deception,  and  lies,”  I  mumbled,  Cruz’s  phone ringing  and  making  me  jump.  Cruz  sighed  before  pressing  the  answer button on the handsfree. 

“Yeah?” 

“Did you seriously take her with you?!” Stone barked. 

“We’re on the way back now. She’s got a good eye for authentic work. 

The piece we were supposed to take was fake but we found—” Stone hung up before Cruz finished talking, and I gave him the side eye. 

“Maybe him and Knox should have an angry fuck together. Might make them both feel better.” 

“You  really  need  to  stop  taunting  him,  even  though  it’s  fucking hilarious. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen Stone so wound up. When we get back, go straight to my room and let me deal with Stone. I’ll give him a detailed report about today and put in a good word for you. Stone’s a hard-ass but he respects actions and determination. You work hard and he’ll respect you. Trust me, he’s impressed that you don’t crumple when he tries to intimidate you,” he said warmly. “You did good today.” 

“I didn’t. I stepped on all the creaky stairs, my feet sounded heavy on the floor, and—” 

“You’re not trained to be stealthy, that comes with time. You weren’t as loud as you think you were, and that’s probably thanks to you sneaking out of daddy’s house regularly,” he teased. “I’ll teach you stealth if you teach me more about spotting legit art pieces. Deal?” 

“Are you going to tell me why you’re not good at that? You’d think it would be mandatory in your line of work,” I deadpanned, earning a grin. 

“I’m  better  with  tech  than  I  am  with  judging  art,  but  I  usually  have someone else with me. I was meant to take one of the others so you saved my ass by noticing the painting was fake.” 

My stomach did little flips at his praise and I smiled widely. 

“Thanks for letting me come with you. It was fun.” 

“I’ll see if Leah can help you with a few things. You two seem to get along well.” 

“Do  you  think  I  could  go  and  hang  out  with  her  some  time?  Like,  go shopping or something?” I asked unsurely, but he didn’t hesitate to nod. 

“Sure. Just let me know, you can take my credit card.” 

“Cruz—” 

“You  need  anything,  just  ask  for  the  card,  Penn.  I  don’t  use  it  much myself  so  I’m  glad  someone  has  use  for  it,”  he  cut  in.  “And  I’m  being selfish because she’ll take you shopping for sexy little outfits that I get to tear off you.” 

My pussy definitely liked that. 
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Cruz

“ARE  YOU  FUCKING  INSANE?!”  Stone  roared  as  I  walked  into  the  office, ignoring the few people who slipped out to avoid our argument. 

I shrugged, offering him the vase and painting. 

“Possibly, but humor me. Get these inspected and tell me if Penn’s right. 

She  said  a  few  mill  for  the  vase  and  half  a  mill  for  the  painting.  The painting we went to get was fake and I didn’t know.” 

“It wasn’t fucking fake!” 

“How  do  you  know?  What  do  you  actually  know  about  that  piece?”  I demanded,  dropping  down  into  a  chair  and  opening  some  of  the  security footage of the garage, watching some of the thieves unloading merchandise. 

“How many exist?” 

“One. It’s an oil painting and a distinctive piece of art,” Stone scowled, holding  the  vase  up  to  look  it  over  while  he  talked.  “That  client  was offering a lot of money, Cruz.” 

“Penn’s  father  has  the  painting  so  the  one  in  Crestford  can’t  be  legit. 

Penn also said the signature is supposed to be black and in the bottom right corner,  but  the  one  today  was  in  blue  paint  on  the  left  and  it  wasn’t  the fancy oil paint. She knows her shit, bro. She also knows a lot of rich people so  maybe  she  could  be  a  good  addition  to  the  team.  We  can  train  her  on stealth and I can even teach her some tech stuff.” I glanced at him to find him  thinking  hard,  some  of  the  fury  gone  from  his  expression.  “She’s fucking  good.  We  can  train  her  here  for  a  while  and  take  her  on  the  easy jobs,  then  she  can  work  her  way  up  the  old  fashioned  way.  Give  her  a chance, man.” 

“She doesn’t even know how to wash her own clothes. You expect me to let her loose in my organization? My brother built this and turned it into what  it  is  today.  I  won’t  let  her  ruin  that.  Princesses  don’t  belong  in  our world and you really need to take her home. Do you know how fucked we are if this goes south? What if she starts to worry about her dad and runs home  to  him?  She  might  spill  literally  all  our  secrets.  Then  we  have  a problem because it means we have to make her vanish. I don’t like killing people  if  I  don’t  have  to,”  he  muttered,  but  he  was  looking  thoughtful  so maybe there was a chance to change his mind. 

“Call the Psychos to kill people.” 

“Just because I like Beckett, doesn’t mean I want to get completely tied in with the crews. I work with them because they pay a lot for our tech and manpower  when  needed,  but  it  ends  there.  Owing  people  like  them  only leads to trouble,” he warned, putting the vase back in the padded box before raking  his  hands  through  his  hair.  “I  have  enough  shit  to  deal  with  and  I don’t need to be worried about the spoiled brat putting us at risk. Everyone here grew up on the wrong side of the tracks so we know their stance on cops and loyalty. Penelope is a scared little girl who’s most likely playing you. She’s getting her kicks with bad boys right now but she’ll grow tired of it.  I’m  not  being  a  dick  about  her  just  to  make  you  mad,  brother.  I’m fucking worried about you. For all you know she’s going to cry rape when she  runs  back  home  and  tell  everyone  you  kidnapped  her.  You  can’t  trust rich girls.” 

“I  believe  her  about  her  father  being  an  abusive  piece  of  shit.  She doesn’t want to go back.” 

“The one thing I’ve learned in all my years of being in this organization is that rich girls like money and familiarity. You’re nothing but a thrill for her  right  now  but  what  happens  when  things  go  bad?  What  if  she  gets caught breaking into a house? She won’t keep her mouth shut, she’ll freak out  about  going  to  prison  and  she’ll  call  Daddy  Dearest  for  a  lawyer. 

They’ll cut a deal where she gets out if she throws all of us under the bus.” 

“Her  father’s  telling  everyone  she’s  currently  in  the  nuthouse,”  I  said lightly, knowing he was likely to flip out for taking her to the meeting. “The rich  dude  who  bought  the  other  painting  is  the  father  of  the  guy  she  was supposed to marry.” 

“I’m  going  to  actually  kill  you  one  of  these  days  and  no  one  can  say they didn’t see it coming,” he bit out, jabbing a finger at the computer. “She

doesn’t go on jobs again. Train her on a few things here but she doesn’t test them out until I approve her. Understood? Don’t undermine me with this or all bets are off. I’ll drive her back to her house myself and explain that she ran away and tried to use her family name to buy our protection.” 

It was better than nothing. 

“Understood. Where’s Knox and Drake?” I asked, changing the subject before  he  could  go  back  on  his  word,  and  he  snorted,  giving  me  a  dirty look. 

“While you were playing cops and robbers with your girlfriend, Drake and  Knox  were  breaking  up  and  wrecking  the  compound.  Knox  smashed his room up and is currently beating up anyone who’ll take him on in the gym, and Drake’s here somewhere sulking. He hasn’t left but he’s not in his room.” 

I knew exactly where he’d be and I hoped Penn was soothing whatever emotional wounds Knox left him with. Drake was going to be a permanent part of my bedroom for a while, I just knew it. 

“I’ll check on him. Let me know how you go with valuing those,” I said as I motioned to the vase and painting, getting to my feet. “You really need to  get  laid,  dude.  You’re  way  too  tense.  You’re  getting  forehead  wrinkles from scowling so much.” 

“Fuck  off  before  I  throw  you  in  the  gym  with  Knox,”  he  grunted, pulling his phone from his pocket to most likely call one of the art experts on payroll. 

I left him alone, closing the door behind me before heading to my room and  letting  myself  in,  not  surprised  to  find  Drake  crying  against  Penn’s chest. There was no point in me asking if he was okay since it was obvious he  wasn’t,  so  I  locked  the  door  and  kicked  my  shoes  off  before  climbing onto the bed behind him. 

I dropped an arm around his waist to hug him but stayed quiet, letting Penn murmur comforting words. She seemed to be handling it fine on her own but I wanted him to know I was here if he needed me. 

I wasn’t into guys in the slightest and didn’t think a hug was going to change that. Drake needed affection and praise from literally everyone, so I knew how much a hug would mean to him. 

We didn’t move for at least an hour, and Drake only got up when Penn convinced him to have a soak in the bath. She gave me a quick kiss and said she’d bring him back when he was done, and I took the time alone to clean

my  room  a  little,  changing  the  bedding  and  clearing  some  space  in  my drawers for Penn’s stuff. 

I didn’t want her living out of bags but I also didn’t want to touch her things without asking, so I placed the bags in the corner for her to sort out herself. 

I took any dirty clothes to the laundry and put it in the washing machine before heading into the kitchen, finding Leah and Sandra there, Leah giving me a grin as she slid up to me while I rummaged through the cupboards for snacks. 

“So, what’s up with you and Penn? It’s not like you to be into rich girls, Cruz.” 

“My dick doesn’t discriminate,” I joked, giving her a smile. “I like her, sue me.” 

“And Drake too? That’s going to bring trouble,” she snorted. 

She  had  no  idea,  but  I  wasn’t  going  to  tell  anyone  about  Knox  and Drake. It wasn’t anyone’s business. 

“If you want dirty details, you’ll have to ask Penn. I have a favor to ask you actually. Can you make some time for her? She likes you and I think some girl time would be good for her.” 

“Glorified babysitting?” 

“No. Go do girl stuff like normal friends do. She mentioned shopping,” 

I  shrugged,  pulling  chips  and  candies  from  the  shelf  before  closing  the cupboard. “Maybe take her to a movie.” 

“Oh, so you want me to date her too?” she laughed, giving my shoulder a pat. “I’ll see what I can do. I won’t get arrested, right?” 

“She  doesn't  want  to  go  back  to  Kingslake  so  you’re  pretty  safe.”  I turned to Sandra. “Where’s your boyfriend at?” 

“Will’s in Blackwater with Jai. They wanted to get away from Knox. Do you  know  why  he’s  in  such  a  bad  mood?  He’s  beating  everyone  up,”  she huffed, and I chuckled. 

“He’s always in a mood. I’ll organize a phone for Penn so you guys can text  and  plan  shit.  She’s  mine  tonight  though,  you  got  that?”  I  asked  as  I turned to leave, and Leah giggled. 

“You’ve got it bad.” 

She had no idea. 



Drake

“I’m such a girl,” I bit out, swiping at my eyes as another tear leaked. I was  sitting  in  the  bath  with  Penn  between  my  legs,  her  head  back  on  my shoulder. 

I felt like such a little bitch for crying like I had. 

I’d  been  able  to  keep  my  emotions  in  check  until  she’d  walked  into Cruz’s room and read me like a book, asking what was wrong. I just let it all out like a damn tsunami. I wasn’t too worried about Cruz witnessing it, he thought crying was a healthy way of handling emotions. 

As usual, he’d known exactly what I’d needed when he’d joined us and just hugged me. 

Why  couldn’t  I  have  been  attracted  to  a  nice  guy  like  Cruz?  My dumbass just had to fall in love with the angry bastard who didn’t need shit from nobody. 

“You’re  not  a  girl.  Men  can  cry,”  Penn  replied  softly,  taking  my  hand and  lifting  it  to  her  mouth,  kissing  my  knuckles.  “You’re  hurt,  you’re allowed to be upset. I’d cry too.” 

“How about a blowjob to cheer me up?” I joked, making her laugh. 

“I  mean,  if  it  would  help  I’d  do  it,  but  I  have  a  feeling  it  would  just make you feel worse.” 

“How could anyone be sad with their dick down a pretty girl’s throat?” I chuckled but it sounded hollow. 

She stood, water cascading down her body as I stared at her sweet ass, and she stepped out before motioning for me to shuffle forward. 

“Scooch.” I did as she asked and she sat down behind me, sliding her legs  along  mine  and  pulling  me  back  against  her  chest.  I  melted  as  her fingers dug into my shoulders to massage me, her voice quiet. “You don’t need to pretend with me. I’m not going anywhere.” 

“Promise?”  It  wasn’t  fair  to  ask  but  I  was  weak.  I  couldn’t  stand  my ground with Knox if I lost her too. 

“I  promise,”  she  answered,  kissing  my  neck  while  continuing  to  work out the knots in my muscles, and we didn’t leave the bath until the water was cold. 

She insisted on drying me and I watched her silently. She took so much care, and her soft touches were warming my chest and easing some of my pain. 

I  couldn’t  fuck  her,  not  right  now,  but  I  was  grateful  to  have  her  here comforting me without question. 

Once we were both dry and dressed we headed back to Cruz’s room to find him setting up a movie. He’d already gotten snacks and I noticed a few beers on the bedside table too. 

He glanced up with a grin, looking so damn proud of himself. 

“Hey. I figured we could lock ourselves in here for the rest of the day. 

Pizza for dinner?” 

“Can we order some fried chicken too?” I asked, and he ruffled my hair playfully. 

“Sure. Penn’s in the middle this time though. As much as I love a good bro-snuggle, I really want to get some sneaky titty grabs in.” 

“Understandable.” 

Penn giggled, jumping in the bed to get comfortable, and they filled me in on their morning. I was surprised when Cruz mentioned that Stone had given him permission to train her. 

Penn’s eyes widened and a huge smile spread across her face. 

“Really? He said that?” 

“As long as you don’t go on jobs until he approves it. I’ll teach you all about tech and stuff,” he winked, chuckling as she dove at him for a kiss, and I couldn’t help but study Cruz. 

Cruz  loved  women  and  he  spent  a  lot  of  time  flirting  with  them  and getting them into bed, but I’d never seen him like this. Sure, he had friends who were girls, but he was invested in Penn. This wasn’t just fun for him, he had feelings involved. 

He  was  relaxed,  completely  infatuated  with  her,  and  he  kept  touching her in little ways that he probably didn’t even realize he was doing. 

He met my gaze and gave me a look, not voicing his question out loud. I gave him a small smile, grabbing the chips and snatching the remote. 

“Let’s watch this movie before you two get horny and end up fucking.” 

Cruz  smirked  but  kept  his  mouth  shut,  and  Penn  gave  me  the  most innocent look I’d ever seen. 

“I thought you liked watching porn?” 

I had no problem watching Cruz rail her but I wasn’t in the mood right now. 

“Any other time I’d be down but I’m in a snuggling mood,” I answered, and she immediately let it go, curling into me and kissing my chest. 

“When you want a show, let me know.” 

I could work with that. 



Penn

Both Drake and Cruz ended up on jobs for the following two days and they were exhausted each night when we went to bed. I wasn’t sure if Stone was keeping them busy to be a dick, or if it was always like that. 

Knox avoided me which I was grateful for, and Stone glared at me over breakfast and stomped around like an asshole, but at least he wasn’t yelling at me. 

Leah was babbling about some new store that opened in Crestford that she wanted to check out, and Cruz didn’t even say anything as he slid his credit card across the table to me. I frowned but he pinned me with a look to just take it, so I slid it into my pocket and thanked him. 

I didn’t like spending his money but I liked the idea of being able to buy my own clothes without someone telling me what I was allowed to get. 

Stone muttered something about me spending money but Cruz gave me a wink. 

“Make sure you get something sexy that I can tear off you with my teeth later.” 

“Cruz!”  I  exclaimed  as  people  started  chuckling  around  the  table,  my face burning with embarrassment. 

“What?  They’ll  hear  us  anyway,”  he  teased,  getting  to  his  feet  and moving behind me, kissing the top of my head. “Have fun. Make sure you have lunch too.” 

“I will,” I smiled, someone wolf-whistling as Cruz dipped down to kiss me. 

Drake  was  still  hurting  from  Knox  and  hadn’t  wanted  more  than cuddles, but he kissed my cheek before following Cruz from the room. 

Stone gave tasks to some of the other thieves before turning to me, his voice sharp. 

“Keep  a  low  profile  and  don’t  do  anything  stupid.  If  you  get  into trouble, I’m not letting the guys bail you out.” He dropped a phone into my hand, surprising me. “The only people you can text and call are the numbers I put into it. Cruz, Drake, and Leah are your options.” 

“You’re  giving  me  a  parent  controlled  phone?”  I  deadpanned,  making him shrug. 

“Take it or leave it. You’re lucky I spent time organizing it for you at all.” 

I frowned when I touched the screen but nothing happened. 

“How do I make it work?” 

“You  don’t  know  how  to  use  a  phone?”  he  scoffed,  his  brow  creasing when I shook my head. 

“Dad never let me have one.” 

I gave him a dirty look as he snatched it back, pushing a skinny button on the side to power it on. 

“That’s on and off. This other one is volume. Leah can show you how to text  her.”  He  shoved  it  back  at  me  and  Leah  gave  him  a  salute  before  he stalked off, and she let out a whistle. 

“He  really  doesn’t  like  you,  huh?”  She  took  the  phone,  pressing  the message  option  and  showing  me  how  to  use  it,  and  Jai  gave  me  a  weird look. 

“You honestly don’t know how to use that? I thought all rich girls had the latest technology.” 

“Not  this  one.  Besides,  I’m  not  rich,  my  father  is,”  I  pointed  out, sending a practice text to Leah. She grinned at me, wiggling her eyebrows. 

“Now we’ve figured that part out, I say we take that credit card and give it a work out.” 

“Oh,” I said uncomfortably, looking away from her. “I don’t think we should. It’s Cruz’s. I was just going to get some stuff that I need.” 

“I was joking, but good to know you’re not looking for a replacement daddy,” she said with a lop-sided smile. 

Jai had some kind of job to do, and Will had planned on taking Sandra out  for  lunch,  so  Leah  and  I  set  off  on  our  own  for  the  day.  We  blasted music as we drove towards Crestford, and I loved the feeling of freedom. 

My hair whipped around my face in the wind and Leah sang loudly along with the radio. 

I knew some of the songs but not all of them. 

“You’ll love it in here. They have the best dresses,” Leah exclaimed, my nose scrunching as we climbed from the car. I hated dresses. I didn’t want to feel like the princess people thought I was. 

I wanted jeans, hoodies, maybe some band tees. Everything my father would never approve of. 

Leah must have seen my face because she smiled and hooked her arm through mine as we walked towards the store. “Or we can look in here for me  then  I  can  take  you  to  Ashburn  Valley?  They  have  some  wicked streetwear stores.” 

Leah was in heaven once we stepped inside. 

She grabbed so many different types of dresses, and her arms were full by the time we reached the dressing rooms. I waited for her to show each outfit off to me, and I had to admit, I was having fun. 

She did convince me to buy one dress but it wasn’t anything like what my father dressed me in. It was a short cocktail dress, and I knew it would look good on me with the right shoes. 

“The  croissants  here  are  to  die  for,”  Leah  beamed  as  she  steered  me towards  a  cafe  once  we’d  unloaded  all  the  shopping  bags  into  her  trunk, familiar smells hitting me all at once. 

Estelle  loved  baking,  and  for  the  first  time  since  I’d  been  taken,  I  felt homesick.  I  hated  the  thought  of  what  might  have  happened  to  her  once Dad returned to the house to find me gone. 

He probably blamed her for letting me out. 

“You okay?” Leah asked, snapping me out of it, and I gave her a small smile, trying to push those thoughts from my head. 

“Yeah,  it  just  smells  like  my  housekeeper’s  cooking  here.  Made  me think of her.” 

“You  don’t  talk  about  your  family  much,”  she  observed,  sympathy filling her eyes. “But you seem fond of your housekeeper. Was she nice to you?” 

My stomach twisted as I nodded, my eyes running over the menu as we sat at a small table. 

“Yeah, she’s like a mom to me. She tried to look after me as much as she could but Dad made it hard. She snuck me food sometimes when Dad was punishing me by not letting me eat, and she’d always talk to me when I needed company.” 

“I bet she misses you.” 

“I miss her too,” I murmured, wishing there was a way I could tell her I was alright, but knowing Stone wouldn’t allow it. “So, what’s good to eat here?” 

I had to change the subject before I got emotional. 

“Trust me, the croissants. Get an iced chocolate too.” I took her word for  it  and  ordered  the  same  as  her,  glancing  at  my  phone  as  a  message dinged. 

Cruz: Having a good day? 

Penn: Just having an early lunch, then heading to Ashburn Valley. How about you? 

Cruz: Why are you going to Ashburn? 

Penn: Streetwear. You didn’t think I’d love to play dress up like a princess, did you? 

Cruz: I think you look perfect in just my shirt. 

Penn: You say that now, but you’ll like your surprise more. 

Cruz: Surprise? 

Penn: Do you prefer black or red in lingerie? 

Cruz: Black lace. Get both though because Drake wants to see you in red. 

I giggled, and Leah raised an eyebrow at me. “What’s so funny?” 

“Cruz and Drake apparently like different colors on me,” I said lightly, making her laugh. 

“Are you sexting right now?” 

“No.”  She  took  my  phone  and  read  the  messages,  smirking  as  she handed it back. 

“Yes you are.” I glanced down at my phone to see a new message from Cruz, my face heating. 

Cruz: Doesn’t matter what color I guess. I’m only going to slide those panties down your legs and stuff them in your mouth to keep you quiet while I feast on your pussy. 

Penn: Leah saw that. 

Cruz: The whole compound’s going to know anyway once I slam my cock into your tight cunt. 

“Jesus Christ,” I mumbled, shoving my phone into my pocket without replying, and Leah gave me a knowing look. 

“You’re one lucky bitch. I wish I had evening plans of being railed by Cruz.  I  bet  you  get  a  bunch  of  orgasms.  He’s  a  people  pleaser  with something to prove. He’d have a low-key praise kink too I think. Call him a good boy and see what happens.” 

“Cruz  knows  he’s  good  at  what  he  does,  Drake’s  the  one  who  needs reassurance,” I said without thinking, her eyes lighting up. 

“I need juicy details right now.” 

“I don’t really have any. I’ve only slept with Drake once.” 

“But  aren’t  you  all  bunking  in  together?  I  heard  that  Drake  and  Knox broke  up,”  she  said  curiously,  our  conversation  going  on  pause  as  the waitress brought us our food and drinks. 

Once she’d walked off, I gave Leah an unsure look. 

“We’re  friends,  but  I  don’t  want  to  discuss  the  guys'  private  stuff.  It’s none of our business.” 

“I  respect  that,  sorry.  I’m  really  nosey,”  she  grimaced,  tearing  off  a piece of her croissant and popping it into her mouth. “I’ll give you spicey details of my sex life if you want?” 

“You’re seeing someone?” I asked with surprise, making her grin. 

“It’s just casual, we’re not dating.” 

“Who?” 

“Jai. We hooked up at a party once and it became a regular thing.” She sipped her drink before continuing, her voice lower. “That man makes me see Jesus.” 

“Why  don’t  you  date  then?”  I  loved  casual  hook-ups,  but  if  it  was consistent, it made sense to just date. 

“We both like fucking other people too much,” she shrugged. “We fuck when it’s convenient but we don’t like each other in a romantic way. We’re just friends. You, on the other hand, definitely have some crazy vibes going on with your guys.” 

“I really like them,” I smiled, picking at my food. It tasted really good, but  part  of  me  wished  the  guys  were  with  us  too.  It  felt  weird  just wandering around without one of them. “I’ve never dated before. I’ve only ever had one night stands.” 

“Even your first time?” 

“Yep.  I  just  wanted  to  get  rid  of  it.  Lowered  my  resell  value,”  I deadpanned, her hand sliding across the table to give mine a squeeze. “I’m sorry your family sucks.” 

“I don’t know anything else so it’s fine. Was a fun way to say  fuck you to my dad too,” I chuckled, and she laughed but it sounded forced, putting me on edge. 

She didn’t change her expression, but she spoke quietly as if we were still trading secrets. 

“Don’t turn around but there’s a guy watching us. He came in after us and he was also lingering outside the dress shop.” 

“You  think  he’s  following  us?”  I  asked,  sipping  my  drink  and  playing the role of a calm person but on the inside I was freaking out. “Should I text Cruz?” 

“He won’t cause a scene here. Crestford cops will get here before you hang up the phone from making the report. Finish lunch and we’ll go.” 

“What if he follows us to the car?” 

“Get straight in and I’ll lock the doors. He shouldn’t chase after us or he’ll  draw  attention  to  himself.  We  should  have  time  to  get  away,”  she replied, draining her drink and flicking through her phone casually to keep his suspicions down. 

Anxiety  clawed  at  me  but  I  managed  to  finish  my  food,  checking  my own phone to find a message from Drake. 

Drake: Cruz has eyes on you and all our cars have trackers installed. 

Penn: He’s here? 

Drake: Cruz can hack into anything. He’s on the computer keeping an eye on you through surveillance cameras. You have clearance by the door so head to the car. 

Penn: Any idea who he is? Or if he’s following me or Leah? 

Drake: He’s a deadman, and he’s following you I think. Trust Leah, she’s one of us and she’ll get you out of there. 

“Let’s go,” Leah grinned, waving down the waitress to pay, and once we were ready to go, she hooked her arm in mine and walked me right past the man who was sitting at the table by the door. 

I forced myself not to make eye contact, and a shiver rolled through me as I heard his chair scrape on the floor once we were outside. 

The walk to the car was fine, and I relaxed a little once we were locked inside. 

“I can see him in my mirror. He’s hanging back to see where we go,” 

Leah said as she took her time putting her seatbelt on. 

“Where  do we go? We can’t lead him back to the compound,” I stated, and she started the car and flashed me a smile. 

“I feel like a drink, don’t you?” 

“Now’s not really the time, Leah.” 

“Nonsense,” she chuckled, driving towards Hawthorne Heights. 

Sure enough, a car soon trailed behind us and I checked my phone again to find a message from Cruz. 

Cruz: They know you’re coming. Ditch the car when you get there and they’ll bring you back to the compound when it’s safe. 

“Where  are  we  going?  Cruz  said  they  know  we’re  coming,”  I  said slowly. 

“Devil’s  Dungeon.  They  should  fuck  off  once  they  realize  it’s  a  crew establishment.  Not  many  people  fuck  with  the  Devils  or  the  Psychos  so bringing  heat  to  their  door  isn’t  something  people  want  to  do,”  she answered,  glancing  in  her  rearview  mirror.  “This  guy’s  alone  so  I  doubt he’d  be  stupid  enough  to  try  and  snatch  you  right  in  front  of  Hunter Rivera.” 

My  leg  bounced  nervously  for  the  rest  of  the  drive,  and  my  stomach dropped  when  the  car  behind  us  turned  into  the  parking  lot  at  Devil’s Dungeon, a black van appearing behind it. 

“They’re following us and they’ve got company.” 

“Good.  They  just  got  themselves  trapped,”  Leah  answered  brightly, parking and switching the engine off. 

The  van  stopped  in  the  entryway  to  block  the  guy  in,  and  my  eyes darted around the perimeter. It was surrounded by a tall fence, so my stalker had nowhere else to go. 

“What if he shoots me?” I whisper-yelled. 

“He won’t get the chance. C’mon.” 

We climbed from the car and I turned to face the guy who’d followed us,  the  idiot  not  realizing  he  was  trapped.  He  stalked  towards  us  with  a sadistic smirk, but a sudden wall of leather moved in front of me, their back to me. 

“Can I fucking help you?” 

I recognized the voice as one from last time I was here, so I relaxed and tried  to  peek  around  him  to  see  what  was  happening.  The  stalker  was glancing around, suddenly realizing he was cornered. 

“Uh,  hey.  I  don’t  mean  to  bring  trouble  to  your  doorstep,  but  that  girl needs to come with me.” 

The van doors slammed as some of the Bloody Psychos approached us, and one gave me a bored look. 

“Do you know this guy?” I shook my head and he returned his gaze to the man in front of us. “Seems she doesn’t know you. I think you’ve got the wrong girl.” 

“Penelope Whitlock. She’s from—” 

“I know where she’s from,” the man shielding me said sharply, stepping closer to the man. “I also know she’s a grown-ass adult. If you get in your car and leave without a problem, I won’t shoot you. How does that sound?” 

“But—”  A  gun  clicked  and  my  eyes  widened,  but  Leah  was  grinning with  amusement.  I  didn’t  see  how  this  was  at  all  entertaining.  The  last shoot-out had sucked balls. “Okay! Jesus, dude. You don’t need to be such a

—” 

A single shot rang out and I scrambled backwards, as the man fell to his knees  with  a  scream.  Nausea  swam  through  me  as  I  stared,  pressing  my hand to my stomach as it twisted violently. 

The  Psychos  grabbed  him  and  started  dragging  him  towards  the  van, one of them heading toward the man’s car. 

I  watched  them  all  leave,  and  the  guy  in  front  of  me  turned  around, giving me a quick once over. 

“You good?” 

“Peachy. Sorry, I didn’t know Cruz would call you,” I apologized as I tried to calm myself, earning a small smile in return from him. 

“It’s nothing, keeps me amused. We met last time you were here but I doubt you remember much. I’m Hunter.” 

“Penn.” 

“I know all about you,” he chuckled, motioning to the door. “Sit inside for a little while. I’m dealing with something, then I’ll take you both home. 

Take anything out of the car that you want to keep, we’re scrapping it.” 

“Why?” 

“Stone doesn’t want it back at the compound.” 

I  glanced  at  Leah  and  she  shrugged,  grabbing  her  shopping  from  the trunk. 

“I guess we’re not going shopping for you today. Sorry, Penn.” 


“I  just  want  to  go  home  where  there’s  no  crazy  stalkers,”  I  laughed nervously, but deep down I was trying to come up with reasons as to why that  man  had  been  following  me.  He’d  seemed  familiar  but  I  couldn’t remember where I’d seen him before. 

Hopefully there weren’t any more. 
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Penn

HUNTER TOOK us back to the compound without any problems, dropping us off  at  the  door  and  waiting  until  we  were  inside  before  leaving.  Drake almost  knocked  me  over  as  we  entered  the  living  room,  and  I  dropped Leah’s bags as he took my face in his hands to assess me for damage. 

“Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine,” I smiled, the worry in his eyes starting to vanish. He pulled me against his chest, kissing my temple. 

It felt nice having someone worry. 

“You’re staying home for the rest of the day and you’re not leaving my sight.” 

“Wrong,” Stone muttered as he walked in, seeming to check me over for injury too before continuing. “You and Knox need to go to Blackwater.” 

That wasn’t fair and Stone knew it. If he thought putting them together was going to fix everything, he was going to be mistaken. 

“You’re not serious,” Drake said dryly, turning to face Stone. “You put me with Knox?” 

“Whatever  bullshit  you  two  are  fighting  about  can’t  get  in  the  way  of business. Get used to it,” he scoffed, his eyes sliding to Leah. “You’re going up north with a bunch of the others, so offload your bags in your room and get packing.” 

“For how long?” Leah groaned, his fists clenching by his sides. 

“Just do as you’re told. Why is everyone suddenly arguing with me?” 

He looked at me, his lips curling into a sneer. “You, get in the office.” 

“Yes  boss,”  I  said  sweetly,  picking  up  Leah’s  bags  from  the  floor  and handing them to her before giving Drake a quick kiss and walking towards

the hallway. 

“Even  the  princess  can  follow  instructions,  so  the  rest  of  you  need  to take a page from her book!” Stone barked, his footsteps thudding after me. I had no idea what he wanted but he seemed pissed as he shut the door and pointed at me. “What the fuck happened today? I want a complete report. 

Start to finish.” 

I  dropped  down  into  a  chair  by  one  of  the  computers  and  crossed  my arms, ignoring a few of the others who were in the room. It seemed most of them  were  acting  like  we  didn’t  exist  anyway,  probably  for  their  own safety. 

“We were in a cafe in Crestford and—” 

“Which one?” 

“I  don’t  know,  Leah  said  it  was  good  so  I  took  her  word  for  it,”  I shrugged, his face turning thunderous. He stalked closer, placing his hands on the armrests to lean over me. 

“Always take note of where you are. The people around you or at least landmarks  if  you’re  unsure.  You  were  at  the  Golden  Star  Cafe  on  Main Street. Where did you sit?” 

“At a table like a normal person.” 

His hands slammed down on the armrests hard, making me jump. 

“You were in the second last table on the left side of the building. Your back was to the door, there was a couple having breakfast three tables over, a mother and child at the counter, and three people were there on their own, at tables two, six, and eight. There were two waitresses and one chef, and it was  two  minutes  after  you  guys  sat  down  that  the  man  following  you entered  the  building.  You  left  at  five  past  twelve,  the  man  left  within seconds,  and  then  the  Psychos  started  tailing  you  as  you  entered  Ashburn Valley. You arrived at Devil’s Dungeon at—” 

“Okay,  I  get  it!  But  you  had  time  to  study  the  cameras,  I  didn’t!”  I snapped, shoving at his chest but he hardly budged. “I can’t remember all that shit!” 

His  fingers  wrapped  around  my  throat  as  he  glared  down  at  me,  his voice low. 

“That’s  the  report  Leah  texted  me  while  you  two  were  at  the  bar.  I asked,  she  answered.  A  thief  always  knows  their  surroundings  and  they always  take  in  details  that  don’t  seem  important,  but  might  be  later.  The Night  Thieves  don’t  just  steal  shit,  Princess,  we  do  protection  details  and

occasionally help the crews. We have a permanent target on our backs but no  one  really  knows  who  we  are  either.  We’re  a  silent  organization  that’s slowly climbing the ranks to become something huge in the underground. If you  intend  on  staying  here,  you’d  better  learn  fast  what  it  means  to  be  a Night Thief. Next time I ask you for a report, you’d better reel details off like your life depends on it.” His grip loosened a fraction but he didn’t let go.  “You  want  me  to  see  you  as  more  than  a  spoiled  princess?  Fucking prove  yourself.  I  don’t  take  anyone’s  word,  I  need  to  see  proof.  You’re staying here tomorrow, I’m teaching you to shoot.” 

“You’re  not  worried  about  me  shooting  you  in  your  sleep?”  I deadpanned, and I swore amusement flashed in his eyes. 

“If  you  can  sneak  up  on  me  in  my  sleep  and  shoot  me,  you’re  more skilled than I thought. Knox can’t catch me off guard, so you can’t. Have fun trying though, but remember if I catch you standing over me with a gun to  my  head,  that  you’d  better  pull  the  trigger  fast.  You  won’t  like  what happens if you hesitate.” He let me go and stepped back, his voice lighter. 

“Cruz, she’s all yours.” 

I  didn’t  understand  until  I  realized  Cruz  was  sitting  at  one  of  the computer’s in the back, eyeing us carefully. 

“You didn’t have to be such a dick about it,” Cruz muttered as he got to his feet and started towards me, and Stone snorted. 

“That was me being nice and you know it. Go over the videos with her, show her everything she missed, then test her. She won’t make it with us if she can’t fucking remember shit.” 

He gave me a dirty look before leaving the room, and Cruz slid his hand around the back of my neck, his thumb stroking my skin as he peered down at me. 

“Considering  he’s  rattled  about  you  girls  having  a  tail,  I  think  he handled that quite well.” 

“Why does he care if someone takes me? His problems would be gone then,” I huffed, a smile curving his lips. 

“No  offense,  but  he  doesn’t  care  about  you,  he  cares  about  his organization  being  compromised.  We  were  like  ghosts,  no  one  knew  who we  were,  but  then  we  were  pulled  out  of  hiding  by  Lopez  to  help  his friends. Now all the crews know we exist and we started selling our goods face-to-face so we’re not so invisible anymore. Visible thieves aren’t good, so you can imagine how stressed it’s making him. Come look at the footage

and tell me what you see.” He pulled me to my feet and steered me towards the  computer  he’d  been  working  on,  and  he  sat  down  before  pulling  me onto his lap. 

“Is this the footage from today?” I asked, and he nodded as he opened multiple recordings and spread them over a few monitors. He pressed play on the one of us arriving in Crestford, and I spotted the man’s car straight away. “That’s the guy.” 

“Good.  Now  watch  the  whole  thing.”  The  man  had  been  watching  us the whole time and the thought turned my stomach sour. He seemed to be on his phone a lot, his eyes trained on us. “Leah noticed him already by this point,  she’s  looking  at  things  on  racks  that  face  the  windows  so  she  can keep an eye on him discreetly.” 

“How do you know she actually saw him? Maybe she’s just browsing.” 

“She’s doing as much as she can with her training. Eyes on windows, she  looked  around  at  exits  and  cameras,  and  in  this  next  part  she  starts walking around beside you instead of just wandering. She knows he’s there and  she  also  knows  that  you  don’t.  She  didn’t  want  to  scare  you  and  risk you making a scene, so she kept a silent eye out and let you shop in peace. 

Once  you  guys  sat  down  for  lunch,  she  told  you  because  she  had  no choice.” 

“Why did we stop for lunch if there was a crazy guy following us?” I muttered, making him chuckle as his lips brushed my neck. 

“Leah  loves  girl  time  for  starters,  but  she  also  would’ve  been  testing him to see if he was just being a creepy perv, or if he was actually following you guys. It also gave her time to sit down and text me without making it obvious.” 

He continued to point out little things as we watched the entire ordeal, and I cringed when it got to the part where the Psychos dragged the man away and put him in the van. 

“What’s going to happen to him?” 

“It’s better you don’t think about it.” 

I interpreted that to mean the man was already dead or wishing that he was, so I changed the subject. 

“Can you see everything on these cameras?” 

“You  bet.  We  can  hack  into  anything,”  he  grinned,  opening  other screens to show me random places in live view. A gas station I’d seen in Stoneleigh,  a  coffee  shop  in  Ashburn  Valley,  and  even  a  private  home  in

Kingslake. “This is how we stake out a lot of jobs and learn routines. We’ll watch  a  property  for  weeks  before  going  in  and  taking  shit.  We  hack security,  shut  things  down,  and  get  in  and  out  without  any  evidence  left behind. That’s how we fucked up with you. You didn’t leave the house so we didn’t know you were there. There’s no proof you exist so we kept an eye on your father and Estelle. That’s it.” 

“I’m  glad  you  guys  fucked  up,”  I  said  softly,  threading  my  hands together on my lap, and he tightened his arms around me and pressed his lips to my neck just below my ear, moving higher to nibble on my earlobe. 

“I’m glad we fucked up too.” His fingers wound through my hair and tugged my face around awkwardly to kiss me, and he let out a groan when I bit his lip. “We can learn more later. Break time.” 

I giggled as he stood, forcing me to wrap my legs around him, and he carried me from the room and along the hallway. I left kisses and bite marks on his neck, my fingers tight in his hair. 

“Shit, we need condoms,” he said with a sigh, and I pulled away from devouring his neck to give him a grin. 

“Bedside drawer. Drake stocked up.” 

“Thank  fuck,”  he  answered  with  relief,  shoving  the  door  open  and locking it behind us. 

He  placed  me  on  my  feet  and  started  stripping  me  down  to  my underwear, dropping to his knees and kissing across my panties. I wanted to shy  away  since  I’d  been  out  all  day  sweating,  but  he  slowly  pulled  them down  my  legs  and  parted  my  pussy  with  his  fingers,  dragging  his  tongue across my clit and making me let out a shaky breath. 

I blindly reached for the wall closest to us to lean on, parting my legs more to give him better access, and I looked down to find his eyes already on me, my core tightening from the intensity of it. 

“You look so hot right now,” I murmured, his eyes flashing with heat as he  licked  and  sucked  harder,  sliding  a  hand  between  my  legs  to  push  a finger inside. My legs were going weak but I knew I wouldn’t fall over. 

He’d keep me upright. 

As if sensing my worry he pulled back and guided my back to the wall, giving me a wink. 

“Hold on. I’m not stopping until you come on my face.” 

“Promise?”  I  purred,  earning  a  smirk  from  him  before  he  dipped  his head  between  my  legs  again,  encouraging  me  to  drop  a  leg  over  his

shoulder so he could get deeper. I was panting for him, my leg shaking as it held  me  up,  and  I  was  glad  Cruz  had  some  kind  of  hold  on  me  or  I would’ve collapsed by now. “Fuck, I’m close.” 

My eyes remained on his as he went faster, setting a pace that had my muscles  tightening  and  my  fingers  threading  through  his  hair  as  I  started grinding on his face to chase my release. 

He  didn’t  try  to  keep  control,  letting  me  move  my  pussy  all  over  his face  until  I  came,  and  only  then  did  he  take  back  over,  prolonging  my climax as I cried out. 

“The next one’s going to be on my fucking dick,” he stated as he stood, and I got on tiptoe to lick my juices from his chin. “You really like tasting your own cunt, don’t you?” His fingers dipped between my legs to pump in and out a few times before he lifted them to my mouth. “Suck my fingers, baby. Show me how much you love to taste yourself.” 

I  did  as  he  asked,  swirling  my  tongue  around  them  and  pushing  them down the back of my throat, his tongue wetting his lips as he watched me. 

I  unbuttoned  his  jeans  without  breaking  eye  contact,  moving  us  back towards  the  bed,  and  he  pulled  his  fingers  from  my  mouth  to  kiss  me hungrily.  Cruz  was  gorgeous  naked,  the  skull  and  crow  tattoo  across  his chest doing something to my insides as I watched him. He started removing my bra, leaving us both completely naked as his lips explored my shoulder and throat. 

I ran a hand up his chest and he caught my wrist, lifting my hand to his mouth to kiss my knuckles. I loved how sweet he was, but I wanted hard and passionate. 

“Fuck me from behind?” I begged, and I didn’t have to tell him twice. 

He tugged me onto the bed, his hands going to my hips to put me where he  wanted  me,  and  I  peered  over  my  shoulder  to  watch  him  tear  open  a condom wrapper. 

He rolled it on, shuffling closer and lining himself up with my soaked entrance, taking his time to sink into me, and his fingers bit into my hips as he forced himself to be gentle. 

It burned a little thanks to my previous tumble with Drake, but it felt so fucking good. 

My hands fisted the blanket as he pulled out and pushed back in again, his hips meeting my butt cheeks with every thrust. 

“You ready to scream for me, baby?” he murmured in my ear as he laid over my back, getting his dick deeper somehow. “My cock’s going to leave an imprint on your fucking cervix by the time we’re done.” 

“I can take it,” I said confidently, a shiver running down my spine as he kissed my neck. 

“I know you can.” 

The first hard thrust made me gasp in surprise, but I didn’t have time to recover before he was slamming in and out of me, his hands bruising my waist and his teeth biting into my shoulder. It was wild, out of control, and exactly what I needed. 

If Stone was mad at me before, he was definitely cursing me out now that I was screaming his fucking compound down. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck!” I cursed, encouraging him to go harder, my pussy  squeezing  him  as  he  brought  me  closer  to  another  orgasm.  It  was right  there  but  it  wasn’t  happening,  so  Cruz  moved  his  hands  to  my shoulders and pulled me back onto him roughly, a growl leaving him and showing me just how alpha-male he could be. 

“Give it to me, Penn. Strangle my cock with your pussy. Fucking come for me.” 

“I can’t!” I sobbed, my body burning for release but not falling over the edge. 

He kept one hand on my shoulder, his other sliding around my front to tweak my nipple. The sharp sting made my pussy clench but I still couldn’t come. 

“It’s so close, isn’t it? I can feel how tight your muscles are getting,” he murmured, surprising me when he pushed me down flat on my stomach. I jerked as the blankets pressed against my clit, and he held my hips hard as he fucked into me as deeply as possibly, my climax hitting so hard and fast it made my ears ring. 

His  arms  shook  and  he  waited  until  the  last  minute  to  pull  out,  warm cum hitting my back and making me huff out a breath. It was seriously hot to  think  about  him  marking  me,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  fuck  without protection. 

“I thought you had a condom on?” 

“Felt it break. Your pussy’s good, but I’m not coming in you,” he panted as he leaned down to playfully nip my shoulder. “Sorry, I’ll clean it up.” He moved  off  me  and  I  glanced  back  at  him  to  see  the  broken  condom  still

hanging off his dick. “I’m clean but I can get proof if you need it,” he said as he noticed me looking at him. “I don’t fuck anyone without protection.” 

“You didn’t get any in me, right? I’m not on anything,” I cringed, and he  leaned  over  to  stroke  my  damp  hair  from  my  face,  giving  me  a  quick kiss. 

“I didn’t think you were so no, I pulled out in time. We can get you on something  if  you  want  but  no  pressure.  I  don’t  mind  using  these,  they’re usually more reliable,” he chuckled dryly, pulling it off and tossing it in the bin. “I’ll use lube next time if I’m going that hard.” He snatched one of his shirts  off  the  floor,  wiping  my  back  clean  before  rolling  me  over  and draping himself over my front. “Did I hurt you?” 

“I think we should do it again later. Next time I want you to finish on my chest.” 

“You liked that?” 

“I do,” I grinned, threading my arms around him and tangling our legs together. He hardened against my pussy, a groan of frustration leaving him. 

“We need to get dressed before I slide right back in there.” 

“Put  a  condom  on  and  we  can,”  I  answered  slyly,  rubbing  my  pussy against him and kissing his neck. He grabbed my chin and forced my lips to his, his tongue teasing mine as his free hand kept him braced above me. 

The head of his dick pressed against my pussy, and I almost told him to just fuck me raw. 

Luckily, he hadn’t lost his fucking mind like me. 

“We  gotta  stop,  babe,”  he  chuckled  against  my  mouth,  pulling  back before we could do something we’d regret. “Get your naughty little hands off me, I can’t think straight.” 

“We can fuck again later though, right?” 

“As long as you ride me.” 

“Sold.” 
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Drake

I  COULDN’T  BELIEVE Stone had put me and Knox together on a job. It was awkward as fuck and I couldn’t concentrate. I nearly got myself eaten by a damn dog that I hadn’t noticed at the property, courtesy of my head being in the clouds. 

Knox hadn’t said much, being more than happy to drive and ignore me, and it wasn’t until we were driving home that he spoke. 

“I’m sorry.” I didn’t respond at first and he let out a huff. “Drake, I’m sorry.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it,”  I  mumbled,  staring  out  the  window,  refusing  to meet his gaze. “You just want me to forgive you because you want to get laid.” I whipped my head around as he slammed on the brakes in the middle of the road, yanking on the emergency break. “What the fuck, Knox?” 

“I do fucking mean it. I can’t stand not sleeping beside you.” 

“More like you can’t stand me sleeping beside  her.  She didn’t steal me from you, or sway my choice. You’re the one who did this. You wouldn’t fucking listen to me and made me feel like my emotions were stupid.” I was proud  of  myself  for  being  strong  about  it,  and  I  could  tell  my  words bothered  him  when  he  took  a  deep  breath  to  calm  himself  before answering. 

“Of course I hate the thought of you sleeping beside her. You’re mine, Drake. I don’t like that she means so much to you. I can see it, you really fucking like her. Are you and Cruz both dating her?” 

“It’s not any of your business. Can you just drive? I want to go home,” I said  firmly,  my  heartbeat  hammering  as  he  grabbed  my  chin  to  stop  me looking away. 

“Do you love her?” 

“I could. If I could love anyone in the world, I’d wish it was her. Do you know why?” I demanded, mentally patting myself on the back for keeping my  voice  steady.  “Because  she  gets  me.  She’s  in  tune  with  my  emotions, she knows when I need comfort, and she wants to know all the little things about me. Loving you has given me nothing but self doubt and insecurities. 

You make me feel like I’m not enough. That’s not what love is, Knox. I  am enough,  and  Penn  isn’t  afraid  to  scream  that  from  the  rooftops  to  let everyone know.” I shoved his hand off me, looking back out the window. 

“Drive, or I’m getting out and walking.” 

He didn’t move until I went to unclip my seatbelt, his voice soft. 

“I’m sorry I made you feel like that.” 

The car started moving again and I let out a slow breath, blinking hard to avoid crying. My chest was tight, and I distracted myself by texting Penn to see how she was. 

She replied almost instantly with a photo of her and Cruz curled up in bed together. 

Penn: We miss you. When are you coming back? 

Drake: Just coming into Rawson now. Have you two been banging? You’ve got sex hair. 

Penn: Chances are high. 

I shouldn’t have liked that he’d been railing her while I was gone, but it made me smile for some stupid reason. 

Drake: Next time, film it for me. 

Cruz: Hurry up and you can participate in round two. 

Drake: Be there in five. 

I wasn’t sure I was up for it, but naked cuddles sounded good. 

I slid my phone into my pocket, noticing Knox glancing at me every so often. He didn’t say what was on his mind, but I had a feeling he knew who I’d been texting. His knuckles were turning white on the steering wheel and his jaw was clenched, but he didn’t speak. 

Once back at the compound he parked in the garage and I had my door open  before  he’d  even  switched  off  the  engine.  I  made  a  beeline  for  the

door that led inside, finding Stone talking to a few of the others in the living room. 

He briefly looked at me, his voice flat. “I see you survived.” 

“Pull that shit again and I’m done,” I hissed, intending on walking off but he grabbed my bicep. 

“Whatever you two are fighting over—” 

“We’re not fucking fighting, Stone! We broke up!” I seethed, not caring that I was blasting my business. I wasn’t the one who was ashamed of it. 

“Why would you do that to me, knowing I’m hurting?” 

He had the decency to look ashamed of himself at least. 

“I wasn’t doing it to hurt you, I was trying to fix it.” 

“You’d  have  to  give  Knox  a  fucking  personality  transplant  for  that  to happen,”  I  bit  out,  sensing  Knox  join  us.  He  handed  the  jewelry  over  to Stone, not meeting my eye. 

“Put me with Drake again and you’ll lose teeth.” He stalked off, and I pulled back from Stone’s grip. 

“You  can’t  fix  it,  Stone,”  I  said  as  I  shook  my  head,  walking  in  the direction of Cruz’s room to get away from everyone’s prying eyes. 

I opened the door and the frustration left me instantly as Penn smiled at me, her body draped over Cruz’s. I was pretty sure they were still naked. 

“Hey. We’re going to watch a movie. You in?” Penn beamed, reaching a hand out to me. Cruz flipped the blanket back beside them, silently inviting me  in,  and  I  stripped  down  to  my  boxers  before  sliding  under  the  covers. 

Penn  had  panties  on  but  that  was  it,  her  bare  leg  moving  to  rest  over  my waist as I shuffled closer. 

She frowned, cupping my cheek. “What happened?” 

I thought I’d done well to hide my mood, not wanting to put a damper on theirs. 

“Knox just wanted to apologize and I flipped out at him. I don’t want to talk about it.” 

“Do  you  want  a  distraction,  or  some  time  alone?  We  can  leave,”  she offered,  coming  to  me  without  hesitation  as  I  hauled  her  on  top  of  me  to give her a quick kiss. 

“I’m fine, I’m just in a mood. I feel better already,” I mumbled, hugging her tightly. “I just needed this.” 

I probably ruined their plans, but they were more than happy to just lay in bed for the evening. I nodded off halfway through the movie, not waking

up until the next morning. 



Penn

Drake wanted to mope in bed so Cruz headed into the office to stake out a  house  on  the  cameras,  leaving  me  to  have  breakfast  alone.  It  was  after nine so most people were already gone for the day, but I sure as fuck wasn’t expecting Knox to walk in and demand my attention. 

“I need to talk to you.” 

“I’ve  literally  just  woken  up,  can  you  yell  at  me  later?”  I  whined, scowling  as  he  grabbed  my  bicep  and  started  pulling  me  from  the  room before I could even make a damn coffee. “Knox, I’m not in the mood.” 

“I’m  not  talking  to  you  where  anyone  can  hear  us,”  he  growled, dragging  me  down  the  hallway  to  his  room  and  shutting  us  inside.  “You have to help me.” 

“I don’t have to do shit,” I threw back, crossing my arms tightly. 

“Please?”  It  pained  him  to  say  that,  I  could  tell.  “I  need  to  fix  things with Drake.” 

“Can  you  tell  everyone  you  love  him?”  It  was  a  simple  question,  one that made him scrunch his nose. “Then don’t bother trying. You’re wasting his time.” 

I went to leave but he grabbed my throat and slammed me back against the door, his frustrated eyes on mine. 

“He’s mine, Whitlock. Don’t fuck with me, or Stone will be the least of your problems.” 

“Get your fucking hands off me!” I hissed, yanking at his wrist but he didn’t budge. “Let go!” 

“Drake’s  soft,  can’t  help  falling  for  the  needy,  but  I  see  right  fucking through you. You’re going to leave him high and dry the moment you can,” 

he sneered, his dark brown eyes burning into me. “You want to leave? I’ll help  you  get  out  of  here.”  I  stopped  fighting  for  a  second,  the  tempting thought flickering in my head. I’d love to get as far away from Kingslake as possible, but could I leave Drake and Cruz behind? “That fact that you’re thinking about it tells me all I need to know.” 

“When you’ve been abused your entire life, you’d want to run too,” I bit out, flinching slightly as he put his lips against my ear. 

“You don’t know me, Whitlock, so don’t pretend you do. Every single person in this compound has a dark past that they’re trying to escape. You think  you’re  the  only  damaged  person  here?”  His  fingers  flexed  on  my throat but he didn’t move. “Welcome to the real world, where no one gives a fuck about your scars because everybody has them.” 

“The reason no one gives a fuck about scars is because damaged people have learned not to need anyone,” I murmured, his body going rigid as my fingers curled in the front of his shirt. “Maybe stop acting like a brick wall and let people in for once. You might be surprised how much people give a fuck.” 

He yanked back with a snarl, his fist smacking against the wall beside my head but I was done with his intimidation. I kicked my foot out, making him stumble, and I quickly slammed my fist up under his chin. 

He was so surprised that he almost fell back, his furious eyes on me. 

“Oh,  you’re  done  playing  the  meek  little  princess?  It’s  about  fucking time.” His fingers tangled in my hair as he jerked my head back, yanking me  closer  to  avoid  raising  his  voice.  “Drake  and  Cruz  are  so  blinded  by your pussy that they don’t notice how fucking fake you are. You’re just a cock hungry whore and you’re using them. You’d throw us all under the bus if it meant saving yourself, Stone’s right about that.” 

“Who  hurt  you?”  I  demanded,  his  eyes  narrowing.  “Who  hurt  you  so badly that you decided hating the world was the best alternative?” 

He slammed my back against the wall, his jaw clenched so tight that I was surprised his teeth didn’t break. 

“You  want  to  know  how  fucking  damaged  I  am?”  I  stiffened  as  he pressed against me, his dick as hard as a rock in his pants. “My hate for you makes me hard. I want to ruin you. Use you. Make you realize how little you matter.” My breath caught as his hand dropped between us to cup my pussy  firmly.  “I  want  to  fuck  the  life  right  out  of  you  then  leave  you bleeding  on  the  fucking  floor,  because  that’s  what  you  deserve  for  taking him from me.” 

“You  think  you  can  hurt  me  by  using  me?”  I  asked  dryly,  holding  his gaze.  “Casual  sex  is  all  I  know,  I  like  it,  so  go  ahead  and  fuck  me  if  it’ll make  you  feel  better.  It  won’t  change  the  fact  that  Drake  left  you  though and it won’t make him come back.” 

“It’s your fault! We were fine until you got here!” he roared, losing his temper. 

“You  mean  he  put  up  with  your  shit  until  someone  made  him  realize what he was worth? Drake craves love, even you know that, so don’t be a selfish prick if you’re not willing to give it to him,” I gritted out, shoving him but he didn’t move this time. “If you’re going to hate-fuck me, hurry up. I have things to do today and you’re wasting my time.” 

He looked torn for a moment before turning me around and smacking my face against the wall, pinning me there as he pressed his erection against my ass. 

“You really are just a thirsty whore, begging for everyone’s cocks.” My heart beat harder in my chest as he grabbed the back of my sweats, tugging them  to  my  ankles  and  almost  tripping  me  as  he  yanked  them  off  me, tossing them aside. He ripped my shirt as he forced it over my head, leaving me completely exposed and at his mercy. “You thought you were damaged before? Wait until I’m finished with you.” 

A chill ran down my spine as he forced the head of his dick between my legs,  a  burning  pain  starting  since  he  didn’t  bother  warming  me  up  first, edging in further and further until he was all the way inside. 

Luckily all our fighting had made me wet, or it would’ve been so much worse. 

“I’ve been broken by experts,” I whispered, peering over my shoulder at him. “But feel free to try.” 

“You sure you want that? I won’t stop until I’m done.” 

“That’s a little rapey.” I gasped as he pulled out and slammed back in, his voice low with warning. 

“You’re the one who came in here offering your pussy to monsters you don’t know.” 

He’d dragged me in here, but I didn’t have time to remind him before he was fucking me so hard I winced. He definitely wasn’t aiming to get me off, he was punishing me, taking out his anger on my pussy, and he didn’t hold anything back. 

A  pained  cry  left  me  and  it  only  made  him  go  harder,  sweat  quickly coating us as he gripped the back of my neck tightly, his fingers pressing against the sides and making my head feel light. My back was bent at an awkward angle and my spine screamed at me with every punishing thrust. 

I panicked when I realized he didn’t have a condom on, and I tried to pull away. “Condom!” He ignored me, keeping me against the wall without slowing down. “Knox!” I knew it was too late when he growled and slowed

down, his cock pulsing inside me as he finished. “Why didn’t you fucking pull out?” I demanded, as he stepped back, but the rage was still all over his face. 

“Get out and clean yourself up. You’re a fucking mess,” he said instead, and I balled my fist and hit him in the chest. 

“I told you—” 

“And I fucking told you I wasn’t stopping. Run off to your boyfriends and show them what you did,” he snarled, understanding dawning on me. 

If he thought me fucking someone else was going to put a dent in my sex life with the others, he was in for a rude surprise. 

“You’re a dick.” 

“You  think  so?”  he  asked  flatly,  bending  down  to  grab  my  pants  and shirt, shoving them at my chest before grabbing the back of my neck and steering me towards the door. “How about now?” 

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I exclaimed but he opened it and pushed me into the hallway, my naked body on display for everyone to see as his cum dripped down my thighs. “Knox!” 

I clutched my clothes to my chest, glancing around and noticed one or two people looking back at me, witnessing my humiliation. 

“You’re lucky it was my load I shot in you and not a fucking bullet. Run while you can, Whitlock. Next time I won’t leave you breathing,” he said sharply, fixing his pants before stepping into the hallway with me, making sure  anyone  around  knew  exactly  who  I’d  just  been  with.  “You’ll  do anything for a quick fuck, won’t you?” 

“You’re  just  mad  because  the  guy  you  love  wants  nothing  to  do  with you,” I said loud enough for our small audience to hear. “I don’t know what you  thought  this  would  achieve,  but  all  you  did  was  fuck  me.  It  won’t change anything. You’re a shit lay too.” 

I was such a liar but bruising his ego was the quickest way to hurt him. 

“Watch your back,” he bit out before stepping back into his room and slamming the door, and I jerked as someone touched my waist. Cruz’s eyes burned into me as he yanked his shirt over his head, forcing it over mine to cover me. 

“Tell  me  right  fucking  now  if  you  wanted  it,  or  I’m  kicking  his  door down and killing him.” 

“I  wanted  it,”  I  said  softly,  cringing  as  more  cum  leaked  from  me.  “I need to clean up though.” 

Cruz’s eyes dropped to my thighs, his eyes widening when he must have seen the moisture between them. 

“He fucking came in you? Jesus, Penn. You’re bleeding.” 

“Your friend’s a dick,” I grumbled, glancing at the other people at the end of the hallway. A small crowd had grown and Cruz blocked their view of me as much as possible. 

I  wasn’t  ashamed  of  fucking  Knox,  I  was  just  embarrassed  that  he’d thrown me out like this. 

Cruz looked back at them and snarled, sending them all running, and I leaned into him as he dropped an arm around my waist. 

“Let’s clean you up then talk about this. Are you hurting?” 

“I’m fine.” 

“No you’re not,” he argued, his face softening as tears burned my eyes. 

Emotions were hitting me all at once and I didn’t know how to handle them. 

My body ached, Knox’s hate clashing with Cruz’s kindness, and I felt sticky and  gross.  “Hey,  I’ve  got  you.  We’ll  get  you  some  fresh  clothes  then  you can have a shower. I’ll come with you.” 

I  nodded  to  avoid  talking,  letting  him  steer  me  towards  his  room,  and Drake was on his feet in seconds when he saw me. 

“What the fuck happened?” His hands cupped my face so tenderly that more  tears  burned  my  eyes,  and  he  didn’t  hesitate  to  pull  me  against  his chest. “Baby, talk to me.” 

“Knox  fucked  her  and  threw  her  out  into  the  hallway  naked,”  Cruz offered, stroking my hair for a moment before rummaging in my bags for fresh clothes. I really needed to unpack it since he’d cleared space for me. 

“He fucking came in her too. She’s not covered.” 

“Did he hurt you?” Drake asked tightly, one of his hands sliding to my waist. “I know how mean that prick can be in the bedroom.” 

“I can handle it,” I said firmly as I cleared my throat, but Cruz snorted. 

“She’s bleeding.” 

“Show me,” Drake ordered and I couldn’t help but cringe. 

“But—” 

“I  don’t  care  about  the  mess  he  left  behind.  I  want  to  check  you  for damage. If you’re bleeding it means he’s torn something. You might need medical  help  to  avoid  infection.”  He  dropped  to  his  knees  in  front  of  me, lifting  the  shirt  to  expose  me  to  him.  I  sucked  in  a  breath  as  he  didn’t hesitate  to  run  his  fingers  through  the  mess,  his  voice  gentle.  “Open  your

legs more for me.” I did as he asked, but Cruz saw the discomfort on my face. 

“You’re hurting her, dude. Let her wash up and find some ice for her. It might help.” 

“Rinse off in the shower then have a cool bath, I don’t think it’s too bad but  you’ll  be  sore  for  a  few  days,”  Drake  murmured,  looking  up  at  me. 

“Trust  me.  Knox  never  fucks  someone  without  a  condom  other  than  me, and we’re both clean, but—” 

“She’s  getting  tested  anyway.  Our  condom  broke,”  Cruz  said  as  he crossed  his  arms.  “Unlike  Knox  though,  I  used  my  brain  and  pulled  out before finishing.” 

“It’s his way of being an asshole.” 

“What’s  he  going  to  fucking  do  when  she  gets  knocked  up?”  Cruz hissed, and I raked my hand through my tangled hair and blew out a breath, pausing when Drake answered. 

“Knox is infertile.” 

I felt bad for being relieved, but I couldn’t help it. 

“Since  when?”  Cruz  asked  slowly,  telling  me  this  wasn’t  public knowledge. 

Drake shrugged, looking uncomfortable for spilling his secrets. 

“He found out a few years ago.” 

I  could  tell  there  was  a  story  behind  it  but  I  didn’t  pry.  Knox  was  a private person, and if Cruz hadn’t known, then it was obviously something Knox had trusted Drake with. 

“I think he assumed it would make us fight,” I said quietly, cringing at Drake. “I’m sorry.” 

“As long as you were okay with it. If you weren’t and he pushed you into it—” 

“I  promise,  I  told  him  to,”  I  said  quickly,  not  wanting  them  to  fight more. 

He  gave  me  a  small  smile,  not  giving  a  shit  as  he  literally  stuck  his blood  and  cum-soaked  fingers  in  his  mouth  and  licked  them  clean  before replying. 

“I  know  how  tempting  that  fucking  asshole  can  be  so  I  don’t  blame you.” 

“You’re not mad at me?” 

“Why would I be?” He frowned. “We’re not together, Penn. You can see who you want.” 

“It’s Knox though,” I mumbled awkwardly, guilt nipping at me. “Fuck, I shouldn’t have—” 

He kissed me, his arm wrapping around my lower back to pull me close, the faint taste of Knox hitting my tongue. 

Cruz chuckled, gently sliding an arm between us to pull me back. 

“Bathroom. I guarantee you’re way too sore to have a round with Drake right now.” 

“I  was  just  going  to  lick  the  cum  and  blood  from  her  pussy,”  Drake groaned, smirking when I moaned. “I hear a soothing tongue bath helps a tender kitty.” 

“One, don’t call it a kitty, you weirdo. Two, leave her alone. You stay here  while  I  clean  her  up,”  Cruz  instructed,  and  as  much  as  Drake  was tempting me, I also knew I needed to leave my poor, beaten  kitty alone. 

“I guess I’ll go get some ice,” Drake grumbled, kissing my cheek. “I’m honestly not mad at you. I’m used to me and him not being exclusive so it doesn’t  bother  me  if  you  hook  up  with  my  besties.  I’m  pissed  at  him  for using you like that though.” 

“Don't fight with him. You’re both hurting right now.” 

“Go  and  cool  your  pussy  in  the  bath  and  make  Cruz  give  you  a massage,”  he  answered  instead,  slipping  from  the  room  and  making  me sigh. 

“He’s going to fight with him, isn’t he?” 

“Yep.” Cruz took my hand, tugging me towards the door. “Shower, cool bath, and massage.” 

“Yes,  Daddy,” I scoffed, making him grin as he steered me towards the bathroom. 



Knox

Fucking her had been stupid. My room smelled like her, my dick was still sticky with our cum, and for some fucked up reason, I wanted to fuck her again. 

She’d taken me so well, her cries bouncing off the wall as I destroyed her  cunt,  and  my  dick  jerked  at  the  thought  of  her  returning  to  Cruz  and

Drake with my cum running down her legs. 

I  was  laying  on  my  bed  staring  at  the  ceiling  when  Drake  shoved  the door open, his angry eyes finding me instantly. 

“What the fuck were you thinking?” 

“I  was  thinking  it  was  a  good  day  to  tear  some  pussy  apart,”  I deadpanned, sitting up and smirking at him. “I hope I didn’t break her too bad.” 

“She  claims  it  was  consensual,  so  was  it?”  he  spat,  anger  and  pain filling me as he glared at me from across the room. 

“You  think  I  raped  her?”  I  stood,  stalking  towards  him  and  slamming the door shut so no one could hear us. “You know me. Why the fuck would you even ask me that?” His fist hit my cheek and I had to dodge a second one,  grabbing  his  wrists  to  stop  him  hitting  me.  He  fought  me,  trying  to break free from my grip but failing. Drake was strong, but not as strong as me. “Why the fuck would I rape her, Drake?!” 

“To hurt me!” he shouted, his chest rising and falling rapidly. 

I shoved him back, letting out a dry laugh. 

“You think I’d rape someone to get to you? If I wanted to hurt you I’d just bend you over and fuck you until you begged me to stop. Don’t want to admit your innocent little girlfriend could want my cock?” He went to hit me again so I shoved him down on the bed and straddled him, pinning his arms down. “Hit me again and see what happens.” 

“You going to force yourself on me?” 

“Don’t fucking tempt me. We both know you love it when I hold you down  and  take  what  I  want.”  It  was  always  consensual  and  I  knew  if  I grabbed  his  dick  right  now  he’d  melt  for  my  touch.  Just  because  he  was angry with me didn’t mean he didn’t want my touch. 

“I just need you to say it, Knox,” he said softly. “Tell me you only did what she asked for.” 

“I  gave  her  plenty  of  warning  before  fucking  her.  She  knew  what  she was  in  for  when  she  offered  to  let  me  take  my  mood  out  on  her  cunt.”  I leaned  down,  our  faces  close  as  I  added,  “I  hope  you  and  Cruz  enjoy  the taste of me when she sits on your faces later.” 

I thought he’d get mad but he gave me a small smile. 

“I cleaned her up, don’t worry.” That made my dick jerk and he fucking felt  it  by  the  way  his  eyes  flashed  with  heat.  I  liked  the  thought  of  him

eating my cum out of her pussy but it wasn’t something that was going to happen between the three of us. 

I wasn’t going to get in bed with them and act like I wanted her. What we’d just done had been out of spite and nothing more. 

“Tell your girl to stay out of my way or next time I’ll make her watch while I tear your ass in half.” 

“She’d probably like it,” he said offhandedly. “Now get the fuck off me. 

I need to get some ice.” For some reason his kindness burned into my chest painfully. 

I hated how much he tended to her. 

I grabbed his chin between my thumb and finger, my lips brushing his as I spoke. 

“I hope you’re fucking her right, or don’t be surprised when she sneaks out of your bed and into mine. That little princess is a closet slut and she loves a firm hand.” 

“I  guess  that’s  something  you  have  in  common  then,”  he  answered without hesitation, swatting my hand away. “You’re both in the closet.” 

“I’m  not  fucking  gay,  Drake,”  I  snapped  as  I  sat  back,  and  the  little fucker grinned up at me, raising an eyebrow. 

“Your hard cock against me says otherwise.” 

“Go  tend  to  her  before  I  decide  to  teach  you  a  lesson,”  I  gritted  out, climbing off him, but that just amused him more. 

“Oh,  bending  me  over  will   definitely  make  you  feel  straighter.  Good idea.” He left the room, glancing back at me and not bothering to hide the tent  in  his  pants.  As  much  as  Drake  loved  praise,  he  loved  being  thrown around in the bedroom too. “And just so you know, blowing your load in her only opened up the conversation about your sperm being dead, so that wasn’t the smartest idea.” 

“You fucking told her? That was private!” I barked, his shoulders lifting in a half shrug. 

“I didn’t explain it, I just let them know they didn’t have to rush her off to the clinic or something.” 

“Cruz  knows  too?”  Embarrassment  and  rage  hit  me,  and  I  considered dragging  Drake  back  into  my  room  and  fucking  his  ass  raw  so  that  he couldn’t  sit  down  and  gossip  at  tea  parties  for  a  while.  “That’s  not  your business to discuss.” 

He sighed, running his fingers through his hair. 

“It is when you drag your business into mine. Penn’s mine and Cruz’s business,  so  I  told  her  because  she  had  a  right  to  know  you  hadn’t  just deliberately knocked her up.” 

He looked so mad at me for that, and I stayed silent as he shut the door to  go  and  fuss  over  Penn,  leaving  me  to  put  another  fucking  hole  in  my wall. 
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Penn

I’D  ONLY  JUST  GOTTEN comfortable in bed between Drake and Cruz when Stone shoved the door open, giving me a flat look. 

“Why aren’t you ready?” 

“For what?” 

“Gun training. I told you about it yesterday. Get the fuck up or I’ll drag you down to the gun range in whatever you’re wearing under that blanket,” 

he answered, giving Cruz a dirty look. “Aren’t you supposed to be running surveillance?” 

“I was until Knox—” Stone didn’t let Cruz finish. 

“If  Penelope  is  stupid  enough  to  get  naked  for  Knox,  that’s  her  own problem. She surely didn’t believe they’d snuggle afterwards,” he scoffed. 

“She’s lucky he didn’t nail her in the hallway.” 

“He hurt her,” Drake stated but Stone was sick of the argument already. 

“You have two seconds to get the fuck up and walk out that door, or I’m dragging you. I won’t ask again, Penelope.” 

I  didn’t  want  the  asshole  to  see  me  naked,  he  didn’t  deserve  that  shit, but  I  climbed  out  of  bed  anyway  and  strolled  towards  him,  putting  my hands on my hips in front of him. 

“Satisfied, boss?” 

“Put some fucking clothes on,” he demanded, and Drake groaned. 

“Does she have to?” 

Stone glared at him while I wandered to my bags and bent over, taking my time to find some clothes before getting dressed. Cruz was smirking at me, knowing exactly what I was up to, but he didn’t mention it. 

“Can we come too?” Cruz asked, his eyes leaving me to look at Stone. 

“We’ll be good.” 

“No.  You’ll  distract  her.  You  want  me  to  treat  her  like  everyone  else? 

Then do shit my way,” Stone warned, and I noticed he was still watching me as I slid my pants up my legs. 

I smiled, giving him a wink. 

“If  you’re  a  good  boy  I  might  even  blow  you  to  put  a  smile  on  your face.” 

Stone stalked out, muttering about me being a cunt under his breath, and I gave the guys a quick kiss before jogging to catch up to Stone who was almost at the front door. 

“Where are we going? Don’t you have a shooting thingy here?” 

“Yes, but not inside where we all sleep,” he scoffed, not slowing down to  let  me  catch  up.  “We  need  to  work  on  all  your  skills.  Guns,  knives, combat, all of it.” 

“Ask Knox, I have a good hit.” 

“I’ll believe it when I see it.” 

“I’d show you, but you’d get mad at me for attacking you,” I teased, and he turned to stare at me as he grabbed the door handle to open it. 

“You can actually fight? Penelope, the few times you tried to attack any of us, you failed. You got a cheap shot in that first day, that’s all.” 

“I  used  to  sneak  out  to  Stoneleigh  for  classes.  I  just  didn’t  want  you guys to know what I was capable of.” I had to talk to Cruz about sneaking me  out  for  lessons  because  I  really  enjoyed  them.  “Couldn’t  show  all  my cards too early, right?” 

“Where in Stoneleigh?” 

“There’s  an  old  warehouse  on  the  edge  of  Stoneleigh  and  Kingslake. 

I’ve been going for years.” He watched me for a moment before nodding, holding the door open for me to walk ahead. 

“I  know  the  place.  How’d  you  pay  for  that  shit  without  your  father finding out?” 

He thought he’d caught me out in a lie, I could see the look in his eye of victory. 

“I didn’t pay with money. I paid with information. Living amongst the rich  means  I  know  lots  of  gossip  about  those  in  higher  society.  Ask  me about any family and I can probably dig up dirt on them.” 

He  steered  me  behind  the  warehouse  and  towards  a  large  trapdoor, opening  it  and  encouraging  me  to  walk  down  first.  I  hesitated,  the  door space suffocating me before I’d even stepped foot inside, but Stone rolled his eyes. 

“A few steps in and the lights automatically come on. Hurry up. You do know we’re called the Night Thieves for a reason, right? We do a lot of jobs in the dark. If you can’t handle that—” 

“I can handle the dark when it’s not boxed in,” I hissed, slowly stepping down and blinking against the light as it turned on. 

Once  I  knew  Stone  wasn’t  going  to  lock  me  in  here  in  the  dark,  I relaxed, his footsteps sounding behind me as we descended the stairs. 

“Tell  me  about  your  father  then,”  Stone  continued  as  if  we  hadn’t changed the subject. “What are his secrets?” 

“You  want  illegal  activity?  Betrayals?  The  safe  code  is  six-two-two-seven-zero-five if you want it. It’s in his office,” I said without missing a beat,  noticing  a  flicker  of  surprise  cross  his  face.  “What?  He’s  a  piece  of shit. I hope you guys go back and get everything else.” 

“You’re something else,” he muttered, eyeing me for a moment before walking  towards  a  cupboard  and  opening  it,  pulling  out  a  small  handgun. 

“I’m not letting you near the snipers until you’ve mastered one of these.” 

He shoved it into my hands and slapped earmuffs over my ears, turning me to face a target wall once he had his own on, shouting instructions. “Loosen your  shoulders  and  brace  your  legs  apart  more.  These  don’t  have  nasty recoil but a little thing like you would probably still go flying backwards.” 

“Dick,”  I  huffed,  doing  as  he  said.  I  stopped  fucking  breathing  as  he stepped in behind me so that his chest was to my back, helping me hold the gun and aim it. 

“Focus, Penelope,” he growled close to my ear. “Breathe in, then slowly release it as you squeeze the trigger.” It was difficult to focus with his dick rubbing against my ass but I tried, missing literally all the targets. “Focus!” 

“It’s hard!” 

“Bullshit. Point and shoot, that’s literally it,” he bit out, letting me go. 

“Go on, try again.” I tried three more times but kept missing, making him growl. “You’re fucking hopeless.” 

“Fuck you, asshole. We can’t all be trained machines like you. Some of us grew up in cages,” I spat, stumbling as he snatched the gun from me and put it away, yanking the earmuffs off me too. 

“You don’t know shit, Princess. All you have to do is listen to what I say and do it. Stop talking back, stop making excuses—” 

“I’m trying! Stop being a dick and give me a chance!” I threw back, and I swore he was going to burst a blood vessel in his forehead. “No one even likes  you  and  this  is  why.  You  bark  orders  and  demand  respect  but  you don’t give any. Is this why your family wants nothing to do with you? Even they're sick of your shit.” He turned and stalked up the stairs, making me snort. “Yeah, go cry about it!” 

It  felt  good  to  piss  him  off  until  the  lights  went  out  and  I  heard  the trapdoor open, the sunlight shining down at me. 

“Want  to  be  a  tough  bitch,  Penelope?  Stay  here  in  the  dark  until someone comes and finds you.” 

“Don’t  you  fucking  dare,”  I  said  sharply  but  my  voice  cracked  with terror. 

“Fuck you,” he snorted, shutting the door and locking it, blanketing me in darkness. The pure panic that consumed me had me scrambling for the stairs and I tripped on them as I crawled up them to avoid falling down to my damn death, bashing on the door when I couldn’t open it. 

“Stone!  This  isn’t  funny!  Let  me  out!”  I  couldn’t  hear  anything,  my mind racing as I realized this place was sound proof. “Stone!” I screamed and hit the door harder but he didn’t open it again. 

He’d left me here. 



Cruz

“Did Stone say he was going anywhere?” one of the guys asked as he pointed to one of the computer screens. Stone stalked into the garage and climbed into a car on the security footage, tearing off like his ass was on fire. 

He  looked  pissed,  and  worry  rolled  through  me  when  I  couldn’t  see Penn anywhere. 

The footage wasn’t live and the time stamp said he’d left half an hour ago.  I  faced  the  screen  in  front  of  me  and  opened  multiple  windows  of footage, Drake leaning over my shoulder to look too. 

We’d been watching one of the houses in Crestford but I forgot all about that at the thought of Stone doing something to Penn. 

“Check  the  yard,”  Drake  murmured,  pointing  at  one  of  the  screens where Stone had come from. I clicked through videos, the trail leading me to  the  target  room.  I  watched  Stone  walk  out  and  turn  off  the  light, slamming the door behind him. “Didn’t he take Penn to shoot?” 

“I thought that’s what they were doing but maybe not.” I clicked on the files that took me to the footage of the target room, the night vision clear as day. 

Penn’s terrified screams reached my ears as the video loaded, and both Drake and I were out of the room and running outside within seconds. 

That asshole had actually locked her in there in the dark. 

I reached the door before Drake, yanking the latch off and swinging the door  open  to  find  Penn’s  fingers  bleeding  and  her  voice  raspy  from screaming. I dropped to my knees in front of her and hauled her against me, her arms going tight around me as she sobbed into my shirt. 

“You’re okay, baby.” She cried harder, and I gave Drake a look, silently asking  him  to  look  her  over  for  other  injuries.  He  nodded,  assessing  her discreetly while I soothed her. 

We let a lot slide with Stone because he was in charge, but I was going to kick the crap out of him for this. “Penn? Let me get you inside.” 

“C’mon, babe,” Drake murmured, helping me get her to her feet when she didn’t move. 

She clung to him so I let him comfort her as we made our way back into the compound, and once I knew she was settled, I left Drake with her and headed for the garage. 

“Keys,” I bit out as I stalked towards Jai, making him frown. 

“Need back-up?” 

“You don’t want to be there, trust me,” I grunted as he tossed the keys towards me. 

He  watched  me  leave,  and  I  sped  towards  the  road,  anger  guiding  me towards Ashburn Valley where his location pinged. 

Stone wasn’t hard to find and I felt bad for taking a personal issue into the  Psychos  shed,  but  I  was  furious.  I  braked  hard  out  front,  the  tires skidding in the gravel, and I slammed the door on my way in. 

Stepping inside, I found Stone sitting at the bar talking to Beckett and Maddox Donovan, and he had a two second warning before I threw a punch at him. 

He  stumbled,  almost  falling  off  the  stool  before  getting  to  his  feet  to face me. 

“What the fuck, Cruz?” 

“You locked her in the fucking dark? You really are a fucking asshole!” 

I snapped, taking another swing at him. “What the fuck did she do to you, huh? I told you to leave her the fuck alone!” 

“If you’d taken the cunt home this wouldn’t have happened!” he argued, throwing a punch that connected with my cheek. It burned but I ignored it. 

“That  princess  pussy’s  really  gotten  to  you,  hasn’t  it?  Why  do  you  even want her so badly? She’s fucking everyone else, you’re not special to her.” 

Beckett’s  eyes  were  amused  and  she  didn’t  break  us  up.  I  wasn’t surprised, that girl loved a bloodied fight and she was one of the Psychos best cage fighters. 

Maddox,  on  the  other  hand,  eyed  us  warily  as  if  trying  to  figure  out whether or not he should intervene. 

“She’s  my  girl  so  have  some  fucking  respect,”  I  said  in  a  low  voice, making him laugh as he wiped blood from his lip. 

“Sounds like she’s Drake’s and Knox’s too since you all can’t seem to keep your dicks out of her. Always knew you’d fall for a whore, but I never thought you’d turn on me over one.” 

“Call  her  a  whore  again  and  I’m  going  to  fucking  kill  you,  Stone.  I fucking mean it.” 

“She’s a fucking  whore,” he said slowly, his eyes flashing with hatred. 

I lunged at him but someone got between us, hauling me back. 

“What the fuck is going on?” I looked up to find Slash Russo, the leader of the Psychos and one of Beckett and Maddox’s dads, glaring at me. “Take this into the cage or outside.” 

“They’re  fighting  over  a  girl,  Dad.  I  say  let  them  go.  Fifty  bucks  on Cruz,” Beckett drawled, tilting her head. “Must be one hell of a girl.” 

I gave Stone a dirty look but stepped back, respecting Slash’s order. 

The last thing we needed was the Psychos turning against us. 

“Penn’s been through enough, she doesn’t need this asshole locking her in dark rooms and giving her shit all the time,” I gritted out, making Slash frown. 

“This the Whitlock girl? Hunter and Jensen like her. Said she’s got fire in her eyes.” 

“She’s  scared  of  everything,”  Stone  muttered,  earning  a  look  of disbelief from me. 

“That’s because she’s spent her entire life being a prisoner to her father. 

I’ll teach her to shoot, you stay the fuck away from her.” I turned to Slash, giving him a small nod. “Sorry for bringing this here.” 

“No  harm  done.  We’ve  all  thrown  hands  over  a  girl  before,”  he chuckled, eyeing Stone before walking off. We wouldn’t start more shit and he knew it. 

I turned to leave but Beckett called after me. 

“Wait up, I’ll walk you out.” She fell into step beside me and I waited until we were outside to speak. 

“She’s  scared  of  being  locked  up,  she  gets  claustrophobic  and  Stone knows that. He locked her in the target room and turned the lights off.” 

“What did she do to him?” she asked lightly, making me snort. 

“Victim shaming, Donovan? But since when does Stone need a reason to be an ass.” 

“I’m  just  saying.  That  doesn’t  sound  like  Stone  just  being  an  ass,  it’s more  than  that.  So,  you  like  this  girl?”  I  glanced  over  at  her  to  find  her curious eyes on mine. “She’s not just a hookup, I can tell. Knox and Drake like her too?” 

I ran my hand through my hair, blowing out a breath as I leaned against my  car.  “Pretty  sure  Drake’s  in  love  with  her.  She’s  been  really  good  for him.” 

“And Knox?” 

“Knox hate-fucked her to piss off Drake. Drake kinda broke things off with him so he’s even more of an ass to live with than usual.” Drake had probably already told Luna and Riley about the break up so I didn’t bother hiding it. Even if he hadn’t, he wouldn’t care about them knowing. “I think having  Penn  around  made  Drake  realize  the  kind  of  relationship  he  could have. She’s really sweet with him and stands up for him against Stone and Knox all the time. It helps that she’s insanely hot.” 

“Damn,  Drake  actually  left  him?  I’m  surprised  your  little  girlfriend’s still  in  one  piece,”  she  snickered,  glancing  over  her  shoulder  at  the  shed. 

“Maybe don’t beat your boss up though.” 

“Says the psychopath who stabbed her brother,” I grumbled, smiling as she  gave  me  a  shove.  “Or  do  I  call  him  your  boyfriend?  It’s  very confusing.” 

Maddox  was  adopted  so  it  wasn’t  really  that  weird  that  they  were dating, but I liked to give her shit for it. 

“Asshole.  I’m  allowed  to  cause  chaos,  it’s  the  Donovan  way,”  she laughed. “Bring your girl around home one night. I want to meet her.” 

“She’ll  probably  faint.  She’s  a  big  fan  of  your  mother,”  I  answered dryly. “She’s hoping you guys tear down her father’s business. He’s in with the sex trade.” 

That made her face turn serious. 

“Definitely bring her over. Maybe to Mom’s and we can make a list of people she knows who are involved. Does she know much?” 

“She seems to but she spent a lot of time locked in her room. She wasn’t allowed to mingle with guests or anything like that.” 

“Did he abuse her?” 

“Sell her for sexual favors? No. Hit her? Yes. He’s a real dick. You can guess  how  bad  it  was  since  we  kidnapped  her  and  she  packed  a  bag  and basically ran to the damn car to get out of there.” I wanted to kill that rich fucker. I never understood why anyone could mistreat their own kids. “She likes Hunter and Jensen so maybe hook them up with the meeting. I don’t think she’d be okay with walking into your house with all the crews there. 

She seems tough but I think she’s hiding a lot of fear.” 

“Noted. Go home to your girl, she’s probably freaking out that you’re in a jail cell,” she tsked, and I let out a chuckle. 

“Nah, Penn knows I could break out. I’ll let her know you’ll be in touch for a meeting. Please be nice to her.” 

“I am fucking nice, dickbag,” she bit out, making me raise an eyebrow. 

“Sure you are.” 

We said our goodbyes and I climbed into the car, ignoring Stone as he walked out with Maddox, and I drove back towards home. I felt better now that I’d hit him a few times but my face hurt and Penn was going to freak out about it if I bruised. 

I just knew it. 



Penn

Cruz  stalked  into  the  bedroom  and  I  scrambled  to  my  feet,  taking  his face in my hands when I noticed the swelling in his cheek. 

“What happened?” 

“I’m  fine,  promise.  Just  had  words  with  Stone,”  he  murmured,  giving me a kiss and pulling me close. “Are you okay?” 

I had a thumping headache from crying so much and my hands hurt like hell, but I wasn’t going to tell him that or he’d probably go and start another fight with Stone. 

“I’m okay. Stone’s really touchy about his family. What happened with them?” I asked, making him cringe. 

“You brought them up with him?” 

“I might have said a few nasty things,” I mumbled, my gaze dropping to the ground, and Drake snorted from his spot on the bed where we’d been cuddling. 

“Touchy  isn’t  the  word  I’d  use.  Don’t  talk  about  them,  trust  me.  The only good person in his family was Ezekiel, and he died a few years ago. 

He doesn’t talk to anyone about his family so it’s not just you. What did you say to him?” 

“Um, just how he’s an asshole and no wonder his family don’t want him around,” I grimace, and Cruz let out a low whistle. 

“You’re  lucky  he  didn’t  shoot  you.  Seriously,  I  know  he’s  a  dick  but don’t talk about his family.” He tugged me towards the bed, hauling me on top of him to hold me. “Want some good news? I was just talking to Beckett Donovan. She’s going to set up that meeting with her Mom for you about your father.” 

I almost choked. 

“I can’t meet all those—” 

“I told her to keep it small. Besides, Beckett wants to meet you. I told her to be nice,” he promised, and Drake laughed. 

“Beckett  doesn’t  even  know  what  that  word  means.  Just  don’t  look  at Maddox or Jett the wrong way and you’ll be fine. They’re hers and she’ll kill you if you make her think you want to fuck them.” 

“I have my hands full with you two idiots, I don’t need more,” I scoffed, sliding off Cruz to snuggle between them. “Today was my fault. Should I apologize to Stone?” 

“Don’t waste your breath. It’s not like he’ll apologize to you for being a cunt,”  Cruz  grumbled,  groaning  as  his  phone  rang.  He  snatched  it  off  the bedside table before snuggling back into me once he had the phone pressed to his ear. “Yeah? I’m at the compound, why? Ugh, I suppose I can. Yes, 

she’s here.” He chuckled, moving the phone away from his mouth to speak to me. “Leah says hi.” 

“Uh, hi,” I said awkwardly, making Cruz snort. 

“She  says  hi.  I’ll  go  and  check  the  footage  for  you  but  tell  me  if  you notice anything else.” He hung up and Drake frowned. 

“Is everything okay?” 

“Yeah, they just feel like they’re being followed. I’ll be back soon,” he promised, climbing from the bed and heading down to the office, and Drake pulled me closer to kiss my neck. 

“You wanna sneak out later?” 

“That depends on where we’re going,” I giggled, his voice light as if it were no big deal but I knew it was. 

“I want to go to Lightning Cove.” 

I ruffled his hair, giving him a bright smile. 

“I’d love to go there. Maybe we can take a blanket and watch the stars for a while?” I offered, a relieved sigh leaving him. 

“That would be amazing.” He nibbled my lip, his voice turning heated. 

“I can’t wait to eat your pussy for dinner.” 

“We’re meant to be looking at stars,” I laughed, swatting him playfully and making him grin. 

“You’ll  be  seeing  stars  alright.”  He  paused,  tilting  his  head  slightly. 

“I’m really sorry about Stone. I hate seeing you so scared.” 

It was embarrassing that something so stupid could have so much of an effect on me. 

“I hate that I have no control over it. It’s like my brain switches off and the  only  thing  in  there  is  panic.  I  can’t  focus  or  hear  anything  so  people trying to calm me down doesn’t work. I probably got away with it at Devil’s Dungeon because of the shoot-out, but being locked in a room? That’s not scary.” 

“Hey,” he murmured, cupping my cheek. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. 

We’ll work on it, okay? Let’s get out of bed and find something to do. We’ll go out for a bite to eat or a drink.” 

“Like, a date?” 

“Yeah,  I’m  taking  you  on  a  date,”  he  said  firmly,  a  million  thoughts seeming  to  cross  his  mind  before  he  climbed  out  of  bed.  “Get  ready.  I’m going to let Cruz know.” 

“What do I wear?” 

“Whatever the hell you want. Casual,” he answered, practically running from the room and leaving me to get ready. 

I had no idea what he had planned but it was exciting. I’d never been on an actual date before. 

I grabbed some jeans and a tank top, pulling on one of the guys’ hoodies before heading out to find Drake. 
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Penn

WE  ENDED  up  in  a  cafe  on  the  edge  of  Rawson  Grove  and  Hawthorne Heights, my eyes nervously running over the menu. Drake dropped an arm around my shoulders, tugging me closer. 

“Penelope Whitlock, are you nervous?” 

“I’ve never been on a date before,” I mumbled. 

“Me  either,”  he  offered  before  snatching  a  menu  for  himself.  “What looks good?” 

“Oh my God, can I have a grilled cheese?” I almost screamed, his brows dipping down with confusion. 

“Out of all this food, you just want a warm sandwich?” 

“I  love  them  but  Dad  stopped  allowing  them  in  the  house.  He  was worried I’d get fat and he wouldn’t be able to marry me off,” I said bitterly. 

“Please?” 

He took my hand and gave it a squeeze, leaning over to kiss my cheek. 

“You don’t have to beg me for anything, babe. You want it? It’s yours.” 

He kept hold of my hand once we’d ordered, quietly telling me about some of his past jobs, and after a few minutes I sensed someone watching me. 

I went to glance around but thought better of it, snuggling into Drake’s side more. 

“I  think  someone’s  watching  us.  I  can’t  see  anyone  but  I  have  a feeling.” 

“Who was in here when we walked in?” 

I had no fucking idea, I hadn’t been paying much attention. 

I  tried  to  wrack  my  brain  for  the  answer,  blowing  out  a  breath  of frustration. 

“I  don’t  know,  I  think  there  was  a  man  at  the  front  talking  to  the  two staff  members.  There  was  definitely  a  woman  with  two  kids  sitting  at  the table by the door.” 

“Good. Do you think you can inspect your surroundings without making it obvious?” 

He  was  testing  me,  and  I  wanted  to  pass  it  so  badly  but  didn’t  know how.  Stone  told  me  everything  I  should’ve  known  last  time,  so  I  waited until  the  waitress  brought  us  our  food  and  I  turned  to  take  it  from  her, sliding my eyes around the room in the process. 

There was a man lingering by the bathroom, his eyes flicking around the room  briefly.  A  woman  stood  to  leave  and  his  eyes  instantly  flew  to  her before darting to me, and I played it off that I was looking at the decor on the wall to his left. 

I spoke loud enough so that he could hear me. 

“Babe,  they  have  one  of  those  paintings  here  like  the  one  at  home.” 

Drake’s eyes moved to the painting, playing into my plan with ease. 

“Well, I’ll be damned. You’re right.” I swore his eyes didn’t stray from the painting but I knew he was taking the entire room in. “Eat your lunch, we can look at art later.” I took a bite out of my grilled cheese and moaned, earning  a  look  from  him.  “I   will  go  down  on  you  right  here  if  you  keep making noises like that.” 

“Hands to yourself,” I laughed, stealing one of the fries off his plate. He had a burger too which looked good but I wouldn’t trade it for my grilled cheese. 

He typed something on his phone, making it look like he was showing me something funny as he turned the screen to face me. 

Drake: Cruz has eyes on us. Take notes so we can give Stone a report. 

I faked a laugh, picking at my lunch some more, my phone ringing and scaring  the  shit  out  of  me.  Cruz’s  name  popped  up  on  the  screen  and  I answered it instantly. 

“Hey, we’re just having lunch, where are you?” 

“It’s  so  hot  how  good  you  are  at  this,”  he  mumbled,  the  keyboard clicking as he did fuck knows what on the computer. “Glance around like

you’re  looking  for  me.  Pretend  I  went  to  the  wrong  place  and  get  up  to leave.” 

“What  are  you  talking  about?  I  can’t  see  you,”  I  huffed,  standing  and having  a  good  look  around  while  trying  to  look  confused.  “Wait, Stoneleigh?  No,  we  agreed  on  Rawson!  We  started  without  you  thinking you  were  late!”  I  exclaimed,  turning  back  to  Drake.  “He  went  to Stoneleigh.” 

“Fucking  dumbass,”  Drake  chuckled,  pushing  our  half-eaten  lunch away. “Tell him we’ll meet him there.” 

“Did you hear that?” I asked, and Cruz let out a groan. 

“Baby, I can’t focus with a hard dick. We’re roleplaying one day.” 

“Well,  this  wouldn’t  have  happened  if  you  just  listened,”  I  said  dryly, making him laugh as he picked up on my tone. 

“Get  up  and  head  out  to  the  car.  Count  your  steps  and  everything  so Stone can’t yell at you for anything. And tell Drake to leave a good tip or I’ll kill him.” I repeated the second part to Drake and he dropped cash on the table, waiting for me to get out of the booth before he could. We walked out while Cruz still talked to me on the phone, and once outside he turned serious. “Okay, he’s following you. Get in the car and I can keep updating you  as  long  as  there’s  surveillance.”  He  cursed  after  a  moment,  his  voice sharp. “He’s got a gun on him and he’s talking on the phone too so he could be getting kill orders. Keep your eyes open and be careful. I know you’re scared  but  slow  your  steps  a  little.”  I  did  as  he  asked,  glancing  at  Drake with what I hoped looked like a genuine smile. 

“He said not to rush, he’ll wait.” 

Drake instantly slowed, pulling out his own phone and typing away on it before unlocking the car and opening the door for me like a gentleman. 

He closed the door once I was inside, then he made his way around to the driver’s seat and locked us inside. 

“How  many  steps?”  Cruz  asked  the  moment  we  were  out  of  hearing range and I put him on speaker. I didn’t hesitate to answer. 

“Seventy-six.” 

“From where?” 

“Back right table to the car.” 

“Good  girl,”  Drake  praised,  and  if  I  wasn’t  freaking  out  like  I  was,  I probably would’ve jumped into his damn lap. “Did you get the name of the cafe?” 

“Fuck, no.” My shoulders dropped and Cruz sighed. 

“It’s  the  Squashed  Melon  Cafe.  Remember  it  because  Stone  will definitely ask.” 

“How  the  fuck  do  you  guys  remember  all  of  this?”  I  grumbled  but Drake placed a hand on my knee and gave it a squeeze. 

“Hey,  you  did  good.”  He  started  reversing  out  of  the  parking  space, cursing as something hit the car. “We’ve got trouble, bro.” 

“What is it?” I asked as I looked around, screaming as the back window shattered. Drake slammed the car into drive and floored it, driving towards Hawthorne Heights. “Why are they shooting at us?!” 

“Because they don’t know who they’re messing with,” Drake answered. 

“Cruz, where am I going?” I forgot about Cruz. He was still typing away at his  computer,  and  I  imagined  him  scrolling  through  multiple  windows  of surveillance and decoding shit to keep eyes on us. 

“Abandoned  warehouse.  Knox  and  some  of  the  guys  are  waiting  for you.” 

“You sent Knox?” Drake groaned, my hands flying to the  oh-shit handle as he skidded around a corner. 

“He  was  already  in  the  area  and  you  can’t  afford  to  be  picky,  man. 

Penn? Where are you right now?” 

“The Heights.” 

“I want an exact location. Street name, landmarks, anything that would help me find you if I didn’t already have you on my screen,” he barked, my eyes scanning our surroundings as more bullets fired at us. “Focus, Penn!” 

I  wanted  to  throw  up.  Stealing  shit  was  definitely  a  better  rush  than being chased. 

“I see old houses, an empty parking lot—” 

“Good, think harder. What do you see?” 

“I see a sign! Loop Road!” 

“Good  job,  baby.  Remember  everything  you’ve  told  me.  Everything. 

Stone  will  grill  you  for  sure.  There’s  ten  of  our  guys  in  the  warehouse waiting  for  you  to  arrive  so  you’ll  be  fine.  You’re  only  just  around  the corner from it, promise.” 

Knowing we were so close made me relax despite the fact Cruz told us to be careful before hanging up. 

Drake managed to keep the car on the road the whole way, and once we were  out  the  back  of  the  abandoned  warehouse,  he  bailed  out  of  the  car, 

grabbing me and dragging me inside to where the others were. 

Knox’s  eyes  ran  over  Drake  for  a  moment  before  doing  the  same  for me, my eyes widening as the guy’s car sounded outside. 

“He  can’t  have  you,  you’re  mine  and  I  won’t  let  anyone  hurt  you,” 

Drake  murmured,  pushing  me  behind  him  to  keep  me  safe.  My  fingers curled  in  his  shirt  and  I  jumped  as  the  door  slammed  open  and  the  man walked in, halting when he realized how outnumbered he was. 

“Look, guys—” He didn’t even get to finish his sentence before Knox was beside him, the barrel of his gun against the man’s temple. 

“Is she worth your fucking life?” Knox looked completely calm but his voice held violence. 

“Do you know who you’re dealing with?” the guy asked almost cockily, and Knox growled. 

“Do you know who  you’re dealing with? You could kill us, but there's a hundred more where we came from. You’d spend the rest of your life being hunted,  tortured.  Are  you  willing  to  live  like  that  just  for  one  fucking woman?” 

The man swallowed, his eyes on me. 

“I’m  trying  to  keep  her  safe,  she—”  Knox  didn’t  hesitate  to  pull  the trigger,  a  scream  leaving  me  as  I  watched  the  guy  fall  to  the  ground,  and Drake turned to pull my head against his chest to block the view. 

“Was  that  necessary?”  he  demanded  over  his  shoulder,  and  Knox stalked  towards  us  with  fury  written  all  over  his  face,  looking  even  more scary than normal thanks to the spattered blood. 

“Yes,  it  fucking  was.  Did  you  get  hit  on  the  drive  over?”  He  tried  to push me out of the way so he could inspect Drake, but Drake kept a firm hold on me. 

“I’m fucking fine.” 

I was surprised when Knox turned to me. “Are you okay?” 

“I  think  so,”  I  mumbled,  but  he  was  already  walking  away,  making Drake snort. 

“He only asked to make it seem like he wasn’t just fussing over me.” He ran  his  hands  over  me  for  damage,  his  voice  softening.  “You  sure  you’re okay?” 

My eyes drifted to the dead guy, acid churning in my stomach. I knew Knox  was  violent  but  I  didn’t  know  he  could  so  emotionlessly  kill someone. 

“Can  you  all  do  that  so  easily?”  I  asked  instead  of  answering  his question, my fingers digging into the material of his shirt. “Kill someone?” 

“I’m not a huge fan of it but Knox and Stone don’t even bat an eye at it anymore. It’s why they usually go on protection details, while Cruz and I stay at home with the computers. We like to hack networks, not bodies,” he said with a grimace, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze. “Let’s get you home.” 

“Can we stay here while the others clean up? I want to learn.” 

“You want to learn what?” 

“Cleaning  up  messes.  This  is  because  of  me,  right?  I  should  help,”  I answered firmly. 

Knox  overheard  us  and  whistled  to  draw  my  attention,  pointing  at  the body. 

“You want to learn? Get comfortable with that. You can’t even fucking look at it, so how are you supposed to clean it up?” 

“Can’t you just explain it to me?” I slid my eyes back to the body and scrunched my nose. Blood and violence wasn’t something that bothered me thanks to me sneaking out to learn how to throw a punch, but cold-blooded murder was another story. 

“Get the tarp out of my trunk,” Knox ordered, his dark eyes following me  as  I  hesitated  before  pulling  away  from  Drake  to  walk  out  the  back, grabbing the tarp and walking back inside. 

Knox snatched it from me, laying it on the ground and pointing to the man’s feet. 

“Now grab his ankles and help me lift him onto it.” My stomach twisted at  the  thought  of  touching  the  body  but  I  refused  to  admit  it.  Impressing Knox would mean impressing Stone, and that would make my life a whole lot easier. “Hurry up or fuck off, Whitlock.” 

Drake didn’t try to talk me out of it so I grabbed the man’s ankles and fought the gag that rose in my throat, straining to lift the deadweight. Knox didn’t offer me any comforting words as we placed the guy on the tarp, and I cringed at how rough he was being as he let him go to hit the ground. 

My  hands  shook  slightly  as  I  helped  Knox  roll  him  in  the  tarp,  and  I managed to keep my shit together until we’d gotten the body in the trunk. 

Then I threw up on the grass loudly. 

Drake was there instantly, keeping my hair out of my face. 

“Are you okay?” 

I nodded which resulted in me throwing up again. 

The thieves all stayed away from me as they started cleaning the scene, but Knox joined us, his voice flat. 

“You  two  fuck  off  home.  Stone’s  waiting  for  you.”  I  expected  him  to storm off straight away but he lingered, my eyes meeting his. “Most people throw up the moment the bullet lodges into the body.” 

It was a weird way to end a conversation and I frowned as he walked back into the building, making Drake chuckle slightly. 

“Trust me, that’s his way of saying you impressed him. Let’s get going, we’ll  go  over  everything  to  make  sure  Stone  gets  his  report,  and  then  we can hopefully spend the evening at the beach to relax. Sound good?” 

“Are  all  your  dates  this  chaotic?”  I  joked,  his  eyes  flashing  with amusement. 

“Only the ones worthwhile.” 



Stone

I  was  pretty  sure  Penelope  was  in  shock.  I’d  been  yelling  at  her  and Drake for nearly half an hour and she didn’t sass me once. Her hands shook slightly and her face was pale, and I didn’t mean to sound like a dick but I wasn’t  the  best  at  expressing  my  concern,  so  when  I  noticed  her  sway  on her feet a little, I snapped. 

“Every time you leave this fucking compound, you bring a mess back to my doorstep! Sit down before you fall down, for fuck’s sake!” I’d kicked Cruz  out  of  the  office  when  they  arrived,  not  needing  his  input.  Drake seemed  to  understand  how  pissed  I  was  because  he  didn’t  give  me  any attitude either. “Now, Penelope.” 

She didn’t move so I grabbed her bicep and dragged her towards the old couch in the corner, forcing her to sit. 

I pushed her back firmly so that she was laying down, glaring at her. 

“Lie down, relax, and focus on your breathing. You’re in a small state of shock and unless you want to be dragged to the hospital where your father would be notified, I’d get control over your emotions if I were you.” 

“I’m fine.” 

She wasn’t, and from the way Drake was eyeing her, he fucking knew it too. I didn’t need her being hauled off in an ambulance because then they’d

question what happened. 

We  couldn’t  exactly  say  she  just  wasn’t  used  to  being  around  dead bodies and it knocked her around a little bit. 

I’d have to distract her to make her focus. 

“I  want  a  report.  Right  now.  Start  to  finish.  Where  were  you?”  I  was surprised when she actually had answers for me. 

“The Squashed Melon Cafe on the edge of Rawson and the Heights.” 

She continued to give me almost every detail, only missing a few, and I knew I was being an asshole when I asked her the final question. 

“How many steps was it from your table at the cafe to the car.” 

She didn’t even fucking hesitate. 

“Seventy-six.”  I  couldn’t  lie,  she’d  impressed  me.  Her  hands  weren’t shaking as badly anymore and her eyes seemed more focused. “Have you heard from Knox and the others? Are they okay?” 

“They’re  fine.  Knox  will  give  me  a  debrief  when  they  get  back.  You need to go and rest in bed for a few hours to make sure you don’t end up needing medical help, okay? Watch a fucking movie or something.” 

I  turned  to  leave  but  her  fingers  wrapped  around  my  wrist,  her  voice gentle. 

“Tell Knox I’m sorry that I couldn’t finish helping him.” 

I had no idea what she was talking about so I shook her off and walked towards the door, opening it wide for them. 

“Whatever. Now get out of my office. Penelope?” Her eyes burned into me  with  anticipation,  waiting  to  see  if  I’d  flip  out  on  her  again  or  not. 

“Keep reporting like that and there might be hope for you yet.” 

Drake  and  Cruz  would’ve  given  her  most  of  the  information,  I  knew that,  but  the  fact  was  that  she’d  memorized  information  while  in  a  panic. 

Over time, she’d know what to take note of and she wouldn’t need help. 

I was being harsh on her but that was how all my guys had been trained. 

My brother had run a tight ship, so I wasn’t going to insult his memory by going soft on everyone. 

Once Drake had escorted Penelope out of the office, I sat in my chair at the computer and flicked through some footage of the incident, not turning around when the door opened an hour later. 

Knox leaned against the wall beside me, crossing his arms. 

“She’s keen, I’ll give her that.” 

I turned to face him, tapping my fingers on my knee. 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that?  She  told  me  to  tell  you  she’s  sorry  she couldn’t finish helping you.” 

“Seems our residential princess is trying to pull her weight. She wanted to help with the clean up,” he chuckled, his mouth curving into an amused smile. “She’s got a stronger stomach than Drake at least. She managed to help get him on the tarp and into the trunk before losing the contents of her stomach.” 

“She  gave  me  a  pretty  impressive  report  on  the  entire  incident  too,”  I mumbled, rubbing my chin thoughtfully. “She volunteered to help with the body?” 

“Yep.  Claimed  she  wanted  to  learn.  Do  you  think  we  should  test  her more?  I  could  drag  her  on  a  few  of  the  more  messy  jobs  to  see  how  she handles it?” 

I wasn’t risking that. The less she saw, the better. Theft was one thing, but murder was another. 

“No. I don’t trust that she’ll keep the information to herself.” 

“Tell her some bullshit secrets and get Donovan to fake a kidnapping. 

She can try to scare it out of her. If she keeps her mouth shut, she’s fine,” he suggested, and I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. Beckett would get a kick out of it too. 

“Then  Penelope  would  end  up  with  PTSD  from  the  entire  ordeal  and we’d never hear the end of it.” I glanced behind me to make sure the door was shut before continuing. “I want your opinion on her.” 

“That’s a conflict of interest. I hate her since I’m pretty sure she’s the reason Drake decided he didn’t want me anymore,” he scowled, dropping down  into  the  chair  beside  mine  and  pulling  up  the  security  footage  of Cruz’s room. 

She  was  curled  up  between  them  as  they  watched  a  movie,  her  body half on top of Drake as his hand moved up and down her back. I didn’t like that  Knox  was  accessing  this,  it  was  for  emergencies  only,  but  I understood. 

“Outside of that though, I guess she’s not that bad. She’s eager to learn, seems to have good knowledge on rich assholes and their collectables, and I’m really starting to believe that she doesn’t want to go home. How messed up is that? Cruz and Drake broke into her house, robbed her, then kidnapped her, and she prefers to stay here with them instead of run home.” 

She’d been right about the vase and painting she’d told Cruz to take. I’d gotten top dollar for those and the buyers had been extremely happy. 

“I’d like to test her loyalty to them,” I admitted, glancing at the footage on  the  screen  to  watch  Penelope.  “I  say  we  take  her  somewhere  without those two idiots and see if she runs.” 

“What if she does run?” 

“Then  my  problems  are  fucking  gone,”  I  snorted,  giving  his  arm  a nudge.  “Turn  that  off  before  someone  catches  you.  You’re  breaching  the privacy  rules.  We  need  the  extended  security  and  we  can’t  afford  for everyone to throw a fit and demand the cameras be removed.” 

“I still think we should let Beckett take her, just to see what Penelope does,” Knox grumbled, turning the screen off and getting to his feet. “I need a shower. I’ll meet you in the kitchen for a report once I’m done.” 

He left the room without waiting for an answer, and I scrubbed a hand over my face with frustration. The sooner we tested Penelope’s loyalty the better,  but  it  could  go  in  either  direction  where  she  fucks  us  over,  or  we traumatize  her  and  I  get  yelled  at  forever  by  Cruz  and  Drake  for  scaring their little girlfriend. 

I really was starting to hope she’d just fuck us over and get out of our damn lives. 
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Penn

I MANAGED to have a nap before waking up to hear Cruz and Drake arguing, pretending like I was asleep so I could snoop. 

“She’s beat, man. Not to mention every time she leaves the compound, someone stalks her and tries to hurt her. It’s not safe,” Cruz hissed. 

“We’re not going into a busy area, I just want to take her to the beach. 

She was really excited about it and our date earlier got ruined thanks to that asshole.” 

“Yeah, it was ruined because she’s being hunted, idiot. At least let me come too.” 

“I want to be alone with her.” Drake already sounded like he knew he wasn’t going to win. 

“I  get  that  but  we  need  to  be  careful.  People  keep  popping  up  out  of nowhere  so  if  they’re  keeping  eyes  on  her  somehow  then  being  on  a secluded beach at night is a dumb idea. If you want to fuck on the beach without worrying about someone sneaking up on you, I can be a lookout. 

That way you get what you want, and I get what I want.” 

“You’re telling me you don’t want to fuck her?” 

“After your two minutes, you can swap with me,” Cruz joked, the bed jostling as Drake smacked him over the top of me. 

“Or you could both fuck me and we could risk it,” I mumbled into the pillow, cracking my eyes open to find Drake smirking down at me. 

“I like that idea.” 

“A moment ago you didn’t,” I pointed out, stretching like a cat. 

“That  was  different.  I’d  never  turn  down  a  sandwich.”  His  hand  slid over my middle, teasing the elastic of my pants. 

“I’m  starting  to  think  you’re  just  wanting  to  see  my  dick,”  Cruz muttered, but Drake shot down the thought in my head fast. 

“Sorry,  dude.  You’re  not  my  type.  You’re  too  pretty.  I  like  my  men mean.” 

“That explains why you have submissive vibes. You love an alpha who takes charge of you.” 

Cruz wasn’t being a dick, he was just stating facts. Drake really did love being bossed around so someone like Knox was a good match for him. 

“Don’t get me wrong, I could dominate you, but I definitely like being a bottom,” Drake grinned, nuzzling into my neck with his nose. “I really love it when you’re on top too.” 

I giggled as he nipped my earlobe, a breathy sigh leaving him. 

“You want me to take control? I can do that,” I offered, closing my eyes as  his  fingers  dipped  into  my  pants.  “What  would  you  like  me  to  do  to you?” 

Drake groaned, his fingers toying with my clit as I opened my legs for him.  He  pushed  two  inside  me,  a  shuddering  breath  on  my  lips  as  I struggled to focus on what he was saying. 

“I want you to bounce on my cock and not let me come until you say so. 

Or sit on my fucking face and take what you want.” 

“Yeah? You want me to put my finger up your ass? Or peg you?” It was risky  asking  that  and  possibly  ruining  the  mood  because  I  honestly  didn’t know  what  he  was  into,  but  his  fingers  picked  up  the  pace  and  his  dick hardened against my leg. 

“Fuck yeah, that sounds really hot.” 

Fingers  curled  around  my  chin  and  Cruz  tilted  my  head  towards  him, leaning down to kiss my lips. His hand wandered my chest and he pinched my nipples firmly but not painfully, building me up until I was squirming. 

I tried to shut my legs to stop it but both of them held them apart, lights dancing in front of my eyes as I came. 

Cruz  kissed  me  through  it  as  Drake’s  fingers  slowed,  and  Drake chuckled softly. 

“You ready to go to the beach, baby?” 

“I  think  we  should  stay  here,”  I  mumbled  into  Cruz’s  mouth  as  I threaded  my  fingers  through  his  hair  to  keep  him  close,  yelping  as  Drake pinched my clit. 

“Beach first, you horny little minx. We’ll take a blanket to avoid getting sand in your pussy.” 

He climbed out of bed with a very noticeable tent in his pants, and Cruz wrapped his arms around me, pulling me firmly against his chest so that he was spooning me while watching Drake. 

“Maybe you could go to the beach and Penn can stay here in bed with me. That way you get the sand, and she gets my cock in her pussy.” 

“Don’t even try to talk her out of it. We had plans, you pussy burglar.” 

“You mean cat burglar?” Cruz asked dryly, and Drake scoffed. 

“No, I meant pussy.” 

I  giggled  at  their  banter,  turning  my  head  awkwardly  to  kiss  Cruz’s chin. 

“C’mon, he’s right. We made plans. I really do like the beach too.” 

“Fine, but we’re skinny dipping,” he sighed as if it was such a chore but he cracked a grin as Drake grabbed one of the pillows and threw it at him. 

“Now I’m starting to think you just want to see  me naked.” 

I took my time getting ready, making sure I wasn’t unsteady on my feet or anything. 

My legs seemed a little weak but apart from that I was fine. 

Cruz forced a large hoodie over my head and then Drake took my hand in his and we walked out of the bedroom, almost running into Knox. 

He  took  one  look  at  me  and  frowned.  “Where  the  fuck  are  you  guys going?” 

“Out,”  Drake  answered  without  any  other  details,  trying  to  walk  past him, but Knox’s bulky frame blocked us. 

“Stone  doesn’t  want  her  out  wandering.  In  case  you  haven’t  noticed, she’s  being  stalked  and  her  body  is  dealing  with  shock.  She  should  be  in bed.” 

“We’re  going  to  the  beach,  Mom.  Don’t  panic,”  Cruz  huffed,  and Knox’s eyes flashed with irritation as he looked at Drake. 

“You’re taking her to the beach? To our spot?” 

I  knew that spot meant something to Knox. 

“Our spot? It’s my fucking spot. I had to drag you every single time we went. I fucked her there already,” Drake said sharply, his hand tightening in mine. “Go away, you didn’t give a shit about sentimental things before so you can’t—” 

Knox slammed him back against the wall and Cruz held me back from harm as Knox glared at Drake. 

“Call it what you want but it’s our spot, and like I said, Stone doesn’t want  her  wandering  around.  Every  time  she  does  we  end  up  calling  in favors with the crews, or burying bodies.” 

“Why should she stay locked up here as if she’s being punished?” Drake snapped, shoving at Knox’s chest. “I want to take her out to do stuff!” 

“That’s because you’re a selfish little cunt, Drake. You’re not thinking about  anyone  else,  you’re  just  thinking  with  your  dick.  Don’t  you  realize you’re putting everyone in harm’s way by risking it?” When Drake stayed silent,  Knox  turned  and  grabbed  my  bicep,  pulling  me  into  him  roughly. 

“See this girl? The one you’ve all of a sudden fallen in fucking love with for  some  reason?  I’m  not  saying  this  to  be  a  dick,  quite  the  opposite actually,  but  how  will  you  feel  if  you  keep  sneaking  her  out  and  she  gets hurt? Or taken? Maybe even killed? Feel free to be reckless but don’t drag her  into  it.”  He  started  dragging  me  along  the  hallway  and  my  muscles tensed,  but  I  relaxed  when  he  spoke,  his  voice  quiet.  “I’m  doing  this  for your own good. I don’t have to like you to not want you dead. Drake and Cruz know better but if you’ve been locked in that fucking castle of yours forever then you probably don’t understand the danger you’re currently in.” 

I had no idea why he cared if I lived or died but I let him have his way, calling over my shoulder to the guys before they could start throwing hands at Knox. 

“Me  and  my  new  bestie  just  gotta  hang  out  for  a  couple  hours,  don’t worry!” 

Drake was cursing but it seemed Cruz told him to stand down, so I let Knox drag me into his bedroom, the door slamming behind me. 

He released me once the door was locked, pointing to his bed. 

“Sit there, don’t move.” 

“Are we just hanging out or is this a booty call? Because after the last time, I’m not sure I want another wrestle with you, big guy.” 

I  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  waited  for  him  to  talk  because  he obviously had something to say. 

“I can fuck you if you want but you know I don’t cuddle,” he grunted, dropping  onto  the  bed  and  putting  his  hands  behind  his  head.  “I’m  just doing what the boss wants. Keeping you here.” 

“If you’d just asked nicely I would’ve stayed.” 

“Doubtful. You don’t listen any other time.” 

“That’s because you guys keep treating me like a prisoner.” 

“Whitlock,” he gritted out, eyeing me with annoyance. “Technically you are a prisoner.” 

“I just want to be useful like everyone else!” 

“Fucking  blow  me  then  because  there’s  no  way  in  hell  that  Stone’s going to let you go on big jobs. You’re a liability” 

He  gave  me  a  dirty  look  as  I  laid  down  beside  him  on  my  stomach, watching him intensely. 

“So tell me how you got rid of the body then. Did you just drop him in the ground like a plastic wrapped burrito and cover him up?” 

“For starters, we take them out of the plastic before putting them in the ground.  They  decompose  faster,”  he  muttered,  looking  up  at  the  ceiling while he talked. “But yes, I buried him.” 

“Alone?” 

“Should  I  have  jumped  in  and  kept  him  company?”  he  deadpanned, making me huff. 

“No, I mean, did you do it alone? Isn’t that a lot of work?” 

“Yes,  which  is  why  I  can  confirm  that  I  don’t  want  to  keep  burying bodies  for  you.  I  fucking  hate  digging  holes.  You’re  lucky  I  didn’t  throw you in there with him because you’re becoming a real pain in the ass.” 

I watched him silently for a moment before tilting my head. He was so grumpy all the damn time. 

“When did you get laid last?” 

“When your cunt was on my dick,” he answered, turning his attention to me. “Why?” 

“I think if you got laid more, you wouldn’t be so uptight.” 

“False.  I  fucked  Drake  daily,  sometimes  more.  I  was  still  a  dick.  Feel free  to  climb  on  and  test  your  theory  though.  You’d  better  have  good stamina  because  I  don’t  like  any  of  that  slow  sensual  bullshit.  Hard  and fast.”  He  seemed  surprised  when  I  reached  for  his  pants,  confusion  in  his tone. “What are you doing?” 

“Fucking  you  so  you  stop  scowling  for  five  minutes.  Don’t  throw  me out  this  time  though  or  it’s  never  happening  again,”  I  warned,  his  eyes tracking  my  every  movement  as  I  tugged  his  sweats  down,  freeing  his impressive length. 

He didn’t stop me as I got on my knees and fisted him, wrapping my lips around the head before swallowing him whole. He grunted but didn’t say anything, so I made sure to keep a faster pace like he’d asked. 

I had a feeling that blow job rules were the same as sex ones. 

I knew he wasn’t my problem to solve but I wanted him to relax. Maybe he’d be easier to talk to then and I could bring him onto my side. 

It  wasn’t  like  he  was  going  to  fall  for  me  so  some  casual  sex  in exchange for peace sounded like an awesome idea. 

“Choke on it,” he murmured, eyeing me without moving his hands from behind his head. I pushed it down my throat and held it there for as long as possible, choking before coming up for air and doing it again. “Fuck, drag your teeth under it.” 

He cursed quietly as I choked and came up for air, scraping my bottom teeth along his length. I held his gaze as I did it again without him asking, a wet gag leaving me as his fingers ended up in my hair, holding me in place so that I couldn’t move back to breathe. 

He finally let me as I started to panic, going to curse him out until he praised me. 

“What a good little princess, doing as I ask.” My panties were soaked and from the sinister grin that was now on his face, the asshole knew it too. 

“Get naked and fuck yourself with your fingers.” 

I obediently followed his instructions, finding enjoyment in him bossing me around. No wonder Drake liked it, this guy could ask me to do anything and I’d do it if he kept up the praise. 

I stayed kneeling on the bed in front of him, sliding my hand down my stomach  and  between  my  legs,  pushing  two  fingers  inside  myself  with  a light moan. 

“You  like  that?”  he  asked  gruffly,  licking  his  lips.  “Taste  yourself.”  I lifted my hand to my lips and slid them into my mouth, cleaning my fingers with my tongue and apparently making him snap. 

He grabbed my throat and hauled me on top of him, his eyes dark. 

“Fuck me. I don’t want you to stop until I’m done.” 

“We need a condom—” 

“Get  on  my  dick  and  ride  me,  Whitlock,”  he  demanded,  and  I remembered  what  Drake  had  said  about  him  being  infertile  and  clean.  I quickly  grabbed  his  length  in  my  hand  and  lined  it  up  with  my  opening, lowering myself over him until he was all the way inside. 

Lifting  myself,  I  started  bouncing  and  grinding  on  him  like  I  had something to prove, his hands going back behind his head as he treated this like a performance. 

It was intimidating but I refused to cower to his stare, riding him hard like he’d asked. 

I grew tired fast, my limbs starting to ache, and I was surprised when he grabbed my hips and started thrusting up into me from below, taking over some of the work. 

I  needed  to  come  but  had  a  feeling  Drake’s  fantasy  about  not  being allowed to come until he was told to was something Knox had been doing. 

“Can I come?” Surprise filled his eyes before he could stop it. 

“What if I say no?” 

“Tell me how to hold off then or I don’t know if I can,” I panted, my legs tensing as the familiar sensations started inside of me. He completely stopped moving, a frustrated sound leaving me and making him chuckle. 

“Step one, don’t stimulate it.” 

“I mean—” 

“I know what you mean. Trust me, start small.” I expected him to be a complete  asshole  but  it  was  like  he  switched  to  an  orgasm  instructor  in seconds. “Roll your hips.” My body jerked as the movement pressed against my G-spot, his tight hold on my waist easing until he was barely touching me. “Keep going. Once it fades, go faster.” 

“I’ve  never  tried  to  stop  myself  from  getting  off  before  so  this  goes against everything I’ve ever taught myself,” I joked, resting my palms on his chest and continuing to rock my hips. 

“Once  you  start  edging  you  probably  won’t  want  to  go  back.  It  feels good at the end,” he answered, waiting for me to go faster before he started picking up the pace again himself. Just like last time, he stopped before I could finish and I really wanted to know how this was supposed to be fun. 

This was torture. 

“Please let me come,” I begged the next time my body started tingling, and he raised an eyebrow. 

“You want to come this time?” 

“Please, Knox.” 

“Since you were good, you can come.” 

The  words  had  hardly  left  his  lips  before  I  exploded,  his  thrusts becoming erratic and making me scream. He didn’t give me a break until he

came inside me, holding my waist and grinding up into me to prolong his release. 

He finally stopped, a softness on his face that he hadn’t let me see last time. 

“You like being told what to do.” It wasn’t a question. 

“It seems so. Ironic since I ran away from home for being controlled,” I joked, and he nodded in understanding. 

“Some people just need to be told what to do out of anxiety, some need it to feel guided, and others do it because they feel handing over the control is what gives them control.” 

I eased off him, dropping down beside him and wiping my sweaty brow with the back of my hand. 

“Do you like having the control all the time?” 

“Yes.” 

“If you need a release or the control to ground yourself, just ask,” I said softly, intending on climbing off the bed to clean up the mess between my legs but he grabbed my wrist to stop me. 

“Why would you even do that? I threw you out into the hallway naked last time.” 

“You’re hurting, so we can pretend last time didn’t happen. I really like Drake and if he told me not to sleep with you, I wouldn’t. He means a lot to me.  Stop  taking  your  anger  out  on  him  and  take  it  out  on  me  instead because he doesn’t deserve it.” 

He  let  me  stand  this  time,  his  eyes  dropping  to  his  cum  between  my legs. 

“I love him,” he admitted, lifting his gaze to mine again. “But I hurt him and now he loves you instead.” 

“I  think  you’ll  find  he  won’t  ever  stop  loving  you.  You  need  to  meet him in the middle and make him feel valued. Fuck what people think. If you want him, tell the world. I won’t stop seeing him unless he asks me to.” I got  dressed,  cringing  as  my  panties  filled  with  his  cum.  “Can  I  use  the bathroom?” 

“I’d  prefer  it  if  you  laid  in  it  all  night,  but  I  guess.  Come  here.”  I frowned but did as he asked, hissing out a breath as he pushed my hair out of  the  way  and  sucked  on  my  neck,  marking  me  to  tell  the  world  he’d fucked me. “Come back in here when you’re done. Don’t make me come looking for you. I meant it when I said you’re staying in here.” 

“I  promise,”  I  nodded,  giving  him  a  small  smile  before  slipping  from the room, almost running into Drake who was leaning against the wall. 

He didn’t speak but he followed me to the bathroom, waiting until we were locked in a stall. 

“I  know  your  pussy’s  magic  but  how  did  you  manage  to  tame  Knox fucking Carnell?” 

I pulled the shirt and panties off before stepping under the hot spray, his eyes dropping lower as I washed Knox’s cum off me. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You’ve heard and felt how he fucks. That was pretty calm,” he stated, stripping off and joining me. His fingers pushed into my pussy, playing in what was left of the cum. “I also heard what you said to him. Would you really stop fucking him if I asked?” 

It was hard to think with his fingers between my legs. 

“Yes. You and Cruz are really important to me. If sleeping with Knox is a problem then I’d stop straight away.” 

“I  want  to  know  why  you’re  sleeping  with  him.”  His  lips  pressed against  my  neck,  trailing  across  the  mark  Knox  had  just  left  on  me.  “Are you doing it for you, or because you pity Knox?” 

“Why the fuck would I pity him? He’s good in bed and I think maybe giving him something to take his anger out on—” 

“So you’re doing it for me?” he cut in, his teeth sinking into my skin and making me whimper as he removed his fingers from my pussy. 

“Believe it or not but it’s not exactly a chore,” I grinned, relieved when he laughed and pressed against me, his lips brushing over mine. 

“I know how that man fucks and I honestly don’t blame you. I love that you try to make him see sense baby, but me and him are over. He can’t fix it.  He’ll  never  publicly  date  me  and  we’re  not  compatible  outside  the bedroom. It won’t work.” 

“I think he really misses you.” 

“I think he can wallow in it since it’s his fault.” 

He  was  becoming  tense  so  I  dropped  it,  sliding  my  arms  around  his neck. 

“Neither of us have clean clothes to change into, you know that right?” 

His hands slid over my ass, giving it a firm squeeze. 

“We’ll just have to stay in here until Knox comes looking for you.” He kissed me hard, pushing his tongue into my mouth with a groan, deepening

the kiss as he tasted Knox, his dick pressing against me. 

He tested my reaction as he slid it between my thighs to rub against my pussy,  only  going  further  when  I  moaned  and  lifted  my  leg,  offering  him more of me. 

“You want me to fuck Knox’s cum in deeper?” 

“Fuck, yes.” I was such a fucking whore and I regretted nothing. 

The  thought  of  Drake  fucking  me  right  after  Knox  was  making  me horny,  my  fingernails  digging  into  his  shoulders  as  he  pushed  his  dick inside  me  before  grabbing  my  other  leg,  lifting  me  completely  and sandwiching me between himself and the tiles. 

The pace was slow but it felt so good, my head dropping back against the wall as he kissed across my throat. 

“Do you think you can come again or did he already take them all?” he murmured, nipping at my skin and going a little faster. 

“Maybe one more,” I groaned, clinging to him and having no choice but to just hold on as he fucked me into the damn wall. 

He cursed as he came before I could, dropping one of my legs to slide his  hand  between  us  and  rub  at  my  clit  until  I  finished  too,  my  pussy clenching around him greedily. 

“Fuck, Drake. Condom.” My brain cells started coming back to me as panic filled me. He’d come a lot from what I could feel dripping down my legs, and in the moment we’d forgotten to be careful. 

He  stepped  back  from  me,  rinsing  us  both  under  the  water  that  was surprisingly still warm. “Shit.” He washed my pussy carefully, the door to the main room opening just as Knox growled. 

“I fucking told you to hurry up. What are you doing in there?” I wasn’t going  to  hide  the  fact  I’d  just  been  on  Drake’s  dick,  so  I  opened  the  stall door. 

“Sorry, I ended up with company. Can you get us some clothes?” I put my hands on my hips, letting him check me out before his eyes moved over my  shoulder  to  Drake  who  was  lowkey  freaking  out  about  the  forgotten condom. 

“You  really  are  a  cock-hungry  cunt,  Whitlock,”  Knox  grunted.  “The fuck’s up with you, Drake?” 

“Do we have Plan B here?” he blurted out, and Knox rolled his eyes. 

“Jesus  Christ.  Seriously?  Stay  here.  I’ll  find  you  some  clothes.”  He stormed off, and I shut the stall door before turning to face Drake again. 

“How do I get my hands on birth control without having a doctor and filling in a bunch of paperwork?” 

I  bet  they  hadn’t  thought  about  that.  Any  kind  of  contraception  was going to require a medical report and a paper trace with my address that my father could find. 

Drake sighed, taking my hand and pulling me closer. 

“If you want it, we can organize it. We know people. Once Knox gets back we can discuss it if you want.” I definitely did because I've had way too many risks lately. 

There was no way in hell that I wanted to bring kids into my fucked-up life. 
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Knox

DRAKE WAS A FUCKING DUMBASS. I knew my sperm didn’t work but his was stupidly  active.  He  got  his  tested  after  I  did  because  he  was  a  curious bastard. 

I didn’t knock before walking into Cruz’s room, his eyes narrowing as he watched me from the bed. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Drake  and  the  walking  cum-bucket  jumped  in  the  shower  together without taking clothes with them.” I rummaged in the closet, a sigh leaving him. 

“Don’t call her that.” 

“Why not? She just got pumped full of my cum then climbed straight onto Drake’s cock,” I said over my shoulder, the bed creaking as he got to his feet. 

“She slept with you again?” 

“Yeah. I guess she really loves a rough fuck.” I found some of Drake’s clothes,  turning  to  find  Cruz  holding  out  some  for  Penn.  We  didn’t  really fuck  that  hard  but  he  didn’t  need  to  know  that.  I  hadn’t  even  planned  on fucking  her  again  but  when  she’d  offered  to  blow  me,  I  wasn’t  exactly going to say no. 

Originally I figured I’d let her give me a half-assed blow job then I’d bust  on  her  face  and  call  it  a  day,  but  her  obedient  attitude  made  me ridiculously hard and I ended up fucking her. 

I  had  no  excuse  for  not  railing  her  like  I  had  last  time,  being  able  to control her orgasm and blow her mind was just really empowering. 

Penn liked it dirty, that much I knew, and I loved being the one to dirty her up. 

“What  are  you  doing  with  her,  man?  Just  let  Drake  have  her  and  stop being a dick,” Cruz grumbled, anger burning inside of me. 

“I’m not the one who begs her to fuck me, Lennox. She offered to blow me  so  I  let  her.  Her  pussy’s  good  so  I  decided  to  stick  my  dick  in  it. 

Besides, she’s only doing it because Drake doesn’t give a shit. She already told  me  if  he  tells  her  to  stop,  she  will  because  you  and  him  are  her priority.” 

I left the room, rolling my eyes as he trailed after me. 

“Why’s  she  even  humoring  you?  You  threw  her  ass  out  of  your  room last time.” 

“I asked her that. She thinks maybe good pussy and a release will make me less tense. Nice of her, isn’t it?” I said dryly, shoving open the bathroom door. “Hey, idiots. Here’s some clothes.” 

The  stall  door  cracked  open  and  Penn  stepped  out,  not  caring  that someone could walk in at any time. They were both dry so they must have grabbed  towels  while  they’d  waited  for  me  to  return,  so  they  quickly  got dressed and Penn gave Cruz a smile. 

“Hey. What are you doing here? Are we having a party?” 

“You  can’t  honestly  want  another  dick,”  I  deadpanned,  making  her waggle her eyebrows. 

“Why not? Dick’s good.” 

“I think you should be more concerned about that Plan B, don’t you?” 

Cruz cursed, glaring at Drake. “You came in her?” 

“Hey! It’s hypnotic pussy and I forgot, okay? I’ll get her the pill right now  and  then  organize  contraception.  Do  you  think  we  can  get  hold  of some?”  Drake  asked,  and  Cruz  raked  his  fingers  through  his  hair  with  a scowl. 

“I’ll ask Lopez. He might be able to bring something over.” He gave me a dirty look as if this was my fault. “Are you done being a dick? Can she—” 

“She’s staying with me tonight so you assholes can’t sneak out with her. 

She’s  not  to  leave  the  property,  Cruz.  I  fucking  mean  it.  If  I  have  to  kill someone else for her then I’m making it look like she did it and calling it in. 

I’m not doing unnecessary bullshit.” 

I  was  surprised  when  Penn  stepped  closer  to  me  with  a  smile,  patting my shoulder. 

“I hope you know I snuggle in my sleep.” 

“I hope you don’t mind my fist up your ass.” 

“Will you at least spit on it first?” 

She was such a brat, her joke making me crack a smirk. 

“On my fist or your ass?” 

“Either one would be fine, but be gentle. I’m a virgin.” She looked so fucking serious right now that I couldn’t help the bark of laughter that left me. 

“You  just  took  two  dicks  one  after  the  other,  you  filthy  cunt.  You’re having  dinner  then  going  to  bed,”  I  instructed,  my  dick  jerking  as  she nodded. 

“Does Daddy Knox want to come keep me company while I eat?” 

“Is everyone else hard?” Drake asked randomly, glancing down at my tenting sweats. “She’s already got you figured out. A little bit of obedience really gets you off.” 

“You’re welcome to join us but if you’re in my bed then you’re getting fucking naked,” I answered, gently pushing Penn towards the door. “Let’s go.  Cruz  can  try  to  get  hold  of  Lopez  for  that  Plan  B  and  some  birth control.” 

She  walked  out  like  a  good  girl,  Drake  and  Cruz  following  me  with narrowed eyes. They expected me to do something bad, I could tell, but the truth was, Penn had sated my anger for the day. 

I wasn’t playing a game with her. 

Some of the thieves were eating at the table but Stone glared at us with a coffee in his hands, tracking our every movement. I grabbed a plate for Penn before taking one for myself, clenching my jaw as I decided to give one to the other guys as well. 

Once we had burgers and fries piled up like every other fucking night, we joined Stone who appeared to be burning holes in my damn head with his eyes. 

Penn  sat  beside  me,  leaning  in  to  say  something  but  didn’t  get  it  out thanks to Stone. 

“What the fuck is so good about her pussy?” 

“Try  it  and  find  out,”  she  cooed,  flipping  him  the  middle  finger  as  he glowered at her. “No? It was worth a shot.” 

“I understand Drake and Cruz falling for her bullshit but not you. How did she convince you? Don’t you see she’s playing you? Everyone’s getting

their DNA all over her and she’s going to run straight back to Daddy and cry  rape.  I’m  not  bailing  you  out,”  Stone  hissed,  other  people  glancing along the table at us. 

Penn  went  to  stand  and  I  put  a  hand  on  her  shoulder,  keeping  her  in place.  I  had  no  idea  why  I  was  defending  her  because  he  was  right,  she could fuck us over like that, but the cunt was growing on me. 

At least I had easy pussy. 

“Eat, Whitlock,” I muttered, my eyes on Stone. “Worry about your own dick.  Yours  is  probably  covered  in  dust  and  cobwebs  by  now.  You’re  just pissed that mine’s happy and sated.” 

“No, I’m pissed that my team is too busy fucking the  hostage to focus on  any  tasks.  I’m  about  to  take  her  home  myself  and  make  sure  she  gets locked  back  in  that  fucking  room  of  hers,”  he  gritted  out,  Penn’s  body tensing. 

I wasn’t going to let that happen. 

If she was acting, she was damn good at it. I didn’t trust her but I was starting  to  believe  most  of  her  story,  and  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  my dick. 

I  believed  her  because  she  was  doing  as  much  as  possible  to  become one of us and avoid going home. 

I’d never seen anyone, let alone a girl, jump at the idea of helping deal with a dead body before. 

She really had impressed me with that. 

“We can talk about this shit later. For now, let the girl eat. She earned it.” 

“I bet she did,” he sneered, and I pinned him with a flat look. 

“I meant with the report she gave you and for helping me with the body today. It has nothing to do with my dick.” 

“Whatever you say.” He got to his feet and stalked off, Drake not being able to help himself. 

“I think she earned dinner after what she did to  my dick.” Fucking idiot. 



Penn

I was curled up on the couch in the living room with Drake, watching a movie  and  eating  popcorn  when  Cruz  walked  in  with  Zavier.  Knox  was

sitting  on  one  of  the  other  couches  pretending  we  weren’t  here,  but  he’d been glancing at us ever since we all sat down. 

I’d offered for him to join us and he’d growled at me like a wild animal, so I left him alone. 

“Penn, you naughty girl,” Zavier teased, tossing a box of pills onto my lap  before  dropping  down  onto  the  couch  beside  Knox,  ignoring  his warning growl. “I didn’t take you to be such a freak in the sheets.” 

“How am I a freak?” I scoffed, opening the box of Plan B and popping out the two pills, tossing them both into my mouth as Drake offered me his beer to wash them down. 

“Raw dogging it.” 


“That’s  hardly  freaky.  Do  you  call  yourself  the  king  of  kink  and  then use the pull-out method?” Cruz deadpanned as he sat beside me, lifting my legs over his thighs. “Aw, do the girls think you’re wild for putting a finger in their ass?” 

“Very  funny,”  Zavier  chuckled,  sliding  another  box  out  of  his  pocket and waving it at me. “Figured you’d want the implant contraception. You know, in case you want to run and you can’t pack a bag or something.” 

“I suck at remembering to take pills,” I admitted, a snort coming from Knox. 

“You can’t remember a condom so how can you remember a pill?” 

“Says the one who fucks her raw,” Cruz muttered, massaging my feet. 

“I think a permanent form of birth control is a good idea.” 

I wasn’t sure how I liked the idea of being stabbed with it, but he was right. I didn’t have to think about it once it was inserted. 

“How do I insert it?” I asked, and Cruz snatched it from my fingers. 

“You don’t. Medical professional only. You need to numb your arm and everything first, it’s not a tiny needle, babe.” 

“So who’s doing it?” I asked with a frown, my eyes widening when he answered. 

“I was just going to ask Stone.” 

“Stone’s not a fucking professional!” I screeched, amusement filling his eyes as he cracked a smirk. “You’re fucking with me, right?” 

“Yes and no. He could, but I know he won’t. I’ll do it.” 

“How the fuck are you a qualified medic?” I demanded, pulling my legs back from him with a scowl. 

He laughed, snatching my legs back. 

“We  know  basic  medical  stuff.  We  can  numb  your  arm,  insert  it,  and slap a bandage on it. No biggie.” 

“How do we get the numbing stuff?” I crossed my arms, giving Zavier a dirty look as he held out a small glass bottle and unopened syringe. “Where the fuck do you find this stuff?” 

“It’s better you don’t know,” he grinned. “Who wants to come hang out at the track? I’m kicked out of the house for a few hours.” 

Drake laughed, sitting up to stretch. “What did you do this time?” 

“I didn’t do shit. Logan and Reid decided it was a good idea to tag-team some bitch in the living room while Rae and I were out. Guess they didn’t get  my  text  saying  we  were  on  the  way  home,”  he  scoffed.  “She’s  not fucking happy and now we’re all being punished. I was with her so I don’t get why I can’t enjoy the night at home.” 

“Is she your girlfriend?” I asked, glancing around the guys as they all snorted, and Zavier rolled his eyes, making me wonder if this was a running joke or something. 

“No, I don’t have a girlfriend.” He suddenly smirked, not being able to help  but  taunt  the  guys.  “Unless  you’re  looking  for  a  boyfriend,  then  I’ll happily—” 

“Thanks  for  stopping  by,  Lopez,”  Cruz  said  and  flipped  him  the  bird. 

“And  to  answer  your  earlier  question,  we  can't  go  to  the  track.  Penn’s housebound for a while, apparently.” 

“Aw, they stopped letting you out for walkies?” Zavier pouted, making me giggle. 

I went to speak but Knox grabbed my bicep and hauled me to my feet. 

“Bed time.” 

“Aw, do I have to?” I whined, grinning when he gave me a dirty look. 

“What? You act like a daddy, then I’ll be a brat.” His fingers wound around my hair, keeping me in place as he put his face in mine. I thought he was going to kiss me but he just glared. 

“Brats get spanked.” 

“Only  if  they  beg.”  I  held  his  gaze  until  he  growled  and  grabbed  the back of my neck, dragging me towards his room. “Good night, guys! Nice to see you, Zavier!” 

Zavier was laughing loudly while Cruz and Drake muttered about Knox being a prick, and I was surprised when Drake followed us. 

Knox  didn’t  argue,  letting  Drake  into  the  room  before  shutting  and locking the door. 

I sprawled out in the middle of the bed contently, grabbing the blanket to put over myself. 

“Is this a slumber party? Oh! Pillow fight!” I went to grab the pillow but Knox reached out and snatched it from me, smacking me in the face with it before putting it back on the bed. 

“I win. Now go to sleep.” 

“But—” 

“Now.” 

He looked pissed so I rolled my eyes and shut up, Drake climbing in on one side while Knox turned the light off and crawled into the other. It was a tight fit for all of us but I was fine. 

Drake and I snuggled and gave Knox plenty of space, but I did slide a hand over to him and curled my fingers around his arm. He tensed and told me to fuck off but he didn’t shove me away, so I kept it there, falling asleep between them. 

Apparently I was more tired than I first thought. 



Drake

Penn fell asleep fast, her steady breaths calming me from the war I was having  with  myself.  I  shouldn’t  have  decided  to  follow  them  in  here,  not when I was still so fucked up over Knox. 

He was watching me in the dark silently, tingles skating across my skin at the intensity of it. 

“What?” I finally asked when the silence continued. 

“Nothing.” 

“Why are you staring at me?” 

“You’re  hot,  sue  me,”  he  grunted,  my  stupid  heart  getting  those  little flutters it usually did when he was around. Compliments from Knox were rare and even though it wasn’t sweet, it was his version of sweet. 

“Apparently not hot enough,” I muttered, my heartbeat increasing at the silence  that  came  afterwards.  Just  when  I  thought  he’d  gone  to  sleep,  he spoke again. 

“Come here.” 

“Fuck off.” 

“Either  you  come  here,  or  I  drag  you  and  wake  up  Whitlock  in  the process,”  he  warned,  and  I  very  carefully  started  untangling  myself  from Penn’s hold on me. I climbed over her and Knox snagged my wrist, yanking me down sharply and causing the bed to jostle as I landed on top of him. 

“Be  careful!”  I  hissed,  glancing  at  Penn  to  make  sure  she  was  still asleep, but Knox fisted my hair, tugging my head back. 

“What the fuck do you mean you’re not hot enough?” Knox gritted out quietly,  his  fingers  tightening  when  I  didn’t  respond.  “You  think  my  dick would want you if you weren’t?” 

“Your dick’s the only thing that wants me,” I threw back, pushing my hands against his broad chest to try and put some distance between us. 

“I fucking want you,” he growled, swatting my hands away to bring me closer, my lips hovering over his. I swallowed, staring down at him in the dark and trying to get my brain to work. 

I was mad at him, he’d hurt me, so why couldn’t I convince myself to get off him? 

“Knox—” 

“Drake,” he mocked, pulling me down the rest of the way to kiss me. 

Kissing Knox was a bit of a rarity too. A kiss on the neck or shoulder was common, and even a peck on the lips if he wasn’t in a mood, but a kiss like this? 

My brain short circuited and I was at his mercy. 

I  didn’t  fight  him  on  it  as  his  tongue  battled  with  mine,  his  arms wrapping  around  me  as  I  groaned.  He  flipped  us  so  that  he  was  braced above  me,  continuing  to  kiss  me  as  he  yanked  my  boxers  off  and  tossed them across the room, an embarrassing sound of desperation leaving me as he fisted my dick in his hand and pumped me in slow strokes. 

“Fuck, Knox.” 

“You want me, babe?” he asked, my dick controlling the situation as I nodded. 

His boxers vanished as he reached into his drawer for lube, coating his dick in it before sliding his slippery fingers into my ass, my hips lifting off the bed. 

He  didn’t  take  long  to  warm  me  up,  impatiently  replacing  his  fingers with the head of his dick and sinking himself into me. 

I cried out, trying to remember Penn was right beside us but not caring at  the  same  time.  Knox  would  freak  out  if  she  woke  up  and  saw  him fucking me, but I wanted her to watch. 

Would she want to join in? 

The bed creaked as he fucked me, the sound getting louder as he started to lose control. “Knox, you’re going to wake her up,” I warned, an angry scowl taking over his face. 

“So?” 

“As long as you don’t get mad at her, I don’t care, but it’s your fault if she sees your dick in my ass,” I hissed, his thrusts slowing for a moment before  he  went  harder  again.  Penn  must  have  been  really  fucking  tired  if she’d managed to sleep through this. “I need to come.” 

“Wait and come with me,” he said sternly, my breaths coming out sharp as I tried to hold off. I was getting pretty good at it but I wanted to come so badly. The soft head of his dick stroked against my prostate again and again until I was so fucking tense that he was lucky I hadn’t made a mess all over the pair of us. “Come with me, baby.” 

His hand picked up the pace on my dick and his began to pulse as he came in my ass, and I came alongside him with a breathless curse. Hot cum shot from my dick and all over my abs, my thighs clenching around him as he kept fucking me until he was finished. 

Reality  came  crashing  down  on  me  as  the  high  started  to  fade,  and  I smacked his chest with a growl. 

“Get off me.” 

He didn’t, putting more of his weight over me to keep me in place. 

“You’re not fucking running from me. You’re mine, Drake. No matter how attached to the princess you get. No one fucks you like I do,” he bit out, thrusting his softening dick in and out of me as if to prove it. 

“I said get off me.” I felt so stupid. Why had I let this happen? 

I’d been doing so well with my control. 

Angry tears stung my eyes and I hit his chest harder. “Now, Knox.” 

I  didn’t  want  to  yell  and  wake  Penn  up,  but  he  wasn’t  listening.  His fingers  wrapped  around  my  throat  and  he  nipped  my  chin,  continuing  his slow pumps in and out of me as his dick started hardening again. 

“Don’t fight me. I’ll fuck you for hours if I have to. Do you need me to say that I love you? Is that it? I love you, okay?” he said softly, his thrusts

becoming  firmer.  “Get  on  your  knees  for  me  and  let  me  make  you  feel good.” 

“Stop!”  I  demanded  loudly,  freezing  when  Penn  spoke  quietly  from beside us. 

“Get the fuck off him. You’re upsetting him and your dick won’t fix it.” 

I assumed Knox would flip out but he actually stopped moving, staying still for a moment before his grip on my throat loosened. 

“I’m not good with words, fucking is the only bit in a relationship I’m good at. I’m sorry,” Knox said tightly, pulling out of me and getting to his feet.  He  found  his  boxers  in  the  dark,  yanking  them  on  and  leaving  the room silently without even slamming the door. 

Part of me wanted to chase after him but I couldn’t. Not after he hadn’t respected me when I’d asked him to stop. 

I ran my hands over my face, tensing when soft fingers brushed through my hair. 

“Are you alright?” 

“No,” I scoffed, jerking back a fraction as she tried to snuggle into my side. “Sorry, I just—” 

“What  can  I  do?”  She  sat  up,  reaching  over  to  turn  the  lamp  on  to witness my cum covered abs. “Would you like a damp cloth?” 

“I’ll do it.” I didn’t want her cleaning me up, but she didn’t seem to give a  fuck  as  she  climbed  off  the  bed  and  slipped  from  the  room,  returning  a few moments later with a damp cloth. 

She wiped my abs clean, placing a kiss on my chest. 

“Open your legs for me,” she murmured, and I tried to snatch the cloth with a growl. 

“You’re  not  cleaning  his  cum  from  my  ass.  I  draw  the  fucking  line  at that.” 

Frustration  burned  through  me  as  she  kept  the  cloth  away  from  me, shuffling down the bed. 

“You  and  Cruz  take  turns  caring  for  me  so  let  me  do  this  for  you. 

Besides, I like being able to look after my boyfriend.” 

“Boyfriend?”  My  heart  thumped  in  my  chest  as  she  smiled  at  me.  I knew  we  were  seeing  each  other  but  hearing  her  so  easily  calling  me  her boyfriend gave me butterflies. 

“Yeah, boyfriend.” She swatted at my legs until I parted them, her soft touch  soothing  me  as  she  kissed  my  raised  knee  and  moved  the  cloth

between  my  legs,  gently  cleaning  the  cum  from  my  ass.  “Did  he  scare you?” 

“Knox? Fuck no. I’m just pissed at myself for letting him weaken me like that. It’s hard to let him go,” I answered, waiting for her to be finished before  I  sat  up.  “We’ve  been  best  friends  for  a  long  time  now,  and  our relationship was wild from the start. We might not have been romantic in a sense, but it’s hard to move on from the passion, you know?” 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to, baby,” she whispered, sitting in front of me and cupping my cheek. “If you want him—” 

“I want more than what he’s willing to give me. Besides, I have you,” I chuckled, soaking in her comfort. She sighed, giving me a knowing look. 

“You  can  have  him  too.  I’ll  be  the  romance  and  he  can  be  the  good dick.” 

“So out of Cruz and I, who gives you the good dick?” I joked, earning a swat to the arm. “I’m only playing!” 

“You  both  give  me  romance  and  good  dick,”  she  huffed,  leaning forward to kiss me quickly. 

I  hooked  an  arm  around  her  neck  to  keep  her  close,  grinning  as  she ended up straddling me. Her panties were soaked and I clicked my tongue at her. 

“How long were you listening to us fuck?” 

“For most of it I think. I considered joining in but figured Knox would just yell at me and get embarrassed for being caught doing  gay stuff.” There was  a  sad  tone  in  her  voice,  one  that  I  understood.  “Why’s  he  so embarrassed about it? If he loves you, that’s all that matters.” 

I pulled her down beside me to snuggle, burying my face in her neck. 

“I know, but it’s not enough. Go back to sleep, I’m sorry we woke you.” 

“Next  time  wake  me  earlier,”  she  giggled,  both  of  us  falling  asleep wrapped around each other. 

Knox  never  returned  to  the  room  and  as  much  as  I  was  glad,  I  also wondered where he’d gone. 

 OceanofPDF.com

Chapter Seventeen

 OceanofPDF.com

Penn

“WHERE’S  KNOX?”  I  asked  Stone  the  following  morning,  the  grumpy asshole  not  even  glancing  up  at  me  from  the  tablet  he  was  using  as  he sipped his morning coffee. 

“Why do you care?” 

“Because I do. Where is he?” I asked firmly, his eyes finally lifting to mine.  We  were  the  only  two  people  in  the  kitchen,  it  was  too  late  for breakfast and most of the others were out doing stuff. Drake and Cruz were in Ashburn Valley and since I was being followed, I wasn’t allowed to go with them, leaving me to deal with Stone alone. “Him and Drake had a fight last night and Knox left.” 

“Not that it’s your business, but Knox has gone on a job with some of the others. They’ll be back later.” 

“Did he seem okay to you? He—” 

“He  was  his  typical  asshole  self.  This  isn’t  a  mental  health  clinic,  so stop asking me annoying questions,” he snapped, putting his coffee down as if to stop himself from throwing it at me. “Find something else to do.” 

“Like  what?  You  banned  me  from  literally  everything,”  I  deadpanned, dropping down into the seat opposite him. “Can you—” 

His hands slammed down on the table, making me jump. 

“Do  you  ever  stop  talking?!  All  I’ve  heard  since  you  got  here  is  your goddamn voice!” 

“You really need to get laid,” I huffed, resting my elbows on the table and placing my hands under my chin. “I’ll do you a deal. Give me a smile and I’ll give you a hand job.” 

He was so easy to wind up. 

“I’m going out,” he announced as he got to his feet, his angry eyes on mine as I stood to follow. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

“Coming with you.” 

“Like fuck.” 

“Stone, please,” I whined, clasping my hands together for effect. “I’m bored to death.” 

“Then hurry up and die,” he muttered, looking at me like I was placed on the earth for the sole purpose of pissing him off. “What the hell do you want me to do with you? I have a job and you’re only going to get in the way.” 

“I’ll be good!” 

“Good girls would stay home like they were asked. If I take you out of this building, you’ll end up followed again, and I can’t have meetings with clients or steal shit with eyes on us. You feel me? Believe it or not but I’m not just doing this to be an asshole, it’s not safe for any of us to have you wandering around.” 

“Please!” 

“Jesus fucking Christ, get in the car then! Anything to make you shut up!” he snarled, and I quickly made my way through the building and into the garage before he could change his mind. 

He stormed in five minutes later with a bag in his hand, shoving it in the trunk before climbing behind the wheel. I scrambled into the passenger seat, strapping myself in as he tore out of the garage, and I tried hard to keep my mouth shut but curiosity got the better of me. 

“Where are we going?” 

“I  have  a  house  I  want  you  to  break  into  in  Ashburn  Valley,”  he  said tightly,  tossing  a  piece  of  paper  on  my  lap.  “You  seem  to  know  value,  so find the item and get your ass back to the car without getting caught.” 

“Wait,  I’m  going  in  alone?  It’s  the  middle  of  the  day!”  Panic  raced through me but Stone didn’t seem fazed. 

“The  place  is  empty  right  now.  Besides,  you  robbed  that  house  in Crestford in broad daylight so what’s the big deal? You want to be a Night Thief? Fucking show me how bad you want it.” 

“Keyword.  Night  Thief,”  I  huffed,  running  my  eyes  over  the  piece  of paper. “You want me to take a painting?” 

“Yep. You seem to know your shit so I want to see it. In and out in ten minutes or I drive off and make you walk back like I would with the others. 

This is what training with me looks like, so you’re either in or you’re out.” 

He glanced at me in challenge, and I steeled my spine and nodded. 

“I can do that. What made you change your mind?” Maybe my report had impressed him enough for him to realize I had potential. Hope filled me at the thought, and I wanted to please him so he’d accept me. 

He smiled, my stomach twisting with nerves. 

“I’m bored to death, that’s all.” 

We parked around the road from the targeted house, and he shut off the engine to turn to me. 

“You know the drill. Eyes open, stay quiet, and be fast.” 

“Do I get a tablet or something to keep an eye on security?” I asked as I reached for the door. “How do I keep a look-out?” 

“Cameras  are  off  and  no  one’s  home.  You’ll  be  fine,”  he  said  with  a shrug,  shooing  me  from  the  car.  I  looked  back  at  him  before  making  my way around the corner, glancing down at the address on the paper. 

The house was massive, but a lot of the houses in Ashburn Valley were. 

I  couldn’t  see  Stone  anymore  and  I  shook  off  the  paranoia  as  I  snuck through the gate, taking the long way to the house via the garden. 

One of the windows out the back popped open and I scrambled inside, glancing at the time on my phone. I’d already taken five fucking minutes, so I made my way across the house quickly, testing locked doors as I went. 

“Bingo,”  I  smiled  as  I  found  a  door  that  opened,  the  click  of  a  gun sounding just before I felt the barrel press against the back of my head. 

“You chose the wrong house, you little cunt.” So much for no one being home. “Turn around.” I slowly turned, my stomach dropping at the sight of the man in front of me. Tattoos covered his arms, his leather jacket drawing my attention. The Bloody Psychos logo stared back at me, and I lifted my eyes to his with a nervous swallow. “Who the fuck are you and why are you in my house?” 

“I  think  there’s  been  a  mistake,”  I  said  as  calmly  as  possible,  the  gun pressing against my forehead firmly. 

“You definitely fucked up. I asked you a question,” he snarled, a squeak leaving me as I tried not to cry. I was going to die in this house, there was no way around it. 

“Penn. I didn’t know this was your house, I—” 

“The  Whitlock  girl?”  he  asked  with  surprise,  his  eyes  flickering  with confusion. “Why the fuck—” 

“Penn?” 

I slid my eyes across the room to find Jensen, his brow creased. “What are you doing here? Holloway, put that thing down, she’s a friendly.” 

“This  little  bitch  broke  in,”  the  guy  with  the  gun  snapped,  but  Jensen scowled. 

“Put it down!” The guy lowered the gun but his eyes remained on me. 

“You’re  lucky  it  wasn’t  Skeet  or  Rory  who  found  you  or  your  brain would  be  spattered  across  the  house  before  you  could’ve  known  you  had company.”  He  stepped  back,  motioning  towards  a  door.  “Get  down  there. 

You’re not leaving until we talk.” 

My heart was slamming against my ribcage and Jensen shoved him out of the way, giving me more space. 

“She obviously didn’t know whose house she was breaking into so take it easy.” 

“Take her downstairs while I call Skeet. He’s going to want to handle this,” he replied as he pulled his phone from his pocket, leaving Jensen to take me down a set of stairs. 

I thought I was going to hyperventilate. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” Jensen asked quietly as he turned on a light and steered me towards a large table. “You could be dead right now, you know? You tripped multiple security measures on the way in and you’re lucky Caden and I were already here or Caden’s right, you would’ve had Skeet gunning you down without question.” 

Tears burned my eyes as I realized Stone had set me up, my throat going tight as I let out a sob. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know.” 

“Did someone put you up to this?” 

Despite  Stone’s  betrayal,  I  couldn’t  rat  him  out.  These  guys  could  go through the compound and tear the whole place apart, killing everyone in sight, so I shook my head, trying to put on a brave face. 

“No, I just wanted to prove myself to the others so I snuck off. I figured if I robbed a fancy house and brought something back, they’d be impressed right?” 

I hoped it sounded convincing. 

Jensen  raked  a  hand  through  his  hair,  glancing  nervously  towards  the door. 

“Look, you’re a good kid and you’re obviously tied up in some things outside of your control, but don’t do dumb shit to impress boys. They’re not worth it.” 

“I’m twenty-two, not a kid, and I didn’t do it to impress boys, I did it because I thought their little club thingy would let me in. They don’t trust me with anything and I just want to be part of something. I’ve never had that before,” I scowled, crossing my arms. “I honestly didn’t know this was your house. You guys have been good to me and I’d never—” 

“Where  is  she?!”  someone  shouted  loudly  as  a  door  slammed somewhere  in  the  house,  my  heart  rate  spiking  as  the  footsteps  stomped closer.  Jensen  gave  me  a  worried  look  just  before  Skeeter  stormed  in,  his gun already out in front of him. “Listen here you little—” 

“Skeet, she didn’t know,” Jensen said in a low voice, apparently trying to soothe the situation and keep me alive. 

“Bullshit.  Everyone  knows  this  is  our  house.”  Skeeter’s  violent  gaze burned into me and I flinched as he stepped closer. “Did those pricks send you  here?  I  swear  to  God  I’m  going  to  put  all  of  you  in  the  fucking ground!” 

“Skeeter!”  Jensen  snapped,  stepping  closer.  “How  would  she  know where we live? She’s been locked up her entire life and she’s only been out a handful of times.” 

“Why is she here then?!” 

“She snuck out to try and rob a place to prove herself to the guys. She wants to join their organization.” Jensen gave me a look that said I’d better be telling the truth. “I think this has been a huge misunderstanding.” 

More footsteps moved through the house and a strange sense of relief filled me when Hunter appeared in the doorway. He was pissed with me, I could tell, but his voice was calm. 

“I’ve  called  your  guys  to  come  and  get  you.”  Looking  at  Skeeter,  he spoke more firmly. “Don‘t fucking shoot anyone.” 

“You’re really going to just let her walk out of here? She broke into our fucking house, Rivera. She—” 

“She didn’t fucking know,” Hunter bit out, stepping forward to grab my shoulder  tightly,  making  me  wince  as  he  hauled  me  out  of  the  room  and towards the kitchen. “You’d better not be lying or I’ll let him have you,” he warned under his breath, and I nodded quickly. 

“Honest, I didn’t know. I never would’ve come here if I’d have known, no matter the situation. I don’t want to end up on your bad side or disrespect you.” 

He pushed me down into a chair at the kitchen table, squatting in front of me. 

“No one sent you here as initiation or anything?” 

“No.” I swore he could see the lie in my eye but he finally sighed. 

“Good.  I  don’t  know  if  you’ve  heard  but  your  father’s  made  a  public announcement  to  find  you.  Keep  your  head  down.”  Panic  clawed  at  my chest  and  his  expression  softened.  “Stick  by  Cruz  and  Drake.  It  seems they’ll do anything to keep you safe and they won’t let your father take you. 

You’re an adult, no one can force you to go home.” 

I had a feeling my father would find a way to put me back inside that lonely house of his. 

Waiting for the guys was awful. Skeeter and Caden wandered in and out of the room glaring daggers at me, Jensen made small talk over coffee, and Hunter lingered to make sure Skeeter didn’t murder me. 

Tires finally screeched outside and Jensen chuckled. 

“You’ve got those boys wrapped around your finger, don’t you?” 

I didn’t have time to answer before Hunter let them in and Cruz literally ran into the room, relief in his eyes when he saw me in one piece. 

“Oh,  thank  fuck.  You’re  okay?”  He  moved  towards  me  and  I  was surprised when Drake and Knox walked in behind him, but I didn’t show it as Cruz pulled me to my feet and crushed me to his chest. “What the fuck were you thinking?” 

“I was thinking I was a better thief than this,” I joked lightly. “I think I need more training.” 

“If  you  think  you’re  going  on  jobs  after  this  stunt,  you  have  another thing coming,” Knox bit out, turning his attention to Hunter. “This cunt will be the death of us. We owe you.  Again.” 

Hunter was quiet for a moment before sliding his eyes to mine. 

“You’re bored?” 

“I  just  wanted  to  prove  that  I  could  be  like  the  others,”  I  whispered, shame  burning  inside  of  me.  Why  had  I  trusted  Stone?  I  should’ve  just blurted it out and let the Psychos deal with him, but then what? 

What  if  the  other  thieves  got  gunned  down  too?  They’d  defend  Stone and get hurt. 

I had to keep it a secret. 

“Your  guys  need  to  find  something  to  occupy  you  then,  or  train  you harder.” 

“It’s  hard  when  she’s  not  supposed  to  leave  the  compound,”  Drake stated with a grumble. 

“You need to give her something to do before she gets herself killed,” 

Hunter answered, finally turning his attention to Cruz. “Or convince her to go home where she’s safe.” 

I’d rather die. 

Cruz

Penn wasn’t a stupid girl, but robbing a house on her own had to have been the dumbest idea on the planet. I knew she wanted to fit in, but that wasn’t the way to go about it. 

If someone put her up to it, I’d kill them. 

I  thanked  Hunter  a  million  times  for  calling  us  and  letting  her  leave without punishment, keeping my temper in check until we were in the car. 

Then I lost my fucking mind. 

“Are you insane?!” I shouted from the front passenger seat, making her jump  from  beside  Drake  in  the  back.  Knox  snickered  at  me  and  he  was lucky I didn’t punch him for it. He knew how dangerous that situation had been. “Do you understand you should be dead right now?!” 

Her eyes flickered with uncertainty, and she pulled away from Drake as he tried to drop an arm around her shoulders. 

“I’m sorry. I—” 

“Who put you up to it? Was it Knox?” 

“Stone said Knox was busy and wouldn’t be back until—” 

“Tell  me,  Penelope!  Whoever  did,  knew  you’d  be  caught  and  most likely killed.” I fumed as I glanced at Knox who shrugged. 

“Wasn’t me. Why would I risk them kicking our door down over it?” He frowned,  lifting  his  gaze  to  the  rearview  as  he  started  the  engine.  “Stone told you I was gone? I’ve been in the gun range all morning.” 

She  shrugged  but  her  eyes  darted  away  from  him,  confusion  swirling inside me. 

Why was Stone lying to her? 

“Did  Stone  tell  you  to  rob  the  house?”  I  didn’t  like  accusing  him  of anything,  he  was  my  best  friend  and  my  boss,  but  he’d  wanted  her  gone since we’d brought her home. 

Breaking  into  the  Donovan’s  mansion  was  a  fast  way  to  get  rid  of  a person. 

“Why would he do that?” Penn scoffed, sliding her pretty eyes to mine. 

“He  doesn’t  want  beef  with  the  Psychos.  I  was  honestly  just  trying  to impress him so he’d stop treating me like a princess.” 

“Babe,  we  have  a  lot  of  rules  for  a  reason.  All  houses  need  to  be monitored  for  weeks  prior  to  the  break-in,  we  have  to  hack  into  cameras and  security  triggers,  and  we  always  go  with  back-up.  Stone  might  be  a hard-ass but it’s because he’s trying to keep everyone safe. There’s a lot of houses we avoid out of respect for our business connections, and you just hit the biggest one. We don’t like doing anything in Ashburn Valley without running it by the Psychos and Devils first, okay?” 

“I said I was sorry,” she mumbled before turning her attention back out the window, the rest of the drive home being silent. 

I  was  surprised  when  we  arrived  and  Knox  climbed  out  of  the  car, grabbing  the  back  of  her  neck  in  a  firm  grip  and  steering  her  into  the compound. We had no idea what his intentions with her were, but I didn’t think for a second that he was going to hurt her. 

Even if it was just her pussy he liked. 

“Does  he  have  to  manhandle  her  so  much?”  Drake  grunted  as  we followed at a slower pace, crossing his arms. “And why the fuck would she try to break into a house that big by herself?” 

“I  don’t  know  but  this  is  only  going  to  make  Stone  dig  his  heels  in harder.  He  won’t  want  her  going  on  jobs  with  us  if  she  can’t  follow  the rules,”  I  replied  as  we  walked  inside,  finding  Knox  and  Penn  gone.  Her voice carried up the hallway and led us to the office, Knox waving a hand in her direction as he filled Stone in on what had happened. 

Stone’s face was an emotionless mask, his eyes on Penn as he silently listened. She stared him down but didn’t interrupt Knox, waiting for him to finish before she spoke. 

“I’m sorry, it won’t happen again.” 

“Make sure it doesn’t,” Stone said flatly, looking in our direction. “Keep her on a leash.” 

We’d expected him to blow up about it, but he simply waved her off and returned  to  whatever  he  was  doing  on  the  computer,  speaking  over  his shoulder.  “All  of  you  stay  home  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  There’s  been attempted security breaches and we don’t need the heat. I assume it’s Penn’s father  since  he’s  put  out  a  report  for  her  to  return  home,  but  it  could  be anyone, so stay vigilant. No one goes out alone.” 

“Movie  day?  Sweet!”  Drake  grinned,  completely  oblivious  to  the  fact we  were  possibly  in  danger.  “C’mon,  Penn!  Come  snuggle  on  the  couch with me.” 

The  hesitation  on  her  face  made  me  frown,  and  even  Knox  looked surprised when she shook her head. 

“Not right now. I’m getting a headache and want a nap.” 

“Oh, I’ll come—” 

“Alone.” 

Drake’s  shoulders  deflated  as  she  left  the  room  without  another  word, and Knox snorted. 

“The fuck is up with her?” 

“She’s just being a princess about being caught. Leave her,” Stone said firmly  but  his  fingers  kept  tapping  away  on  the  keyboard.  “If  you’re  not busy, all of you should be going through footage of our next targets. This isn’t a fucking holiday camp and we’ve already got one princess, we don’t need more. Work or get the fuck out of my compound.” 

I  wanted  to  check  on  Penn  but  it  was  obvious  she  wanted  space,  so  I dropped  down  at  the  computer  beside  Stone  and  brought  up  the  files, getting  to  work.  Knox  muttered  something  about  checking  in  with  Jai before leaving the room, and Drake let out a huff of annoyance as he got comfortable at a computer further away from us. 

We’d chase down Penn later once she’d had some time alone. 



Stone

I had no idea what I’d been thinking by sending Penn into that fucking house, but it made me nervous that she hadn’t ratted me out for it. Cruz kept glancing  at  me  while  we  silently  scoured  through  hours  worth  of  security footage for movement within minutes, guilt slamming me in the chest. 

My  hatred  for  Penelope  was  going  to  destroy  my  friendship  with  my best friend and those I called family. 

She  was  distracting  them  all,  even  Knox,  but  now  she  had  me  by  the balls.  I  hadn’t  thought  it  through,  but  sending  her  into  Rory  Donovan’s house should’ve meant the end of Penelope Whitlock and all my problems. 

What the hell was wrong with me? 

I’d almost gotten her killed, for fuck’s sake. 

Drake  sulked  at  his  desk,  checking  his  phone  every  five  minutes.  At least Knox seemed to be doing something productive as he sent me through some files we’d been looking for. 

The moment Cruz joined Drake across the room, I quickly pulled up the footage of his room, surprised to find it empty. 

I  frowned,  clicking  through  other  rooms  until  finally  finding  her  in Knox’s. 

I kept the audio off but I could tell she was crying, curled up in his bed like she belonged there. The thought made me clench my fists. She didn’t belong here, she never would, and she had no right to be in Knox’s room. 

He was only fucking her, it was nothing special. 

My jaw clenched as I flicked to the hallway footage to see him sitting against the wall by his bedroom door, most likely watching the footage on his phone. 

All my boys were brainwashed, and I was the only one who seemed to see it. 
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Penn

I  CRIED myself to sleep like an idiot. Trusting Stone had been stupid, and part  of  me  had  hoped  doing  the  job  would  make  him  see  me  as  one  of them. 

Obviously it was just a game to him, a way to get rid of me. 

I woke up to the bed jostling, Knox’s scent surrounding me and making me  remember  where  I  was.  If  I’d  gone  to  Cruz’s  room,  him  and  Drake wouldn’t have left me alone, but they wouldn’t bother me in here. 

“Lie  on  your  stomach,”  Knox  growled  in  my  ear,  his  fingers  already tugging at my pants. “Now, Whitlock.” 

He didn’t wait for me to do as I was told before he started manhandling me,  putting  me  in  the  position  he  wanted  and  tearing  my  pants  down  my legs. 

“I’m  not  really  in  the  mood,  asshole,”  I  mumbled  into  the  pillow  as  I tried to wake up properly, but I wriggled my ass against him as he laid over my back, his cock sliding between my thighs as his teeth firmly bit into my shoulder. 

“I don’t give a shit. You’re in my bed so do as you’re told.” 

“Yes, Sir,” I snorted, trying to part my legs but his knees were placed on either side of them, keeping my legs tightly together. 

“Are  you  going  to  be  a  good  princess  and  take  my  cock?”  he  asked gruffly  in  my  ear,  dropping  a  bottle  of  lube  onto  the  bed  beside  us  as  he slicked himself up. “Are you going to let me fill your pussy with my cum?” 

“Please,” I replied with a groan, wriggling my butt again. 

“Such a cock-hungry slut,” he bit out, sliding his slick cock between my legs to tease me. “You’re going to take every fucking inch of me.” 

A moan left me as he finally started pushing inside my pussy, stretching me as he held me still. He kept my legs together, keeping my pussy tight as he pumped in and out of me, and he threaded his fingers through my hair as he held my head down on the pillow. 

He didn’t warn me before picking up the pace, his hand firmly on my head to hold me down as he rode me hard, my loud cries echoing around the room and most likely being heard from the hallway. 

“Fuck,  Knox!”  I  gasped  as  my  orgasm  started  to  build,  my  body squirming  as  if  to  escape  the  sensations.  His  hand  left  my  head  as  he gripped my waist hard enough to bruise, fucking me harder. 

“Come  all  over  my  cock.  Scream  my  name  and  let  everyone  know who’s  fucking  you,”  he  snarled,  his  punishing  pace  bordering  on  painful. 

He didn’t slow down when I came with a scream, his name on my lips like he’d asked. “Good girl, so fucking wet for me.” 

My  pussy  was  soaked,  the  wet  slapping  sounds  filling  the  room  as  I begged him to stop, but he only fucked me harder and pushed me over the edge a second time. 

“Knox!  Oh  my  God,  stop!  Fuck!”  My  sensitive  body  kept  pulsing around him until he slowed to move me onto my back, spreading my legs and opening me right up for him. 

The angle hurt a little as he pushed my thighs down firmly on the bed, making me look like a fucking frog, but holy fuck he got even deeper. 

I fisted the blankets as he railed me until he came with a curse, both our bodies shaking slightly from the intensity of it, and he surprised me as he gently placed one of his hands on my thigh. 

“Better?”  he  asked  lightly,  but  I  could  hear  uncertainty  below  the surface. I realized he’d been trying to cheer me up in the only way he knew how, and I peered up at him with a small smile as he studied me. 

“Yeah, better.” I didn’t care about getting cum all over the bed as I sat up, his entire body going tense as I shuffled closer to slide my arms around his waist in an awkward hug. “Thanks.” 

“Get the fuck off me,” he grunted but his fingers teased my spine as he pulled  me  closer,  looking  at  me  with  confusion.  Knox  had  zero understanding of feelings or emotion outside of anger. 

He’d  been  telling  himself  for  so  long  that  he  couldn’t  have  it  with Drake, so this was foreign to him. 

I  risked  it  as  I  slid  a  hand  around  the  back  of  his  neck,  my  eyes assessing his for a moment before I leaned forward to kiss him. He jerked back with a scowl but his arm stayed around me, so I waited him out, giving him time to think about it. 

After a second his arm tightened around me and he crushed his lips to mine, a needy groan leaving him. 

I ended up on my back with him laying over me, his mouth devouring mine as I wrapped my legs around his waist. He pushed his dick back inside me, his thrusts not so desperate and angry this time. 

Knox wanted love too, he just didn’t want to admit it. 

Our bodies writhed together, and I felt it the moment he realized he was being  gentle  because  his  muscles  bunched  and  he  jerked  back  from  me  a fraction. The others knew we fucked, but they didn’t have to be privy to the details. 

“I won’t tell anyone,” I said softly as I lifted my hips to keep moving. 

“It’s okay to slow down sometimes.” 

“I  don’t  like  it,”  he  gritted  out  but  his  face  filled  with  conflict  as  he argued with himself. 

“Then  fuck  me  harder,  but  if  you’re  worried  about  what  people  will think,  they  won’t  find  out,”  I  whispered,  leaning  up  to  place  soft  kisses across his throat as my hands trailed up the back of his shirt. “Whatever you want, I’ll do it.” 

“Stop talking.” 

I nodded, continuing to explore his throat and neck with my lips as he slowly fucked me. 

He lifted one of my legs over his hip, keeping the other pinned to the bed as he dropped his forehead to mine to watch me. 

“You’ll do whatever I want? I want you to convince Drake to join us.” 

“But—” 

“I  want  to  watch  him  eat  my  cum  out  of  your  pussy.  Then  I  want  to watch you blow him so I can taste him on your lips,” he murmured, my core clenching  at  the  thought.  Drake  wasn’t  going  to  be  into  that,  and  I  didn’t want to ask him. It wasn’t fair when he was trying to move on. “Go on. Call him and tell him to get in here.” 

Knox’s phone landed on my chest as he started fucking me a little faster, heat  flashing  in  his  eyes  as  I  moaned.  He  wanted  Drake  to  know  exactly what we were doing. 

I dropped the phone twice before managing to call Drake and put it on speaker,  and  I  was  a  little  bit  surprised  that  he  even  answered  Knox’s number. 

“What?” Drake grunted just as I gasped, his voice dropping. “Penn?” 

“Come  to  Knox’s  room,”  I  panted  as  Knox  went  even  faster,  a  curse leaving me. “Alone.” 

“Baby—” 

Knox held my gaze as he cut Drake off, his voice low. 

“Her  pussy  is  so  full  right  now  and  just  begging  to  be  tasted.  She’s dripping.” 

“I’m not fucking you,” Drake snapped, a chuckle leaving Knox. 

“I’m  not  asking  you  to.  Come  have  a  taste  of  your  girl  while  she’s stuffed with my cum.” 

“Fuck,”  Drake  huffed  before  hanging  up,  and  I  knew  he  was  on  the way. 

Knox  tossed  the  phone  aside  and  grabbed  both  my  legs,  shoving  my knees down onto the bed. 

“Hard  and  fast?”  I  asked  dryly,  knowing  Drake’s  presence  meant Knox’s softer side would be locked away again. 

“Good  girl,”  he  chuckled  before  fucking  me  hard.  He  muttered  dirty things at me the entire time, not slowing down even when Drake let himself in a few moments later. “Show Drake how much you love my cock.” 

My  body  was  coiled  tight,  my  fingers  fisting  the  blanket  as  another climax  drew  closer,  and  Drake  knelt  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  took  my hand, his hungry gaze sweeping over me until he reached when Knox was pounding into me. 

“Fuck,  I  need  to  come,”  I  blurted  out  and  Knox  instantly  slowed, surprising me as he leaned down to kiss me. I could sense Drake’s surprise too as Knox kept the slower pace until my legs relaxed and the sensations passed. 

Knox  leaned  back,  holding  my  gaze.  “You  don’t  come  until  Drake’s mouth is on you.” 

I  nodded,  squeezing  Drake’s  hand  as  Knox  went  faster  again, hammering into me until he came again, pumping me full of more cum. 

He didn’t move, tilting his head to watch Drake. 

“Get naked.” 

Drake frowned, releasing my hand. “We’re not fucking, Knox.” 

“I’ll  tear  your  clothes  off  if  you  don’t  do  it  yourself,”  Knox  warned, discomfort washing through me. 

“Don’t be a dick. He said no,” I scolded. 

“And  I  already  said  I’m  not  going  to  fuck  him,”  Knox  answered,  still buried in my pussy. “And get your shirt off so I can see those tits.” 

I had no problem being exposed to him, so I struggled to get the shirt over my head, not caring when Knox became impatient and ripped it open from the front. 

I almost came. 



Drake

All  my  issues  with  Knox  vanished  as  I  watched  him  tear  open  Penn’s shirt  and  her  eyes  lit  up.  She  enjoyed  his  rough  side  like  I  did,  her  body flushing with desire. 

I didn’t call him out for it, but when she yanked him down for a kiss, he didn’t fight her on it. 

I could watch them like this forever. 

As  if  remembering  I  was  here,  Knox  moved  back  and  made  room  for me, motioning to her pussy. She was soaked, their cum slipping out of her and making my dick jerk to life. 

“I kept it warm for you, so hurry up and strip.” 

“Kind of you,” I muttered as I shed my clothes, turning my attention to Penn’s face. Her chest rose and fell as she watched me, waiting to see if I’d do as Knox asked. 

I’d  do  anything  she  wanted,  but  my  dick  needed  to  get  onboard  that Knox wasn’t fucking me. 

I knelt between her legs and held her gaze as I dropped my mouth to her pussy,  kissing  her  clit  lightly,  and  she  lifted  her  hips,  chasing  contact  and making me grin. 

“You  want  my  tongue  inside  you,  baby?  You  want  me  to  lick  you clean?” 

“Please,” she whimpered, the sound going straight to my damn balls. I was going to bust without her even touching me. 

I didn’t waste time as I slid my tongue inside her pussy, a groan leaving me as Knox’s taste flooded my senses. My arms wrapped around her thighs

to hold her still while I devoured her, her breathy moans filling the room as I licked and sucked at her until I’d cleaned every drop of Knox. 

I slowed down a little as I drew her clit into my mouth, savoring it as she  writhed  against  my  face  and  threaded  her  fingers  through  my  hair, taking control as she got closer to release. 

“Touch  me,”  she  begged,  and  it  took  me  a  second  to  realize  she  was talking  to  Knox.  I  expected  him  to  ignore  her  but  he  leaned  forward  and tweaked her nipples gently as his lips met her neck. “Fuck, Drake.” 

Her  praise  kept  me  going  until  she  exploded,  her  thighs  clamping around my head as she screamed, and I couldn’t stop myself as I crawled up her body to kiss her. 

She was everything, my chest warming as she wrapped her arms around me to keep me close. 

Knox  eyed  us  and  for  once  he  looked  like  he  was  missing  out,  the emotions  on  his  face  clear.  He  wanted  what  we  had,  and  the  stupid  voice inside me wanted that for him too. 

“Will you knock me out if I kiss you in front of her?” I asked before I could change my mind, surprise flickering across his face. 

“You want to kiss me?” 

“I always want to fucking kiss you, you dummy,” I huffed, almost being knocked over as Knox kissed the hell out of me. 

We kissed like the world was ending, my dick pressing against Penn’s pussy  desperately.  I  was  like  a  horny  dog,  just  needing  the  friction  as  I practically humped her. 

Soft  fingers  wrapped  around  my  length  and  I  thrust  a  little  faster  as Penn spoke. 

“You’re  going  to  make  me  come  again,  Jesus  Christ.  You  guys  are  so fucking hot.” 

Knox stalled for a moment, uncertainty washing through him, but Penn kept giving us encouragement, relaxing him as he went back to kissing me. 

His fingers wrapped around my throat loosely to show dominance as I tried taking over, desperation filling me as my balls ached. 

I needed to come so bad. 

A  moan  left  me  as  wet  heat  surrounded  my  dick,  Penn’s  pussy tightening around it from the sound I made. I reminded myself that I had to pull out before I finished but for now, it felt so fucking good. 

“Use your fingers on me,” I begged against Knox’s lips, my hips jerky as I fucked Penn. “Fuck, please.” 

“You want me to fuck you with my fingers?” he asked, waiting for me to nod before reaching for the lube. “You want to show Penn how good you are for me? How good I make you feel?” 

I wanted him to rail me in front of her and give her a front row seat. She loved watching us, and something burned inside of me at knowing that. 

I  glanced  at  Penn  to  find  her  staring  at  us  as  she  tweaked  one  of  her nipples, her other hand between her legs to toy with her clit. 

“You want to watch Knox tease my ass, baby?” 

Her pussy tightened around me, her fingers picking up the pace on her clit. 

“Show me how good he makes you feel.” 

I liked that. 

Knox dropped a kiss on my shoulder before moving behind me, and I placed  my  hands  on  the  bed  on  either  side  of  Penn  as  I  gave  her  a  quick kiss. She studied my face as Knox’s slick finger breached my ass, a shaky breath  leaving  me  as  he  moved  it  in  and  out  a  few  times  before  adding  a second. 

There was a slight burn but it felt good, my gaze remaining on Penn’s. 

I winced as he tried a third finger, not expecting Penn to take over my comfort as she rocked her hips and tugged my face down to hers. 

“Let him in, Drake. You’re doing so good for him.” 

Unexpected  kisses  trailed  across  my  back  as  Knox  kept  pumping  his fingers  inside  of  me,  and  I  wanted  to  melt  from  the  pleasure.  I  definitely liked being between them. 

Penn’s  lips  found  mine  and  I  teased  her  tongue,  not  noticing  Knox remove his fingers until I felt him pressing the head of his dick against my ass. I tensed, trying to stand my ground. 

“Knox—” 

“So  fucking  good  for  me,”  Knox  murmured  as  he  leaned  over  to  kiss my  neck,  all  my  restraint  vanishing.  I  clung  to  his  praise,  wanting  to  be everything he needed. “Show Penn how well you take my cock.” 

Knox had unlimited stamina, I swore to God. 

Cool  lube  dripped  down  my  crack  and  he  rubbed  it  around  my  ass, pushing the head of his dick inside me and causing my arms to shake as I braced for what I knew was coming. Knox was rarely gentle. 

Concern  lined  Penn’s  features  as  he  pushed  his  way  inside,  my  face scrunching  with  discomfort  as  I  held  my  breath.  It  hurt  but  it  was  more gentle than he usually was. 

Penn must have softened him up a little. 

“Fuck,  babe,”  Knox  gritted  out  as  he  pulled  out  and  pushed  back  in again a little harder, pushing me into Penn with every thrust. It was like he was fucking her through me, the three of us finding a good rhythm after a few awkward moments of fumbling. 

We’d fucked girls together before but not like this. Knox would never let  them  see  the  extent  of  our  relationship,  so  I  knew  he  trusted  Penn enough to be this vulnerable around her. 

I was overwhelmed with attention as both Penn and Knox praised me, their  lips  on  my  skin  as  we  moved  as  one,  and  for  once  in  my  life  I  saw what it could be like to have what I’d been chasing. 

I loved Knox, but I loved Penn too. 

Could I have both or was Knox going to act like this hadn’t happened? 

“I  love  you,”  Knox  whispered  in  my  ear  as  he  came,  my  damn  soul almost  leaving  my  body  as  he  continued  to  tease  my  prostate  until  I  was coming too. 

Penn  hadn’t  come  but  she  swatted  my  hand  away  when  I  reached between us. 

“I’ve come so many times today, I can’t take anymore.” 

“If you’re sure,” I chuckled, glancing over my shoulder at Knox. “Say it again.” 

His  eyes  flickered  to  Penn  for  a  second  before  coming  back  to  me, sliding his hands up my sides and sighing. 

“I love you.” 

“I love you too,” I replied softly, cringing as we all pulled away from each other and I realized I’d come in Penn again. “Fuck. Do we have more Plan B?” 

Penn scrubbed a hand over her face but Knox climbed from the bed and grabbed his boxers. 

“I’ll  get  some.  Stay  here?”  It  wasn’t  an  order  but  a  question,  his  eyes burning into me as he waited for my answer. 

I snuggled into Penn’s side and nodded, relief filling his face as he left the room. 

“Want to clean up?” Penn asked after a moment of silence, and I lifted my gaze to find her already watching me. 

“We will once Knox comes back.” 

“Do you mind if I get up to pee then? I don’t really want your cum in my pussy any longer than it has to be,” she chuckled nervously, and I bit out a groan. 

“I’m sorry. We’re putting that implant in your arm pronto.” 

I let her stand, tracking her every move as she snatched my shirt off the ground to pull it over her head, leaving her ripped one behind. 

“I’ll be back in a minute,” she promised before leaving, giving me two minutes alone to think. 

Knox  was  the  worst  at  showing  affection  but  now  he  knew  Penn  was fine with it, he didn’t seem so worried about it. 

Could we move past this? 

I  tossed  the  idea  back  and  forth  until  Knox  returned,  his  smoldering gaze on me the moment he opened the door. 

“What are you thinking about? And where’s Penn?” 

“She went to clean up,” I replied, looking away from him. The intensity in his eyes made me squirm but he didn’t let me avoid it as he reached out and took my chin firmly in his hand, forcing my eyes back to his. 

“What are you thinking about? You didn’t answer me.” 

“You and Penn,” I mumbled. “I don't know what to do. You don't want what I want and I’m sick of hurting over—” An embarrassing squeak left me as his mouth landed on mine and he pushed me back, climbing over me to pin me to the bed. 

It  was  rough,  a  needy  whine  leaving  me  as  his  hand  trailed  down  my front to wrap around my cock. 

“You’ll  always  be  mine,”  he  murmured  against  my  lips,  gripping  me almost painfully in his palm. “Even if you’re hers too.” 

I thrust into his hand and tried to pull him down to kiss me more, but he pulled back as someone shouted from somewhere in the compound. 

I scrambled to my feet, panic pumping through me at the familiar voice. 

“That’s Beckett.” 
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Penn

I  PADDED  into  the  kitchen  once  I’d  been  to  the  bathroom,  intending  on grabbing some bottles of water for the guys and myself, but I bumped into Stone as he was leaving the kitchen. 

“What  are  you  playing  at?”  he  grunted  as  I  ignored  him,  walking towards the fridge to open it. “Penelope.” 

“Don’t talk to me,” I said bitterly, turning to face him. “I have nothing to say to you.” 

“Why didn’t you tell them?” 

“Believe it or not but I care about your friends. I don’t want to tear this place down around you, even if you deserve it. It would destroy them.” 

I went to leave but he grabbed my elbow. 

“I  meant  Hunter  and  his  guys.  They  could’ve  killed  you,”  he  said quietly,  his  eyes  flickering  between  mine  for  an  answer.  “You  could’ve blamed me for it.” 

I shook him off, glaring at him. “Then what? The Psychos and Devils storm this place and gun everyone down? I’d rather die.” 

“I don’t like you being here,” he answered, guilt reflecting in his eyes. 

“But I shouldn’t have—” 

“Save your breath,” I whisper-yelled, jabbing a finger in his chest. “I get it,  you  want  me  gone  and  you’ll  stop  at  nothing  to  get  your  way.  Bravo, dickbag. All you did was put an even bigger divide between us. You don’t understand how good you have it. You have a family, loyalty, people who have your back when you’re in need. My life outside of this place? I’m a pawn. I don’t get a say in anything and I’m expected to marry whoever my father chooses for me while getting on my back for them.” 

“Sounds  like  a  hard  life,”  he  deadpanned  as  some  of  the  hardness returned to his face. 

“It’s alright for you, you’re a man living in a man’s world. Me? I have a lifetime  of  rape  and  abuse  in  my  future,  having  kids  I  dont  want  just  to please  some  rich  dickhead,  and  I  don’t  have  anyone  around  to  have  my back. Being here changes all that and it gives me hope of love and freedom. 

How many times do I have to explain that I’m not playing games with your friends, Stone? I want what you have.” 

“You had everything you could’ve asked for.” 

“Money? Fancy clothes? What exactly do you think I had? I was locked in my room most of the time, never allowed to leave the house to even walk around the garden. I’d prefer to live in the dirt as long as I had people who gave  a  shit  about  me.  Cruz  and  Drake,  even  Knox,  have  shown  me  more kindness than my father ever has. That’s all I want, Stone. Money doesn’t buy happiness. You’d know that since you’re such a grumpy piece of shit,” 

I said dryly as I stared him down. 

“What’s going on in here?” Cruz asked slowly as he walked in, his eyes on me. 

Stone stiffened slightly as he wondered how much Cruz had heard, but I knew he’d only caught the tail end of our conversation or he would’ve been flipping out. 

“I’m  just  getting  some  water,”  I  replied  as  I  finally  turned  away  from Stone. “What are you doing?” 

“I’m  heading  out  to  the  gun  range  for  practice.”  He  assessed  Stone before  adding,  “But  I  heard  you  two  arguing  again  and  figured  I’d  make sure neither of you were bleeding.” 

“I didn’t hurt him,” I joked, just as there was a loud bang on the front door.  Cruz  frowned  but  Stone  didn’t  seem  fazed  as  he  moved  past  me  to answer it. 

Cruz nodded towards the bottles of water in my hands, continuing the conversation. 

“Drake said you’d asked him to join you and Knox. I know you’re not being a bitch but be careful. Knox has such a strong hold over him that it takes a lot of strength for Drake to be firm with him. Don’t drag him back into Knox’s bed until Drake really wants to.” 

“Knox wanted to watch me and Drake,” I explained, guilt eating away at me. “But then it got heated between them and I—” 

“Hey  Cruz,”  some  woman  said  sweetly  as  she  joined  us,  two  seconds before  her  fist  connected  with  my  face.  I  stumbled,  dropping  the  water bottles as she grabbed the front of my shirt to haul me closer. “You break into my fucking parents’ house and think you can get away with it?” 

Pain pulsed through me as she hit me again, this time making me fall to the ground. 

“Donovan!  It’s  a  misunderstanding!”  Cruz  snapped  as  he  tried  to  get between us, my eyes sliding to the doorway where some guy stood, Stone beside him. 

Neither met my gaze, both of them watching the woman. 

“I don’t care if she’s your girl, asshole!” she threw back, a pained groan leaving  me  as  she  kicked  me  in  the  ribs.  “Who  put  you  up  to  it?!  I  don’t believe for a second that you accidentally ended up in that house!” 

“No one!” I insisted as tears burned my eyes, her foot connecting with my  ribs  again.  “I  swear!  It  looked  fancy!  I  thought  Stone  would  be impressed and let me join!” 

I hissed in pain as she hit me in the nose, surprise washing through me as she was shoved back and Knox moved into view, his back to me as he stared her down. 

“Back off, Beckett.” 

Drake squatted beside me, cringing as he inspected my face. My nose was bleeding but I didn’t know what it looked like. 

Beckett  was  fuming  and  her  friend  didn’t  seem  happy  about  Knox touching her, but he let her handle it on her own. 

“What the fuck, Knox?” she spat, glaring daggers at him. 

“She  didn’t  know,”  he  bit  out,  clenching  his  fists.  “None  of  us  would disrespect your family and send her in there, so stop pointing fingers.” 

Drake helped me to my feet and Cruz appeared beside me with a cloth for my nose. They both fussed over me while Knox kept Beckett away, my eyes burning into Stone who still refused to look at me. 

I could end all of this by saying he was the one to drop me off with the job of breaking in, but that would start more issues than it was worth. 

“I’m sorry,” I said firmly, ignoring Cruz as he cursed under his breath. 

“I  like  your  family  and  didn’t  mean  to  target  their  house.  I  saw  an opportunity to prove myself so I took it.” 

“And  how’s  that  working  out  for  you?”  Beckett  snorted,  Stone  finally looking in my direction as I replied. 

“I don’t think I’m cut out to be a thief after all.” 

She  silently  watched  me  for  a  moment  before  nodding,  but  the  anger didn’t leave her. 

“If  you  come  near  that  house  again,  I’ll  shoot  you  without  a  second thought. Clear?” 

“Clear.” 

Beckett Donovan was exactly as I expected, and I was pretty sure any plans to be allies was now fucked. 

“Stone, a word?” she growled as she turned and left the room, her friend and Stone trailing after her. 

“Jesus, baby,” Drake murmured once they were gone, taking the cloth from my hands to inspect my nose. “Are you okay?” 

“Of  course  she’s  not,  Beckett  hits  like  a  sledgehammer,”  Cruz  huffed. 

“Let her sit down.” 

“I’ve had worse,” I mumbled as I prodded at my cheek with a wince. 

“That’s not the point,” Drake scoffed, trying to lift my shirt to look at my ribs, but I swatted him away. 

“I don’t have anything on under this.” 

“Come on then,” Cruz said gently, taking my hand. “I’ll look you over in the bedroom.” 

The other two didn’t like the sound of that but they didn’t argue, letting Cruz steer me from the room and along the hallway. 

Once shut inside his room, he eased the shirt over my head and ran his fingertips across my ribs, making me suck in a sharp breath as a throbbing pain started. 

“I don’t think they’re broken but they’ll bruise,” he said after a moment, gently  pulling  me  against  his  chest  to  kiss  my  forehead.  “Can  I  ask  you something that’s been bothering me?” 

“Sure.” 

“How did you get to Ashburn Valley in the first place?” 

I  managed  to  keep  the  panic  off  my  face  somehow,  praying  he  hadn’t found footage of me and Stone leaving together. 

“I snuck out and walked along the road until someone gave me a ride.” 

“You hitched a ride? Penn, that’s dangerous. We had system errors and some of the cameras weren’t working. What if someone had taken you? We wouldn’t have seen it.” 

I  was  relieved  to  know  there  was  no  proof  of  Stone  fucking  me  over, because that was going to tear this place apart and drag me down with it. 

All I wanted was for Stone to accept me as one of them. 

“Stone’s never going to let me in, is he?” I asked softly, a sigh leaving him. 

“Honestly? I don’t know. I’ll talk to him but you really need to follow the rules, okay? He’s a real tyrant for them.” 

“I’ve noticed.” 

“Promise me that no one set you up.” 

Discomfort  pooled  inside  of  me  as  I  stared  into  his  eyes.  He  knew,  I could tell. 

Stone’s  hate  for  me  was  definitely  strong  enough  to  send  me  on  a suicide mission, but I wasn’t going to be the one to tear them all down. 

“I  promise,  I  told  you  it  was  my  idea,”  I  replied,  giving  him  a  small smile. “I thought I’d learned enough from the one time I went on a job. I was wrong.” 

“You  should’ve  told  me  what  you  were  planning.  I  would’ve  helped train you some more and snuck you out on smaller jobs.” 

“I just wanted to belong.” The words weren’t exactly a lie. “Can we just hang out for the rest of the day? I kind of hurt.” 

“You’re lucky to be breathing,” he grumbled, sliding his hands over my skin  absently  as  he  peered  down  at  me.  “Stop  getting  yourself  in  trouble, okay? That’s twice I thought you were going to die today.” 

“I’ll try and contain myself.” 

“Good,” he chuckled, moving across the room to grab a pair of sweats and a shirt. “Put these on and come sit in the gun range with me.” 

“Oh, I—” I didn’t want to go down into the dark room again. Not after Stone locked me in there. 

“Shit,  I  forgot,”  he  said  softly,  cupping  my  cheek.  “We  can  stay  here, I’ll train tomorrow.” 

“I need to get over it,” I replied on an exhale, a scowl taking over his face. 

“You don’t just get over something traumatic. You learn to live with it, and it takes time. Be kind to yourself and only push it when you’re ready.” 

“So we can get in bed and watch TV?” I asked lightly, relief filling me when he steered me towards the bed. 

“Definitely. I’ll text Drake so he knows you’re alright.” 

 

Knox

“She’s okay, Cruz said she wanted to watch a movie in bed,” Drake said as  he  checked  his  phone,  typing  a  quick  reply  before  glancing  up  at  me. 

“Should we join them?” 

“Slumber party with Cruz? No thanks,” I grunted, running my eyes over him. “Let him have her tonight so I can have you. Besides, if she’s stupid enough to sneak out to break into a house without doing her research, then that’s on her.” 

“If  you  think  your  dick  in  my  ass  and  a  good  orgasm  was  enough  to make me forgive you for being a bastard, you have another thing coming,” 

he  threw  at  me  defiantly,  his  eyes  darkening  as  I  grabbed  his  throat  and tugged him against me. 

“I know it doesn’t fix it, but you can’t deny that it felt good.” 

“The  Siren’s  song  is  great  until  it  drowns  you,”  he  murmured,  licking his lips. “You have to do more than fuck me, Knox.” 

“Get in the shower so we can leave.” If he wanted romance, I’d smother him in it. 

“Where are we going? Stone doesn’t want us—” 

“Since when do you listen to Stone?” I snorted, dragging him towards the bedroom to snag some fresh clothes. “You want romance? You’ve got it.” 

“You’re freaking me out a little.” He sounded unsure but his smile was so wide that I was surprised his face didn’t crack. I had no idea why this shit meant so much to him but if I had to swallow my discomfort for five minutes to make him happy, I’d do it. 

“I’ll  feed  you,  buy  you  something,  then  fuck  you  until  the  sun  rises. 

Happy?” I grumbled, his hand sliding into mine. 

“Extremely.” 

We quickly showered and got dressed, heading towards the garage and sliding into a car. 

Stone was waiting on the other side of the massive roller door with his arms crossed, an amused looking Maddox and Beckett beside him. 

“Run him over,” Drake said without hesitation, a sigh leaving me. 

“And you think I’m uncivilized.” 

I rolled the window down and edged out, waiting as he walked around to my door. 

“Where the fuck are you going?” He peered in the back and I knew he was looking for Penn. 

“She’s spending the night with Cruz, relax. She’s not in the mood to go out,” I replied, giving Beckett the side eye as she joined us. “Did you have to be so brutal? She’s a fucking princess, Donovan. She’s not a hard bitch like you.” 

“Bet she won’t go near my shit again either,” she deadpanned. “Shove me again and I’ll put a bullet in you.” 

“I don’t know what kind of guys you play with in your free time, but I hope you know I’ll shoot you back.” 

“It’s hilarious that you think you’d have the chance,” she smiled darkly. 

“Look, you got your point across, so leave it,” Drake said firmly. “She’s just  trying  to  find  where  she  belongs.  Not  everyone  has  a  loving  family, Beckett. You know that.” 

“I left her alive, didn’t I? Not many people can say that once they cross me.” 

Maddox chuckled, slinging an arm around her shoulders. 

“Yes,  and  I'm  very  proud  of  you.  You  showed  so  much  personal growth.” 

“Bite  me,  jackass,”  she  hissed  and  shoved  her  elbow  back  into  his stomach,  tilting  her  head  at  me.  “You  guys  heading  to  the  track?  I’ll  race you.” 

Drake stayed silent as he waited to see what I’d say, and I tried hard to appear relaxed as I shook my head. 

“I’m  taking  Drake  on  a  date.”  My  heart  beat  faster  as  I  awaited  their response, but it was Stone who answered. 

“She actually knocked some sense into you? It’s a fucking miracle.” 

“Fuck off. It’s just some food,” I scowled, peering at Drake to find him beaming. “I really don’t understand how it’s different than ordering pizza.” 

“It just is,” Drake huffed, making Beckett laugh. 

“It totally is. Right, Maddox?” She turned to him and he gave her a look as if she was crazy. 

“We never go on dates so how do you know?” 

“We go out all the time.” 

“Beck, fight night, the track, and torturing people for information isn’t a date,” he deadpanned, making her frown as she glanced at me. 

“Sounds like a fucking date if you ask me. Right, Knox?” 

“Whatever you say,” I answered dryly, giving Stone my attention. “We won’t be too late. My phone’s on so you can track us if you need to. Leave Whitlock and Cruz alone.” 

“You  know,”  Stone  started,  his  expression  hard.  “This  is  my  fucking compound, right? If I want to bother them, I will. She’s only here because I allow it.” 

“You’re so lenient,” I muttered, putting the car in gear. “Move, we’ll see you later.” 

“Start  slacking  off  and  I’ll  have  to  promote  Jai  to  my  second  in command,” he threatened, making me snort. 

“Face it, Stone. It’s not like you lean on me anyway,” I said flatly. 

Beckett  glanced  between  us  as  the  tension  rose,  but  she  didn't  say anything as Stone turned and walked off without another word. 





“No one’s going to beat you up for being with me,” Drake sighed as we ate,  sitting  opposite  each  other  in  a  booth  at  the  Squashed  Melon  Cafe. 

People were everywhere and discomfort clawed at my insides. 

What if they knew we were on a date? I wasn’t gay. 

“I  know,”  I  said  tightly,  flicking  my  gaze  around  the  room  before blowing out a breath. “I’m trying, okay?” 

“Yeah.” The defeat on his face burned into me as he picked at his food, and I scowled before pushing my plate across the table, moving to sit beside him. 

“Better?” 

“Much,” he smiled softly, but I could tell it was a little forced. 

I startled him when I dropped an arm around his shoulders and tugged him against my side, confusion filling his eyes. 

“Knox?” 

“You’re  so  needy,”  I  growled  but  I  quickly  dropped  a  kiss  on  his  lips before  reaching  for  my  fries  and  shoving  them  into  my  mouth,  a  grin tugging at his mouth. 

“I’m  super needy. We should do this more often.” 

“Anything for you, Dear,” I deadpanned, making him laugh as he leaned into me more. 

Someone  walked  past  and  gave  us  a  frown,  my  eyes  narrowing.  “The fuck are you looking at?” 

They scuttled off and Drake let out a dreamy sigh. 

“It’s so hot when you get mad sometimes.” 

I rolled my eyes and grabbed my soda, taking a sip as Drake pulled his phone from his pocket. Penn’s name flashed on the screen and a twinge of panic hit me at the thought of something being wrong, but I relaxed when Drake answered and put it on speaker for me to hear too, not caring about our conversation being public. 

“Hey, baby. You okay?” 

“Stone said you two went out on a date? Tell me the truth, did he kidnap you?  I  know  you  guys  have  a  tendency  to  do  that,”  she  replied  dryly, making me snort. 

“You’re on speaker, Whitlock. Behave.” 

“Good to know,” she chuckled. “I’ll probably be asleep when you guys get back, so I wanted to say good night now. I assume you’re not joining us tonight, Drake?” 

If he was going to sneak into Cruz’s room, they’d have to make room for me too. 

I wasn’t letting him out of my sight tonight. 

“Not tonight,” Drake answered, giving me a wink. “My sugar daddy is paying to spend time with me so I’d better not abandon him.” 

“Eat shit,” I bit out, shoveling more fries in before adding, “Tell Cruz he’s a lucky boy and doesn’t have to share that princess pussy tonight.” 

“I’m not a princess.” 

“Sure,” I deadpanned. “You don’t even know how to wash clothes.” 

“I do too! Cruz taught me!” she argued. “Just be nice to Drake tonight or I’ll beat you up.” 

“You’re  turning  me  on,”  Drake  groaned,  ignoring  the  disgusted  looks from an elderly couple close by. “Is Stone being a good boy?” 

“He’s  beating  people  up  in  the  gym.  We’re  leaving  him  alone,”  she replied.  “You  guys  have  a  good  night.  I’ll  see  you  in  the  morning  for breakfast.” 

“That  better  be  code  for  you  being  spread  out  in  my  bed,”  Drake answered. 

“Good night,” Cruz said loudly in the background before the line went dead. 

“Penn?  Baby?”  Drake  frowned,  glancing  down  at  the  phone.  “That asshole hung up on us.” 

“Good, she’s fine and we’re busy,” I said firmly, pausing when someone cleared  their  throat  beside  us,  and  I  looked  up  to  find  some  middle  aged dickbag standing there with a smile on his face. 

Not just any guy though, I recognized him as Louis fucking Whitlock. 

“Sorry  to  eavesdrop  on  your  conversation.  Was  that  Penelope Whitlock?” he asked, my skin crawling at the way he said her name. 

She hadn’t been kidding, he sounded like a slimy piece of shit. 

“Penn? Sure,” I said bluntly as Drake gave me a dirty look. “What do you want with my girl?” 

He didn’t have to know that she technically wasn’t mine, but I hoped it pissed him off. 

Disgust shone in his eyes at the thought of her being with a guy like me, just like I knew it would, but I knew it wasn’t because of my looks or that he  was  worried  about  his  little  girl,  it  was  because  I  was  dirtying  up  his pawn. 

“Please tell her to come home. I don’t know what’s gotten into her, but she left without a word and I’m extremely worried about her.” He was so full of shit. “She needs her medication, she doesn’t think clearly without it.” 

“Oh,  that  sounds  concerning,”  I  sighed,  his  face  relaxing  until  I continued. “Where’s her doctor? I’ll make sure she gets some more.” 

“She doesn’t need medicating,” Drake bit out. “We know all about you, Louis. She’s ours, leave her alone. It’s not like you give a fuck about her anyway, she told us everything.” 

I knew he wasn’t going to stay silent, so I didn’t bother reining him in. 

We didn’t owe this asshole shit, so if we caused a scene, it would only ruin his reputation, not ours. 

This was Rawson Grove, no one was going to call the cops anyway. 

“She’s lying,” he hissed in a low voice. “You don’t think I know who you  are?  You’re  stupid  if  you  thought  I  didn’t  have  back-up  security, Drake.” 

I didn’t like the tone he was using. 

“What are you talking about, old man?” Drake asked casually, but his fingers tensed against my thigh. 

“You and your friend broke into my house and kidnapped her. She’s got Stockholm Syndrome or something, so take her back before I do something like  take  the  evidence  to  the  police,”  he  warned  quietly,  glancing  around. 

“Don’t push me, you street rats.” 

I leaned forward on my elbow, giving him a bored look. 

“And we’ll show up on your doorstep with the Psychos and Devils to undo your entire skin trade organization if you don’t leave her alone.” 

I didn’t miss the worry that flashed in his eyes, but it was gone within seconds. 

“You  can’t  prove  shit.  Bring  my  daughter  home  or  that  footage  goes viral.”  He  stormed  off  and  glanced  at  Drake  who  was  watching  me  with worry. 

“Do you think he has footage? We wiped everything.” 

“Maybe  he  had  something  set  up  that  was  offline  and  recorded  to  a tape,” I answered. “He could’ve overheard your name in our conversation, but then he would have bluffed and assumed I’d taken her too, not someone else. We need to talk to Stone.” 

“No way in fucking hell, he’ll only send her home to save the drama,” 

Drake argued, our food forgotten as we stood and I tossed a handful of bills on the table. 

“If this is going to turn into a police issue, we can’t keep it from him. 

C’mon,  let’s  go  home  before  any  other  kooky  fuckers  start  their  shit tonight.” 
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Penn

“GIRL,  AVOID  BREAKFAST,”  Leah  murmured  as  I  opened  Cruz’s  bedroom door the next morning and almost ran into her. Cruz’s hands squeezed my waist gently to encourage me to step into the hallway so he could shut the door, his voice wary. 

“Why? What’s happened now?” 

“You too, Cruz. Apparently Louis Whitlock cornered Knox and Drake in the Squashed Melon last night and threatened them to send Penn home. 

Stone is flipping the fuck out,” she explained, and Cruz snorted. 

“He can’t prove shit. She’s an adult, he can’t force her to go home.” 

“No? He claims he has footage of you and Drake kidnapping her,” she answered as we started walking towards the kitchen, terror racing through me, but Cruz shrugged as if it wasn’t a big deal. 

“He’s lying.” 

“He  knew  one  was  Drake  and  the  other  was  someone  else,  not  Knox. 

He’s not bluffing,” she hissed as Jai joined us, tugging her away from me with a scowl. 

“Leah, stay out of it. The last thing we need is Stone dragging us into this shit.” 

“Fuck you, she’s my friend,” Leah argued, shaking him off. 

Cruz kept me close as he slung an arm around my shoulders and steered me into the kitchen, Stone’s dark eyes sliding our way instantly. 

“Penelope, a word.” 

“After  breakfast,”  Cruz  said  with  a  bite  of  warning.  “Then  you  can yell.” 

“My  office  when  you’re  done,”  Stone  growled  and  stalked  from  the room, people wincing and whispering as doors slammed along the hallway. 

Drake  and  Knox  were  sitting  at  one  of  the  tables,  and  I  dropped  my arms around Drake’s shoulders, giving him a quick kiss. 

“I heard you guys had trouble last night. I’m sorry.” 

“It  was  no  trouble.  Apparently  you  need  to  get  back  on  your  meds,” 

Knox said dryly, question flickering in his eyes. He didn’t want to believe my father but he didn’t trust me either. 

“I’m not medicated. If he kept pills around the house, he knew I’d just use them to overdose and end my miserable life,” I said without hesitation, Drake tensing in my hold. “Sorry, It’s always been a joke that I’d take after my sister. Won’t lie, I’d considered it a few times.” 

“You  promised  you  wouldn’t  leave  me.  Death  kinda  feels  a  little  like leaving  me,”  Drake  scowled,  tugging  me  down  beside  him  and  lifting  his avocado toast to my mouth. 

I took a bite, chewing before replying. 

“I don’t feel the need to  now. Despite that grumpy bastard ruining my mood and Knox being a dick regularly, it’s not that bad here.” 

Knox flipped me off and finished his waffles, and Cruz grabbed us both some breakfast before sitting opposite us and sliding a plate in front of me. 

“We’ll figure this out. Maybe we can make some evidence about your father’s  crimes  disappear  in  exchange  for  him  leaving  you  alone?  I  don’t like doing deals with people like that, but I’ll do it to keep you safe.” 

“No, we need all the evidence we can get in case it helps get him locked up,” I argued, and Leah sat beside Cruz, ignoring the dirty look from Jai. 

“I think Cruz is right, it’s worth the trade. If your father’s reputation is more important to him than you are, I think it’s a good way to make him back off fast.” 

“I  say  we  send  the  Psychos  after  him,”  Drake  shrugged,  and  Knox rolled his eyes. 

“Considering Whitlock broke into their house and they’ve done us a lot of favors lately, I don’t think so. We have connections through the law so why don’t we try that? We got by perfectly fine without the crews before you assholes got chummy with them.” 

“Don’t like our chances,” Cruz sighed, glancing at Leah. “Stone’s been working you guys like dogs. You’ve hardly been around.” 

“Ugh, I know,” she huffed, motioning to Jai. “We got to come back but Sandra and Will are still on a job. I heard you’ve hardly been working.” 

“It’s been a little difficult with stalkers and assassins,” Drake said dryly, giving me a wink. “And our girl’s hot so we don’t like leaving her behind.” 

“Don’t  use  me  as  an  excuse  for  being  lazy,”  I  scowled,  shoving  food into my mouth. 

“I’m not lazy. You know I’ve got good stamina,” he winked, just as an alarm sounded. 

Everyone flew to their feet, my eyes on Cruz as he rounded the table to keep me between him and Drake. 

“What’s that?” I asked with worry as everyone started scrambling. 

“Someone’s  here  without  permission.  Stay  with  me,”  he  ordered, shouting  instructions  to  Leah  and  some  of  the  others  before  dragging  me out of the room with Knox and Drake, heading for the bedrooms. 

They  loaded  up  on  weapons  that  they  seemed  to  pull  out  of  nowhere, my heart smashing against my ribcage as Cruz placed one in my hand. 

“I’m not trained properly! Ask Stone, I can't hit shit!” 

“Aim and shoot,” he said calmly, kissing my forehead. “We’ll keep you safe, but it’s just in case of an emergency okay?” 

Stone materialized in the doorway as I slid the gun down the back of my pants, his voice sharp. 

“It’s the Shadow Kings MC.” 

“What  the  fuck  do  they  want?”  Knox  demanded  as  Stone  flicked  his gaze to me. 

“Apparently  the  princess’  daddy  wants  her  back  badly  enough  to  hire muscle.” 

“You spoke to Rage?” Cruz asked as we started making our way along the hallway. I knew exactly who Rage Evans was, his MC Clubhouse was in Stoneleigh, and he was one of the scariest guys I’d ever seen. 

“Yeah,  he  called  me  and  said  we  can  bring  her  out  and  he  won’t  kill anyone, or we can try to defend her and die. I told you she should've gone home,” Stone snapped, dread pooling inside of me. 

“You’re handing me over?” 

“And  let  that  asshole  think  I’m  scared  of  him?  Fat  chance,”  Stone snorted, his eyes narrowed. “This doesn’t change a thing. I don’t want you here.” 

“Noted.” 

A  window  smashed  and  people  shouted  as  gunfire  sounded  outside, Cruz yanking me against him so I could hear him over the noise. 

“Stay with Drake and Knox! I need to check the security footage to see what we’re dealing with!” 

“Be  careful!”  I  called  back,  giving  him  a  quick  kiss  as  he  ran  in  the direction of the office, Drake taking my hand and pulling me along instead. 

Knox cursed when another alarm sounded, his voice gruff. 

“That’s the southern perimeter breached. We’re surrounded.” 

Stone barked orders to everyone before pinning Knox with a look. 

“You guys take the south side! We need to contain it!” 

“We need to get Penn out of here!” Drake yelled, his hand tightening in mine. “Maybe if they see she’s not here they’ll go?” 

“I need you guys here!” 

“Where’s  Leah  and  Jai?”  Knox  asked,  glancing  around.  “Maybe  they can get her out of here.” 

“Jesus  Christ,  can’t  we  just  shove  her  in  a  cupboard?”  Stone  snarled, angrily answering his phone as it rang. “Talk to me, Cruz.” 

Drake kept me close, kissing my hair. 

“I don’t want to lock you in any small, dark places but—” 

“Should I go with them for now to stop this?” I offered, both Drake and Knox glaring at me and making me wince. “Or not.” 

“You’re not going anywhere,” Drake bit out, tightening his hold on me. 

“You promised you’d stay.” 

I wasn’t convinced it was a good idea but I wasn’t about to break that promise. 

Call me selfish, but if they claimed they could handle this, I’d believe them. 

“I need Drake and Knox on the south side,” Stone argued, listening to Cruz’s answer before scowling. “You want me to get her out of here? I can’t leave you guys!” 

Drake  nodded,  agreeing  with  that  plan.  “Yeah,  you  can.  Get  her somewhere  safe  and  we  can  let  the  Kings  in  to  check  the  place  out.  Call Beckett too.” 

“I’m  not  calling  fucking  Beckett.  Just  because  her  uncle  tolerates  the other crews, doesn’t mean we need the Psychos to smooth this over. I’ll get her out of here but promise me you won’t get the crews involved,” Stone

ordered,  Drake  not  looking  sure.  “Now,  Drake!  Rage  Evans’  is  here  for Penelope, not us. Beckett isn’t fucking needed.” 

I had no idea that Rage was Beckett’s uncle, but I didn’t have time to ask questions. 

“Fuck,  fine!  Just  make  sure  Penn’s  safe!”  Drake  threw  back  with frustration, giving me a steamy kiss. “Go with Stone, baby. We’ll find a safe house and come to you.” 

“But—” 

“I love you. I’ll be able to focus more once I know you’re safely away from here,” he said firmly. 

“I love you too,” I choked out, Knox barking at me to behave before he gave  Drake  a  shove  to  get  him  to  start  running  in  the  opposite  direction, leaving me with Stone. 

“Yes,  I’ll  take  her  somewhere.  Focus  on  the  fucking  cameras,  Cruz,” 

Stone  snapped  into  his  phone  before  hanging  up,  giving  me  a  dark  glare. 

“Follow me, don’t dawdle.” 

“Yes, Sir,” I huffed as we took off towards the garage. 

We dove into Stone’s car and the second Cruz messaged to say we were clear,  we  shot  out  of  the  garage  and  headed  towards  the  road,  the  gunfire and shouting becoming quieter the further away we got. 

I  glanced  at  Stone  to  see  him  gripping  the  steering  wheel,  my  throat tight. “I’ll find a way to make Dad back off.” 

“You’ve  done  enough,  Penelope,”  he  said  through  gritted  teeth.  “As usual, I’ll fucking handle it.” 

“That’s not fair on you.” 

“Life isn’t fair, you know that.” He flicked his gaze to me, his voice flat. 

“All you’ve done is lie and cause problems since you walked through my goddamn  door.  You’ve  manipulated  every  single  person  you’ve  come across, but not me.” 

Alarm bells went off in my head as he headed towards the Heights, my stomach twisting. 

“I haven’t lied to you.” 

“You wanted to upset Daddy Dearest? Take some bad boys for a ride? 

Taste some danger? Congratulations, you got your wish. Was it everything you’d  hoped  for?  Playing  your  sick  little  games  with  my  guys?”  He punched the steering wheel, the car jerking to the left a little. 

“What are you talking about?” I cried as panic burned in my chest. 

“I  spoke  with  your  father  last  night,”  he  said  bluntly.  “I’d  hoped  to smooth things over about Cruz and Drake breaking into his fucking house. 

You know what I found out?” 

“He’s lying. Whatever he said—” 

“The world hardly knows you exist because you’ve spent most of it in facilities and on medication because you’re a fucking nut case. Your fiance is freaking out because he’s been trying to help you but you ran.” 

“Fiance?  I  don’t  have  a  fiance!  He’s  lying  to  you!”  I  pleaded,  tears burning  my  eyes.  “Don’t  take  me  back  to  Dad.  Leave  me  here,  I  won’t come back to the compound, just don’t—” 

“Penelope!  You’re  sick,  he’s  only  trying  to  help  you!”  he  snapped, trying to calm himself. “I won’t let you play this charade any longer, and my guys don’t need this bullshit. How long until you would’ve left them for the next thrill? You’re not thinking clearly, you’re living in a fake reality.” 

I scrambled to pull my phone from my pocket to call one of the guys but he  snatched  it  and  wound  down  his  window,  throwing  it  out  without  a second thought. 

I  let  the  tears  fall  as  I  tried  the  door  handle  to  find  it  locked,  Stone’s voice almost gentle. 

“Go  home  where  you  belong.  You  need  help.  You’re  lucky  to  have  a family who care about you.” 

“Just because I have family, doesn’t mean I’m lucky. You’re putting me back in that cage that I fought so hard to escape, condemning me to a life of misery and abuse. Do you understand that? I’m going to be forced to marry and fuck a man I don’t know, where he beats me into submission, and I’ll probably  overdose  by  the  time  I’m  thirty  because  I  couldn’t  do  it  any longer.”  He  didn’t  answer  but  it  was  obvious  he  was  listening  so  I continued. “Money is poison, it turns a person's soul black and their morals die  alongside  it.  You  don’t  have  to  take  me  back  to  the  compound,  but please don’t let my father take me.” 

I thought I’d gotten through to him until we turned into the driveway of the  abandoned  warehouse,  parking  out  the  back  where  he  finally  slid  his eyes to mine. 

“I’m sorry, but you’re not my problem and I need to protect my guys.” 

He climbed out of the car and walked around to my side, grabbing my bicep to drag me out too. 

“Let me go!” I screamed, but I knew no one would come and save me. 

Not here in the Heights where everyone minded their own business. 

He  dragged  me  inside  where  I  came  face-to-face  with  my  father,  and Stone kept a firm grip on me as he scowled at Dad. 

“You can pay for the fucking damage to my compound, asshole. I said no bullets.” 

“The Kings don’t exactly play by the rules,” Dad said with a snort, his eyes on me. “Penelope, you’ve caused a lot of trouble.” 

“Stone,  please,”  I  begged,  clinging  to  him  as  he  tried  to  push  me  off. 

“Don’t leave me with him.” 

Guilt flickered in his eyes before he fished the gun from my pants and shoved me away, my wrist hurting as I landed on the ground. 

“I won’t let you bring my guys down with you. You’ve had your fun, now leave them alone.” 

“I wasn’t having fucking fun with them! I love—” 

He  didn’t  react  when  Dad  slapped  me  and  hauled  me  to  my  feet,  his angry eyes on mine. 

“Stop  speaking  such  lies.  Your  fiance  is  worried  sick  about  you.  He’s being  very  understanding  about  the  fact  you  ran  off  with  those  boys,  but have the decency not to speak of them like that. This is why we keep you locked  up,  Penelope.  You’re  a  danger  to  yourself  and  those  around  you. 

What if they were serial killers and you just jumped straight into their car? I knew  you’d  been  throwing  up  your  medication  but  you’ll  be  monitored more properly from now on.” He turned to Stone, offering a hand to shake. 

“Thank you for bringing her back to me. She won’t be a problem for you again.” 

“My guys are in the clear?” Stone asked, and Dad handed over a tape. 

“That’s the only copy of Drake and Cruz breaking into my house. Stay off my property.” 

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.” 

“Stone,”  I  said,  my  voice  cracking  as  I  fought  my  emotions  back. 

“Please.” 

“Enough,” Dad scolded, gripping my arm painfully. “You’ll be back to normal in a couple of weeks. The doctor’s waiting so we need to go.” 

“No,” I sobbed as he tried dragging me towards the door. “No! Stone! 

Don’t leave me!” 



Stone

Her  begging  burned  me  to  the  core  as  her  father  fought  to  keep  her under control, and for a second I almost believed her. She looked terrified, but  Louis  had  warned  me  about  this.  She’d  spent  years  fighting medications, even showing me lists of things she’d been prescribed. 

No wonder she was messed up if she’d stopped taking them. She was on some strong shit. 

Her  screaming  and  begging  continued  as  she  reached  for  me,  and  she became hysterical as he hauled her outside to where his car was waiting. 

I raked a hand through my hair once she was out of sight, shaking my head slightly at knowing she’d been fooling us this whole time. 

The guys wouldn’t believe that, so I’d have to get creative about it. 

It had been difficult not to react when he’d slapped her, but how was I any better? I’d gotten rough with her too. 

Once I heard the car leave, I blew out a breath and glanced down at the gun. If I went back without her, they’d chase her down. If she’d attacked me though? They were more likely to take my side and leave her. 

“I can’t believe I’m fucking doing this,” I scowled, holding my arm out and aiming the gun at it. Penn was a terrible shot so even just a skimmed bullet would be believable. 

I fired and the bullet hit my arm, making me curse as the white-hot pain coursed through me. I’d been shot multiple times over the years but it never hurt any less. 

My ears rang from the pain and I pulled my shit off to wrap around the wound, giving myself a moment before leaving the warehouse and heading back to the compound. 

It was a relief to finally be rid of her, but guilt ate at me for betraying my guys like this. 

It could never come out that I’d handed her over or they’d never forgive me, even if it was for her own good. 

The  Kings  were  still  lingering  in  the  yard  when  I  arrived,  and  Cruz frowned  when  he  noticed  me  walking  towards  them.  At  least  it  seemed everyone had relaxed and my compound wasn’t being shot to shit anymore. 

“What are you doing back? Where’s Penn?” 

“Trust you to fall for the Devil,” I said gruffly as I started making up the lie I’d decided on, glancing at Rage Evans. “Are you done destroying my

compound? You can fuck off, the princess went home.” 

“What  the  fuck  are  you  talking  about?”  Cruz  snapped,  getting  in  my face. “What did you do?!” 

“Me? I didn’t do shit. She freaked out about the Kings killing everyone and begged me to take her to her father to keep you idiots safe.” 

The lie flowed from me smoothly, but I stumbled as Cruz shoved me. 

“You gave her back to him? She’d never do that!” 

“She  actually  did  it?”  Drake  asked  softly  as  he  joined  us,  his  broken eyes on me. “She said she could but I told her we had it handled.” 

“Wait,” Cruz said with confusion. “She offered to leave?” 

I nodded, motioning to my arm. “Yeah, she was telling Drake and Knox about it when you ran off to check the footage. She came here willingly but I won’t hold her hostage if she wants to go home. I’m sorry guys. I offered to break her out later but she said she doesn’t want to come back. I tried to reason with her but she went ballistic. See? She fucking shot me.” 

Drake  was  easy  to  convince  because  he  was  sensitive  about  people leaving him, and Knox had major trust issues so he’d easily believe she’d turned her back on them, but Cruz eyed me suspiciously. 

“How’d you drop her off in Kingslake and get back here so fast?” 

“I didn’t. We met him in the Heights.” 

“You had his number?” Shit. 

“No, Penelope knows it. She called him off her phone before throwing it out  the  window.  Your  little  girlfriend’s  crazy,  dude.  She  was  crying,  then insisting she was fine, then she got excited about going home. You dodged a bullet, unlike me,” I scoffed, Cruz’s face softening as he assessed me. 

“Jesus,  show  me.”  He  was  wearing  down,  and  once  I  unwrapped  the shirt from my arm, he grimaced. “Fuck, she did that? What the hell made her flip?” 

“Beats me. Her father said she’s been off her meds for a while now and she  manipulates  people  easily.  She  got  her  kicks  with  you  guys,  but  it wasn’t real. She’s not all there in the head, man. She needs help.” 

Rage glared at us, the gun in his hand twitching as if he was considering shooting us. 

“Look, you guys obviously need to coddle each other and make some tea to gossip, so we’ll head off since our job’s done. It’s nothing personal, but I wasn’t going to turn down a job that paid so much over a girl I don’t know, or you idiots who I don’t give a shit about. It’s just business.” 

“You  sent  a  girl  back  to  an  abusive  home,”  Drake  said  weakly,  Rage giving him an amused grin. 

“I didn’t do shit. Your little rich girl ran home all on her own. Once a princess, always a princess.” 

“I can’t believe she left.” 

Knox  was  fuming  as  he  dropped  an  arm  around  Drake’s  shoulders  to comfort him. 

“You told her not to leave and she did anyway. Fuck her, she shot Stone. 

Since this shit’s over, let’s go inside.” 

Drake didn’t argue as he was led away, and once Rage and his guys left, it was just Cruz and I standing in the middle of the driveway. 

“Promise me you didn’t do anything to her,” he said sharply, and I held his gaze, my voice level as I lied to my best friend for the millionth fucking time. 

“I  promise,  man.  She  wanted  to  go  home  to  stop  all  of  this,  and  I couldn’t do much when she turned a damn gun on me. I don’t like her, but I know  how  much  she  means  to  you.  I  would’ve  dragged  her  home  a  long time ago otherwise.” 

He nodded, heading back inside without another word, and I blew out a breath as I watched him go. 

I was selfish, I knew that, but hopefully now the spoiled cunt had gone home, things would return to normal. 

I  walked  inside  and  headed  straight  to  the  office,  quickly  checking security footage of the Heights. Luckily, most of the footage hid Penelope’s stress and panic, and the abandoned warehouse didn’t have much around it to spy through, which was why it was used so frequently for dodgy deals. 

I sent a virus to the one camera that caught her trying to scramble from the  car  while  I’d  been  driving,  effectively  destroying  it  before  heading  to the gun range to shoot some targets. 

Penelope  Whitlock  had  been  nothing  but  a  pain  in  my  ass,  and  I  was glad I’d never have to fucking see her again. 

She  was  right  about  one  thing  though,  money  turned  a  person’s  soul black, so she shouldn’t have been surprised to find out that a high-end thief had the soul of a monster. 

TO BE CONTINUED…
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