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Prologue Five Years Earlier
Elena Montes stood as the door to her wedding suite burst open. Shock had her recoiling backwards as fear erupted in the pit of her stomach. She narrowed her eyes, and stared at her stepfather, Victor Lang, warily.
She should have known this would happen. On the most important day of her life, Elena had purposely kept her marriage a secret because of Victor, a vile and dangerous monster. It was enough for her that Marc’s family was there, but somehow Victor had found out about the wedding.
The door slammed closed and Elena stepped back from the angry man walking toward her. She could see the fury in his blazing blue eyes. Elena could almost see what her mother saw in him physically, but emotionally Victor was the devil himself.
She had been smart staying away from him, but that didn’t stop gossip from hitting her ears. Victor had his filthy hands dipped in every crime section of the city. With ties to scum like the Columbian drug cartel, Victor was a very powerful man, who would kill if things didn’t go his way.
He walked closer and closer until inches separated them. Elena could smell the disgusting Cuban cigars he always favored on his breath. “I don’t need this cop you are going to marry nosing around my business. I let you date him because I thought the novelty of a man in uniform would wear off, but I would have never thought you would dirty yourself with a pig. Frankie had to tell me you were getting married today!” he screamed, causing spittle to fly everywhere. “You made me fly down here in the middle of important meetings. For that alone I should beat you, Elena. Break up with him, or I will have him put away for good. And don’t doubt me for one second,” Victor threatened as he grabbed her by the neck, pushing her until the wall hit her back.
“I will be waiting for you outside. If you don’t do it, Elena, Internal Affairs will search your husband’s patrol car next week and they’ll find themselves a nice hefty stash of cocaine. He’ll be put away for a long time, daughter. There will be no one to help you then,” he whispered as he stroked a finger on the side of her cheek.
Elena turned, suddenly nauseous and disgusted at the feel of him touching her. He released her, walking out the door quickly. Shock held her immobile. She couldn’t let the tears flow. The controlling bastard
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always got his way and Elena had heard what it cost the people who double crossed him.
What if I left without a word? The thought flitted through her mind and just as quickly, it receded. Marc deserved so much more than that.
She walked over to the mirror as she tried to stop her shaking body. Elena stared at her reflection with dread. Her white wedding dress was a strapless Vera Wang gown with a bow-tie on the bodice and a long straight skirt. Her hair was swept up in a twist with long curls artistically placed on the side of her head, and the makeup artist had just finished making her look perfect.
It should have been the happiest day of her life. She had purposely picked out Valentine’s Day to celebrate with the love of her life. But happiness was the farthest thing from her mind and heart right now. Instead, impending dread filled her veins. The threat of incarceration scared her, but it was the underlying menace that Victor could do more that terrified her.
At twenty-two, Elena loved Marc deeply and would be happy to prove it to him for the rest of her life. Their relationship had been a mind blowing roller coaster ride. Elena could still remember the first night she had went out him, as if it was yesterday. At twenty-eight he was over six feet tall. Marc’s shoulder length deep brown hair had reminded her of the color of chocolate, while his sexy full lips had given her visions of ecstasy. His green eyes were his most arresting feature. Elena fell in lust with him instantly and, as she grew to know him, the attraction had turn into an all mind consuming love.
Her heart ached with what she had to do, but if she didn’t, Marc’s career as a cop would be destroyed and she didn’t even want to think about the possibility of what else.
She pasted a smile on her face and walked out of her suite, crossing the hallway to where his room was as she struggled to hide any emotion she could from him. Not bothering to knock, Elena entered knowing destiny had refused her happiness once again.
*****
Marc turned to face Elena, instantly worried, at the sight of her. There was still another ten minutes before the wedding started and another fifteen before she made her grand entrance.
He watched her, missing the hurt in her eyes, busy inspecting how beautiful she was. Beautiful was too tame. Elena was stunning, but she was more than that. It was her kind heart that attracted him to her and her passion for life.
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“Amor, why are you here?” Marc asked as he walked over to her.
“There is something I have to say, Marc. Stay right there,” she said forcefully, extending her arm out. “I need space for this.”
“What’s wrong?”
“I realize it is late to be telling you this, but it can’t be helped. The wedding is off.”
“How can you say that?” he growled angrily. “How can you say that now, Elena?”
“I don’t love you anymore. I can’t go through a farce of a marriage in denial of my feelings. I feel nothing for you.”
Marc walked over, ignoring the fact that she tried to turn away from him. He grabbed her by the shoulders, hauling her against him as he felt his heart literally break into pieces.
“I fucked you three times last night, Elena, and each time you came apart in my arms. You couldn’t have caught your breath and told me this last night?” he said through clenched teeth.
“I enjoyed last night greatly, but I can’t live on sex alone. I am not fighting with you on this. There is nothing between us. It’s over. Do not try to contact me anymore,” she whispered. Elena jerked her body from his arms, turned around, and walked out of his life forever.
Marc stared shock and angry at what just happened. “This isn’t over, amor. This is far from over.”
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Chapter 1 The Day Before Valentines Day
“Did you hear what case we’ve been assigned to yet?”
Marc Garcia glanced up and faced his partner Noah Adams. The case files hit his desk with a loud slap. Marc had transferred out of the NYPD’s drug unit, and was now working with Noah at the Homicide Division. It was a personal decision on his behalf. Too many bad memories from the past plagued him on a daily basis. He was in a rut, and thought maybe changing divisions would help him.
It was instinctive for his partner Noah, to follow. Raised in the same neighborhood, they had been close friends growing up and were more like brothers. Marc felt slightly at ease knowing his best friend was there to help him out.
“I just got in. What’s up?”
“We’ve been assigned to investigate Scarlet Escort Services. A woman by the name of Sara Davis was found strangled in one of their rooms this morning. The owner called the murder in. We have no eye witnesses on the scene and the morgue has already filled out all of the paperwork. Details are all in here,” Noah whispered, pointing to the files on the desk. “But I haven’t gotten to the best part of it yet. You’ll never guess who the owner of the fine establishment is?”
Marc silently groaned. He had a feeling that this wasn’t something he was going to like. Noah never whispered, especially not in front of a room full of police officers. He was always the jokester and talking quietly was not his specialty.
“I have a feeling I’m going to regret asking this. Who’s the owner?”
“Elena Montes.”
The two simple names were said so softly, but that didn’t stop it from hitting him with the force of a Mack truck. Past collided with present as he struggled to stifle the anger and betrayal that threatened to burst forth.
“Dios! Does the captain know?”
“Not yet. It wasn’t my place to tell him.”
Marc could feel his insides twisting into knots as his mind tried to sort out all of the information. His first instinct was to deny the claim. He refused to believe the woman he almost married five years ago would murder someone. She was many things but a killer wasn’t one of them. But that truth didn’t stop the bitterness of being scorned from settling in his stomach like acid. He should have been upset that she was involved in a
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murder investigation, but it wasn’t his top worry. Instead his mind worked on ways he would make her pay for leaving him.
Marc struggled trying to reclaim his composure. No one had ever made him lose his anger so quickly. But hearing Elena’s name had that affect on him.
“You have to back down on this case, Marc. If the captain finds out you took this case knowing the suspect, you’ll be writing parking tickets for a month,” Noah whispered intently.
“That’s exactly the reason why he’s not going to find out,” Marc gritted through his teeth. “Elena is mine Noah, and you will back me on this one.”
“Do not let your heart cloud your judgment. Let someone else be assigned to this case.”
“I will not back down. Elena Montes has penance to pay.”
“I understand why you would want revenge. But did it cross your mind that she could be involved in this murder?”
“You know just as well as I do, that Elena couldn’t hurt a fly. Her fucked up qualities don’t include murdering,” Marc bit out spitefully.
“You haven’t seen her in five years Marc. Her fucked up qualities could have changed by then. I’m only looking out for you here bro. This lady did a real number on you. I don’t want to see you go through that again.”
Marc opened his mouth to reply just as the phone on his desk rang.
“Homicide.”
“I want to see you and Noah in my office now,” Sergeant Jonah Matthews commanded. Marc grimaced mentally. By the tone of his voice he wasn’t a happy man today.
“We’ll be right in,” he replied. Marc hung up the phone and rose. “Matthews wants to see us. Probably a debriefing on the case.”
“Let’s go,” Noah replied, already leading the way to the office.
They both entered without knocking on the door. Noah took the seat across from him, while Marc chose to stand. Jonah Matthews was short compared to Marc and Noah’s height. But he was one of those people that lead to the belief that don’t let looks fool you. Marc had seen Jonah do field work and single handedly take down men taller than him.
“Close the door,” Jonah said.
Without looking back, Marc kicked the door closed. “What’s this about?” he questioned. He needed to get going on the Scarlet case and questioning Elena was his next stop.
“The Scarlet case, have you taken a look at it yet?”
114
Marc tensed. “I just got the case from Noah. He brought me up to date on the murder. Questioning the owner was my next stop.”
“Before you do, I ran a check on Elena. You’ll never guess who her stepfather is?”
Disbelief etched his features as Marc schooled his face not to show Jonah any reaction to his news. Two years he had known Elena, and not once did she ever mention she had any family. She had him thoroughly convinced that she was alone in the world.
“Who?” Noah asked.
“Drug trafficker and murderer, Victor Lang.”
Marc was speechless and that was a good thing. Because if he let loose the fury coursing through his veins, Jonah would know for sure something was up and he wasn’t going to let anyone get in his way of seeing Elena.
“Isn’t that the same bastard who got off last year with just a slap on the wrist? Rumor has it he bought out the judge on that,” Noah replied.
“I’m inclined to agree with the rumors on this one,” Jonah agreed. “This Victor Lang stinks and I want the bastard caught. Investigate Elena thoroughly. If you find any evidence on the site, I want her arrested immediately. If Victor’s involved in anyway, I want him captured. Judge Michael Dumont might have been brought off, but Chief Justice Joshua Matthews is my brother, and I will personally ask the mayor to let him preside over this one.”
“Does she have a mother?” Marc asked calmly, though he was feeling far from it.
“Her mother died of an overdose when Elena was eighteen. She has no other siblings or relatives. Though there was no relation other than through marriage, Elena was left in Victor’s care,” Jonah replied. “Here are the reports I have on her and on Victor, along with a search warrant. She gave permission to our officers to search her building, but the warrant is for her office.”
Marc reached out taking the report from him. “We’ll be in touch,” he said as he walked out the door.
“What’s the next step?” Noah asked.
“I’m on way to question Elena,” he answered as he reached his office and grabbed his coat. “I want you to go and question Victor.”
“No deal. I say I question Elena and you go question Victor. It’s safer that way.”
Marc turned to him as he holstered his gun. “I don’t care what way you see as safer. Elena is mine to investigate. Find out where Victor is
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staying and question him. You can call me on my cell if you need anything,” he replied as he made his way towards the door.
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Chapter 2
Will I always live my life in fear? It was already two in the afternoon, and the shock of finding Sara’s cold body this morning still hadn’t worn off. Elena shook the thought away as she struggled to find a way to maintain her composure. She knew with all of her heart that Victor murdered Sara but there wasn’t any way she could prove it. The cold bastard had one of his henchmen already provide an alibi to her when she phoned him this morning.
“Sara’s dead.”
“Is that a way to great your father, Elena?” Victor laughed.
“You’ll see me in my grave, before I ever give you the satisfaction of uttering that name. I saw you leave with Sara last night and now she’s dead.”
“We went out on her personal time, hija. She wanted me to leave her at the office. She said she had some work to catch up on. We brought her back alive at midnight. Frankie accompanied me.”
“If you believe the tale you just spun would convince me in anyway of your non-involvement then you’re wrong. Sara had no work to catch up on at midnight. We both know you murdered her.”
“There is no proof,” Victor whispered deadly. “Tread carefully, my dear. You are still alive because of my marriage to your dear departed mother. That is the only reason.”
“Fuck you!” Elena replied, tightening her hand on the cradle of the phone. “We both know you forced my mother into marriage. It wasn’t out of love, you vile bastard. You needed to have a Barbie doll on your arm and my mother provided that for you.”
“And all of these accusations will get you where? You have no proof,” Victor replied.
He was right she had no proof, but she knew it one hundred percent in her heart that he was guilty. She could just imagine the repercussions of his actions.  Unfortunately, as much as she tried to disassociate herself with Victor, the more he would try to stick to her like glue. The bastard had no shame, and Elena wished for the hundredth time that he was dead. Evil like him didn’t deserve to live.
Her poor mother hadn’t seen that in time. The urge to cry was strong. Esmeralda Montes was a beautiful woman. Full of life at the age of forty, Elena still couldn’t believe that her mother had taken her life. Sara’s death reaffirmed Elena’s idea that her mother hadn’t overdosed on drugs.
She could still remember the pain her mother’s death had inflicted on her. The news of her mother’s passing had arrived in a post card while
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she was attending college. Elena felt her heart skip a beat as she read the card over and over again.
It is my obligation to give you this unfortunate news. Your mother passed on last night. An overdose of drugs is to blame. With Love, Victor.
There had been no other explanation, no valid reason as to why her mother would take her own life. But even then Elena knew that Victor had to be involved.
Elena blamed herself in some way. She should have been there for her mom. Instead she had chosen to go to a college far away in a desperate hope to get away from Victor and his leery-eyed men.
Her mother had told her of her unhappiness in explicit detail a week before her death in a midnight phone call. She cursed herself on a daily basis. She should have flown to her mother then.
“Elena, there are some things you need to know about Victor. Our marriage had always been a mistake. I won’t get into the details, but it was a way to get out of a debt I owed. I did it wrong, hija, but I had hoped for a wonderful life for you.”
“Mom…”
“No listen, hija. Listen for now. I don’t have much time. You must try your best to stay away from Victor. There are things he has done…very bad things Elena. I should have left him long ago. Now it is too late.”
“Mom, I’m going to fly down tonight.”
“No! Whatever you do stay there. You are safest there, mi hija. Remember…Always remember how much I love you. You are my life. I did everything for you, Elena, and in hopes of your happiness, I made a bargain with the very devil. Please stay away. I’m coming to you as soon as I can leave here. I love you and remember you are my life.”
Elena wiped at the tears flowing down her cheeks. Her mother would not have taken her life. Her mom was on her way to see her, and Elena knew Victor must have found that out.
She rose walking over to the window, staring at the gloomy clouds. There has to be a way to get rid of that man. Maybe she should go to the cops with what she had suspected he was involved in. But Elena knew with no proof, there would be nothing to gain from it.
Everything she had was gone. There were only two people in her life she had loved so much, and Victor had managed to get rid of both.
Marc. Even thinking his name now sent chills down her body. He was the only man she had ever been with. The only man she had ever loved. Five years was enough time to forget someone, but not for her. With
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each day that passed, Elena missed him desperately. He was the only one who had given her hope when she thought there wasn’t any.
Her life was in complete shambles. She wished she had the strength to go to the DA’s office with what she knew. But Elena knew it would cost her life. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. What did she have to live for anyway? If she did this, then maybe she could put right the wrongs with both her mother and Marc.
“You can’t go in there…sir,” Melinda sputtered loudly outside of Elena’s office door.
Elena turned to see what the commotion was about just as her office door burst open.
Brown eyes pinned her with their gaze, but it was the furiousness in them that gave her the urge to run. Long seconds ticked by in agonizing slowness. Dry mouth and shocked, Elena could do nothing but stare at the man who was once the center of her life.
Marc stood before her more handsome than before. Her eyes poured over him, quickly assessing every inch. His hair was long and tied back, but still the same rich mocha color she deeply loved. He was more muscular now, the ripples of muscles clearly defined through the shirt he was wearing. His leather jacket was open, but Elena could still see the sexy front body view. His low waist jeans gave away to narrow hips, and long lean legs.
“Are those tears of guilt I see in your eyes?” Marc growled, breaking Elena out of her daze. He was still angry with her, she realized, and he had every right to be. The menace he exuded poured right out of him.
She forced herself to remove her eyes from him as she walked around her desk, and managed to form a response to her secretary. “You can leave, Melinda.”
“Bien. Si usted me necesita, estaré afuera.” Fine. If you need me, I’ll be outside. Elena acknowledged her statement with a nod, before concentrating on Marc once again.
*****
Marc had mentally prepared himself on the way over, repeating the mantra this is just another job. The thought flew right out of the window as soon as he saw her. His cock hardened at first sight, and Marc found himself clutching the file on Sara’s death in front of his jeans to hide the evidence. He didn’t need her knowing she still had that affect on him. Instant sexual attraction so powerful that he had to stop himself physically from throwing her on top of her desk, and fucking her like a mare in heat.
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Dressed in a red suit with matching red heels, Marc watched as she slowly walked around the desk and gave direction for them to be left alone.
Long brown curly hair with piercing green eyes, Elena still resembled the goddess he had fallen in love with. Her lips were drawn in a downward pout, and he should have continued his questioning, but he couldn’t stop himself from tracing every inch of her body with his eyes. Her form was more voluptuous, giving her an even more sexual appeal. Even through the suit, Marc could see her perky breasts had filled out more and the shaped skirt clung to her sexy thighs.
“No.”
He grimaced, halting his perusal as he tried to remember what he had asked. “No?”
“These are not tears of guilt,” she answered. “Care to tell me what they are for?”
“What are you doing here?” Elena asked. “You are the last person I would have expected to have seen today.”
“I’ve been assigned to investigate Sara’s murder. You are a suspect.”
Elena gasped. “You can’t possibly think I was involved in Sara’s murder.”
“The fact that you are the owner of this fine establishment makes you involved,” Marc bit out sarcastically. “Where were you last night…the night of the murder?”
“I was at home.”
“Alone?” Marc asked immediately.
“Alone.”
“No alibi then?”
“Marc, don’t do this.”
“Don’t do what, Elena? Don’t ask the questions? Don’t assume you’re involved in a murder? What is that you don’t want?” He knew he sound bitter, but then who gave a fuck. There was no help for it there. This woman made him feel unlike any other, and he’d be damned if she’d get under his skin again. “I have a warrant to search your office. The officers took care of the rest of the building.
“Don’t insinuate an involvement when there is no proof,” she bit out through clenched teeth. “Search away. You won’t find anything.”
Marc shifted the folder, no longer hiding his erection as he stalked her, fury filling his veins. He knew she had a point, but he couldn’t help the attraction that kept his heart bound to hers from leaping forth. She
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took a step back. There was nowhere to go because of the desk directly behind her.
“I am the detective leading this case, Elena. From now on you will do as I say,” he growled into her ear. The scent of lilac wafted in the air, and he inhaled deeply, familiarizing himself with her smell and very essence.
“What is it that you need to know?” she whispered. Marc turned toward the sound of her voice, his lips only inches away from hers. He could see the flecks of green in her eyes and the way they flared when she was aroused. He didn’t press himself against her, but Marc could feel the tips of her nipples against his chest. He bit back a moan, and forced himself to take a step back from her.
Patience was a virtue. Five years he waited for his revenge against Elena. He could wait a little while longer.
He took his time, inspecting the room. Marc looked in her drawers, files and found nothing. He traced his fingers underneath the desk, and halted when he found a black style communicator underneath the ridge.
Pulling it out, he tossed her a disgruntled look. Someone had been eavesdropping all along and Marc could bet his whole pension, her dear father was the owner of the device.
“Any reason why someone would bug your office?” Marc asked as he held up the device for her inspection.
Her eyes rounded in shock and she opened her mouth to answer but no sound came out. She worked her throat and released a sigh before answering.
“No, I don’t have a clue.”
Marc narrowed his eyes, frustration already setting in. Her response had no conviction. Elena knew what was going on and she was either too afraid to admit it or she was covering up for her dear old dad.
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Chapter 3
Nothing should surprise her these days. With everything she’d seen in the world, there were few things that rarely did. But the fact that Victor would stoop so low as to bug her office and hear her conversations had her stomach churning in anger as she tried to hide her emotions from Marc.
Fate must have a sense of humor and destiny was bound to keep throwing more things in her path. It’s the only reason why she could have come up with Marc being here, filling her senses.
She was so in tune with his body heat and missed it desperately. The way they had made love back then was fierce. What would it feel like to press herself even closer to him, and learn how different his body was now from then?
“Take a seat, Elena.”
Elena turned from him. She sat, grateful for the interruption. If not, she would have probably thrown herself at him.
Marc sat himself directly across from her. Elena crossed her legs, hoping to still the fierce ache in her pussy. She could feel her juices, dampening her panties at the very nearness of him. Dios, it’s been so long.
He pulled out a paper and pad, beginning his questioning.
“You are the sole owner of Scarlet Escort Services?”
“Yes.”
“What does Scarlet provide for men that seek your services?” Elena’s eyes flashed in anger. That question could be answered in so many ways and, by the smirk on his face, Marc had intended to ask it the perverted way.
“Scarlet Services was started by me a few years ago. The name may have many implications, but it is simply a dating service we provide for men and women. Potential clients are carefully screened, and have to go through several meetings and contract signings before another client is even selected for them.”
“What was Sara’s role in your company?”
“She was my receptionist.” Another life blinded by Victor was what she really wanted to say but Elena held herself back. “I found her this morning as I was entering the reception area.”
“You were the one that called it in?”
“Yes.”
“How long did Sara work for your company?”
“About two years.”
“Did she have any other work besides reception duty?”
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“No. Handling the front desk was mainly her job.”
“Were you and Sara on good terms?”
“We had a good boss-employee relationship.”
Marc whipped out the pictures of Sara’s dead body, throwing them on Elena’s desk. They landed inches from her gaze, and she couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped her lips at the sight of Sara’s body. Naked with a cord tied around her neck, she had a deathly lost look to her gaze. Throughout her entire body, whip lashes were engraved into her skin, already dried with crusted blood. Elena stomach rebelled as she forced herself to pick up the pictures and hand them back to Marc.
He took them, only to replace them back on the desk like a barrier between them.
“Forensics surmises she was killed sometime between midnight and six in the morning. Did you know of any late appointments or dates she had?”
Elena stalled as her mind rushed for an answer. She saw it in his eyes the moment he realized she was going to lie to him, but that didn’t stop the words from coming out of her lips. “No.”
Marc’s jaw tightened and Elena could see the nerve ticking on the side of his cheek. She could always tell when he was pissed off. The little tick was an anger alert indicator for him.
“You do realize that lying or protecting the murder implicates you in Sara’s death?”
“I think you should have another detective assigned to the case,” Elena replied, not bothering to answer the question.
“This is my case. There will no other detective assigned. Who are you protecting?”
You. “No one.”
“Madre de Dios! Then answer my question. Did Sara have any appointments or dates last night that you know of?” Marc bit out through clenched teeth.
Elena swallowed, hoping to wet her parched throat. He looked like an enraged animal locked in a cage, ready to leap out of his chair.
Elena stood and walked over to the window, hoping her mind would come up with something. She got the eerie feeling someone was watching her, but couldn’t concentrate on why she thought that way. The feeling wasn’t an odd thing. Elena could bet if there was one bug in the office, there were probably more hidden.
Marc brought out too many emotions in her and her heart battled fiercely with mind. One told her to trust in him and his ability to do the
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job, while the other rebelled knowing how Victor and his henchman worked.
“There are things happening here, you shouldn’t be involved in, Marc,” she whispered, trying to give him a warning. “I know you don’t believe this right now, but everything I did in the past was to protect you. My silence has everything to do with keeping you safe.”
She never even heard him rise, but instead felt his body heat when he stood behind her. Elena gasped as he turned her to face him.
“I don’t need any protection from anyone. If what you say is true, you should have trusted me years ago with your safety.”
“It’s your safety that I’m worried about,” she replied.
“I can handle myself. Dios, Elena, in case you failed to realize, I’m a detective.”
“That doesn’t matter one bit in the grand scheme of things. The less you know the better off you are.”
*****
Marc felt his nerve tick in frustration. He could always tell when Elena lied. Even when she had screamed at him that it was over, he could tell even then that she was lying. Time hadn’t shredded the electric attraction they’ve always felt for each other. Marc could feel it sizzling in the air even now, just waiting for the perfect opportunity when they could act out on it.
“Assign another detective to the case.”
His palm itched with the need to spank her ass for her rebellion. As much as he wanted to, he didn’t. There were lines he couldn’t cross, not yet. But Marc wasn’t going to forget her insubordination so quickly. Soon he would see that she pay for everything she did, even if he had to tie her down to administer her punishment.
“No! Why didn’t you tell me you had a father?”
She struggled against him, her body twisting from side to side, seeking release. Marc held her secure, refusing to let her go just yet.
“Don’t you ever call that hateful man my father. He is nothing but a piece of scum that still has the unfortunate privilege to walk this earth.”
Marc released her as her eyes pooled with tears. “What did he do to you?” The urge to take her in his arms and comfort her was strong, so he fisted his hands instead.
“Nothing,” she whispered, wiping the tears with her hands.
“Don’t lie to me about this, Elena. What did he do to you?”
“I’m assuming you’ve already had my dossier pulled up with your office, as well as Victor Lang’s. You already know from the news and
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media who he is and how your district attorney’s office tried to prosecute him. I’m sure you also realize that to walk away free, as he did, means he has a lot of power and money. I’m asking you Marc, if you ever loved me…if you ever had any feelings for me,” she sniffed, “please have this case reassigned.”
Marc could feel himself grinding the enamel off his teeth in frustration. “You can get the idea of reassignment out of your beautiful little head. Victor Lang will be brought down and, Elena, if I have any proof that you were behind the murder of an innocent woman, there will be nothing that holds me back from seeing you prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law,” he threatened.
Elena’s tears spilled as soon as the threat was muttered. His heart wished he could take the words back, but the hurt she had caused along with his stubborn rebellion stopped the apology from coming out of his lips. He picked up the police file on her desk and turned, leaving her trembling by the window as he walked out of the door. His body screamed at him to go back, but his heart raged with the hurt and separation she had caused. Marc knew Elena had nothing to do with the murder, but that didn’t stop the bitterness from anchoring to his heart.
She may not have been directly involved, but he knew she was holding out on him. It had everything to do with Victor Lang. Her reaction to his name had been instantaneous and Marc couldn’t miss the hatred that filled her beautiful gaze. Victor was a crime lord. His evils ranged from drug shipments to murder, yet the NYPD and the Manhattan prosecuting office couldn’t find one shred of evidence to tie the bastard to a crime.
Marc knew Elena. He hadn’t forgotten anything about her. He knew that Elena would have helped anyone who was in trouble. But her revulsion to Victor’s name wasn’t faked and Marc was going to do everything in his power to find out why she hated her stepfather so much.
*****
The black Cadillac was parked a couple of blocks from the offices of Scarlet Services. From this distance, Victor couldn’t clearly see the officer, but the name Marc Garcia held some sort of recognition with him.
It didn’t matter that the bug was found. The surveillance camera he had installed into Elena’s office had come in handy. His dear daughter had held fast against the questions, but was too close to breaking down. This Marc Garcia had to be taken out of the way. Elena requested his reassignment to the case so forcefully. There was something going on there and he needed to find out what it was. Marc’s adamant refusal was going
125
to be a problem. Perhaps it was time for Elena to meet her mother, once Marc was out of the way. His daughter was really a beautiful creature, and he hated destroying such a lovely thing, but she was a liability he could no longer afford.
He picked up the phone, dialing Frankie’s number. His right hand man had never failed him when it came to retrieving information that he needed.
“What’s up, boss?”
“I need everything you can find on a detective named Marc Garcia. He’s with NYPD.”
“I’m on it.”
“Is the other matter taken care of?”
“Yes. Noah is in surgery as we speak. They are having great trouble removing he bullet from his chest cavity,” Frankie laughed.
“Superb. That will teach the NYPD to question me.”
“We’re going to have lay low on this one, boss.”
“Unfortunately, your right,” Victor replied. “I will be out of town for a few days. You know where to reach me and Frankie...”
“Yes boss?”
“I need that information ASAP.”
Victor hung up the phone. He hated laying low. He had an important meeting he needed to attend to with a Columbian drug lord and needed to ensure that the shipment of cocaine arrived on time.
The NYPD behaved very naughty sending in Noah. Frankie had made it look like a robbery, but Victor knew the police wouldn’t fall for it. Who would rob a police officer, and steal his wallet, shooting him with his own gun? Victor laughed. Sometimes he amused himself too much with his games.
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Chapter 4
As soon as Marc got the news, he met Jonah at the hospital. Suspicion settled in his gut immediately as hundreds of questions pounded at him. Who robs a police officer in daylight? If it was someone who actually got his wallet, what motive was there for the shooting? It happened after Noah had questioned Victor that much Marc knew. Guilt ran through him as he realized Noah should have been the one to interview Elena for several reasons. Marc had never met Victor face to face, but when he did he would pay with his life for what he did. He already knew this wasn’t a regular hit. It smelled like Victor’s stench too badly.
Marc was on the verge of asking the nurse for Noah’s room number, when Jonah stepped beside him.
“How’s he doing?”
“He’s in ICU, recovering from surgery. The doctors were able to remove the bullet from his chest and he’s stabilized but the first twenty-four hours are the most critical. If Noah makes it past that, his chances for survival are greater. I’ve posted two police guards at his door. They’ll be others, rotating the twenty-four shift. We could not get a hold of any family members.”
“He has no one that I know of,” Marc acknowledged as despair tore threw him. Noah had no one but him. His parents had died in his late teens. “Who found him?”
“A parking agent called it in. His wallet was missing along with the details of Victor’s interview. This was made to look like a robbery and I assume I don’t have to tell you it wasn’t.”
“Did you send a team to arrest him yet?”
“Yes and how convenient that the bastard is nowhere to be found. Did you find anything on Elena?”
“A bug in her office. Seems her father wanted to keep tabs on her at all times. She has no idea where it came from. She’s on the defensive, Jonah. I need more time.” Marc avoided supplying Jonah with more information, but his gut instinct told him Elena was innocent of the crime.
“Where was she when the crime was committed?”
“She says she was at home.”
”Do you believe her?”
“I have a good vibe about her, Jonah. She’s innocent of murdering Sara Davis. Who’s investigating the robbery?”
“I’m putting Clarke on it.”
“He’s too green for this.”
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“Who do you suggest then?” Jonah asked, exasperation filling his voice.
“I need to talk to you. Let’s head to the waiting area.”
Marc walked quickly. The decision he was about to make was going to change his life forever. It wasn’t based exactly on Elena. Marc knew he wasn’t happy doing his job any longer, but Elena had just giving him the push he needed to go forward with the life altering decision. Marc removed his gun and shield, handing both to Jonah.
“What is this?” Jonah asked, bewilderment crossing his stone faced features.
“I’m taking Elena to a safe place. I have a feeling Victor will be after her.”
“If you feel so strongly about her innocence, let me assign a patrol car to watch her.”
“You know perfectly well a patrol car won’t do shit against someone like Victor.” Marc replied defensively. “I’m handing it in, Jonah. Noah is shot and Victor’s coming after Elena. As a police officer, I adhere to a strict code. As a citizen, I will defend her with anything it takes.”
“You know Elena?” Jonah asked as realization dawned on his face.
“I knew her five years ago. She was my ex-fiancé.”
Jonah sighed, borrowing his hand into his hair. “I can’t convince you otherwise, can I?”
“I’m dead set on doing this.”
“Do what you must. You are one of the best detectives I have, and if you feel the need to come back…the position is always open. Do not hesitate to call me if you need anything and keep me informed on your whereabouts. Victor Lang is a wanted fugitive. Be careful.”
“Thanks for understanding,” Marc replied, extending his hand to Jonah.
*****
Elena steered her car into the parking garage of her condominium. The dark garage was mysteriously lit with only one bulb on each four-sided corner. Elena shrugged. She had more important things to worry about than how the garage was well lit.
Living in lower Manhattan, afforded her the luxury of an easy commute between office and home. Her home of five years was a two-bedroom apartment, one she used to sleep in and the other she used as her home office.
Elena stepped out of her car, locking the door quickly. The decision to leave New York wasn’t an easy one. Though her step-father ruled most
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of the crime ridden areas, Elena had found her niche in creating the company she had come to love and had become adept in staying out of Victor’s way.
She had left the company in Melinda’s care. Maybe some day she could afford to come back, but for now that wasn’t possible.
Now, to save Marc, she knew she had to leave. The bug device Victor placed in her office ensured her that he had become suspicious about her goings and comings. Which could only mean one thing with him, he already knew Marc had visited her. Whether he knew who Marc really was, Elena didn’t know. But that wasn’t the important part right now. The fact that Victor knew someone had even visited her meant she was being watched by him on a constant basis.
Elena took the elevator to the third floor, stepping out quickly. The one way ticket she had brought to Spain was already tucked away in her purse. The flight left in two hours. All she needed to do was pack up her clothes and she’d be on her way. She held back the tears that threatened to erupt at the thought of not contacting Marc ever again. Elena forced herself to move even quicker. I have to do this for his safety.
She unlocked her door, stepped in and turned the bottom lock shut. Elena practically ran to her bedroom. She bent down on her hands and knees and removed the luggage from under her bed. Rising, she began throwing open drawers, putting in her necessities.
Elena walked over to her closet. She needed just a few more things then she’d be on her way. Opening up the door, Elena heart leaped out of her chest at the sight of the looming black masked figure who stepped out of the closet. Elena stared for a second, frozen in surprise and fear as the looming figure stood before her with clenched fists. Knowledge woke her apprehension and she turned to run, but he grabbed her quickly, throwing her face down on the bed.
“If its money you want, take my purse,” she said, her voice muffled by the bed.
“It isn’t money I want, Elena. It’s you. It’s payback time and I’m going to take every inch of my revenge out on your delectable body.” Fear erupted through her as Elena fought to make out the voice.
“Who the hell are you?” Elena turned her head to the side, trying to catch a glimpse of the person that held her.
“It’s not time for you to know who I am, amor. But when I decide to spill the beans, you’ll be the first to know.”
“Please, don’t do this. Whatever Victor is paying you, I’ll double. Just please let me go. I’ll disappear.”
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Elena gasped as she was suddenly flipped face-up. The man that held her was frighteningly huge. The black shirt did nothing to hide the muscles bulging below. He held both of her arms over her head, in a vise like grip, and Elena couldn’t help but struggle. Oddly, there was something familiar about his brown eyes.
“Two things, Elena, I don’t work for Victor and now that I have you in my hands, I’m not inclined to let you go anytime soon,” he whispered into her ear. Memories assailed her as she inhaled his cologne and his warm breath hit her ear.
“Marc?” she whispered. Could it really be him?
“You got it on the second try, darling,” Marc acknowledged as he whipped out a set of handcuffs, placing them over her wrists.
“Have you lost whatever mind you used to possess?” she yelled at him.
She eyed him disbelievingly as he walked over to her closet and tossed in whatever clothes he grabbed. He closed the bag, before facing her once again.
“I haven’t lost a thing. As a matter of fact,” he replied as he hefted her over his shoulder. “It’s you who’s on the verge of loosing everything.”
Her breath spilled out in a whoosh as his shoulder pressed into her stomach. Elena squirmed, trying to find a comfortable position. He stalled her, by pressing his hand against her ass.
“Fuck the cryptic message, Marc. Why are you doing this? In case you haven’t heard, it’s illegal to kidnap someone,” she bit out as she silently cursed herself for letting the heat of his palm warm through her.
Elena felt him bend to pick up the bag. “It would matter if I was still a cop, Elena. But I’m not and I will do whatever it takes to make sure Victor doesn’t get to you.”
Oh, god he knows. “You are the one kidnapping me, not Victor.”
“Is there anything else you think you need?” he asked, ignoring her statement.
“You can’t do this,” she nearly screamed. “Release me now!”
“You’re not in a position to be throwing out demands,” he replied as he grabbed her keys and opened her front door.
“Answer this then. Why the mask?”
“The bug in your office confirms that you are being watched. The mask ensures my identity stays a secret. It won’t be for long. Your step​father will figure out who I am, and when he does, I’ll be waiting.”
“Marc, please don’t do this. There are things going on here that you are not aware of. If you let me go, I’ll disappear. He won’t be able to find
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me,” she repeated. She had to find someway to convince him that the best thing was to let her go.
“You’re wasting your breath, Elena. I have no intentions of letting you go, anytime soon.”
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Chapter 5
“You condescending son of a…”
“You have a choice to make. Be quiet, amor, or I’ll gag you,” he whispered as he gave her ass a sharp slap to reiterate his point. He felt Elena jerk slightly as his cock lengthened at the feel of her heated ass underneath his hand. Even through the material of her skirt, Marc could feel the fire burning on her skin.
Clenching his teeth against the lust running through him, Marc walked to the garage as silent as he could, his eyes scanning the people and cars. It was hard to concentrate with Elena perched on his shoulder and his cock throbbing like a toothache, but in taking Elena’s life into his, Marc couldn’t afford any mistakes. It was one of the reasons why he hadn’t taken off his mask yet, even though Elena had already figured out who he was. A man like Victor had the means and the money to find out who he was, but Marc wasn’t intending on making it any easier for him by freely providing him with a physical description of himself.
He got to the Ford Explorer he had rented just for this occasion. Opening the front passenger door, Marc quickly put Elena in the front seat. The angry glare in her eyes showed her frustration. He threw her bags in the back seat, and quickly started the vehicle, easily maneuvering it out of the garage. The night was cold and frigid. Marc quickly threw the heater on.
“Where are you taking me?”
“A house upstate. We should be there in about an hour.”
“I have a plane to catch in an hour,” she bit out through clenched teeth.
“Get it out of your head. You aren’t going anywhere.”
“This is illegal.”
“I am perfectly aware of the legal ramifications. I doubt you’ll be doing anything about it, Elena, seeing as how you are purposely withholding information on Sara’s murder to begin with.”
“Marc…”
“Do not give me the there are things going on here that you aren’t aware of speech. Victor murdered Sara. You are hiding something and I’m going to do whatever it takes to find out what it is.
Marc glanced at Elena. Her head was turned to the window. “Everything I’ve ever done was to protect you,” she whispered. He steeled himself against the emotions he heard in her voice. Elena had too many things to make up for, and he wasn’t intending to go easy on her.
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“What is it that you’ve done?”
*****
Elena bit back a sob as she fought the urge to pour out her emotions.
“Is this because I called the wedding off?” she asked, ignoring his question and hoping that this distraction would somehow work in getting his mind off of Victor. She threw a glance his way. Elena could see his hands tighten, the knuckles turning white as it wrapped around the steering wheel.
“I’ve never lied to you and I won’t begin now. You and I both know calling off the wedding was a big mistake. It ties into this, yes. I have plans for you and I’m going to enjoy getting the truth from your beautiful lips. I once thought we could trust each other, but I’ve learned from my mistake. You, querida, will spend the next several days begging me to end the torment I’m going to enjoy putting you through,” he growled.
The growled words were said with promised retribution and were meant to anger her. Elena knew that in her mind, but her body was another matter altogether. Her pussy creamed, spilling its essence as she fought the need to submit to him in everything. He was always her greatest desire, in all ways an ultimate love could be. She would die protecting him, though Elena knew the truth would come out sometime. He was relentless when it came to his work, and she didn’t expect him to be any different when it came to dealing revenge.
“Is this about sex, then?” As soon as the words left her lips, she regretted them. Their relationship was never based on that. Yes, the instant attraction was there, but there was also a great love that Elena knew only happened once in a lifetime.
“This is about your deceit, your cover-up for Victor and yes…this is most definitely about sex. I intend to fuck you out of my life once and for all.”
She turned to the window once more, hoping to shield the hurt from showing, even though she knew she deserved everything he had to dish out. Though Marc would have denied it if she called him out on it, Elena could hear the intense pain in his voice. The years should have softened the hurt somewhat. Instead Elena’s heart broke for him.
“I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt you,” she whispered as she leaned her head on the cool glass. Elena knew she owed him much and if this is what it took for Marc to move on with his life then she’d pay.
*****
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Marc willed himself not to turn and glance at her. He heard the pain in her trembling voice, and erected a metal wall around his heart. She still hadn’t trusted him with the truth.
Silence reigned for a half an hour. He threw a quick glance at her. Her body was tilted to the side, her head lying on the glass window. She was asleep, looking more like a peaceful angel than the sexy witch she was.
Marc pulled the SUV to the house he had brought several years ago. Bear Mountain was a peaceful place in upstate New York. The season to vacation was at summer. But Marc fell in love with the peacefulness of the mountain and permanently bought a home there. Because of his work he still kept his apartment in the city, but every weekend he would make the journey here.
He hopped out of his vehicle, pocketing the keys and reached over to grab Elena’s bag, slinging it over his shoulder. He opened the door to his home, and placed the bag on the floor, dimming the lights before stepping back outside. Marc walked over to the passenger door, and opened the door slowly. Elena mumbled incoherently before swinging her head to the other side. Unbuckling her seat belt, Marc hefted her easily onto his arms. She borrowed deeply into his jacket as if trying to escape the frigid February air.
Marc walked quickly inside, kicking the door closed behind him. He heard the metal self-lock as the voice automated system confirmed it a second later.
Quickly walking up the stairs, Marc bent burying his nose into the silky strands of her hair and breathed the scent of her in before laying her down. She was deeply asleep and had to be exhausted, but that didn’t stop his cock from hardening at the smell of her. Dios, he craved the taste of her and wanted to plunge himself into her so deeply. No one ever made him feel the way Elena did. He had tried to have relationships in the past, but all of them had reminded him of her in someway. Dark, tall, voluptuous brunettes, anyone who was sane, he would happily fuck and no one could sate his desire like Elena.
Marc removed her shoes, then the handcuffs and maneuvered her body so she laid open to his gaze. He was tempted to remove her clothes, but held himself in check. That was a treat he wanted to save. He needed her awake and aroused just as he was.
He took his time rubbing heated oil into her wrists, so the skin wouldn’t chafe. Marc bit back a growl as Elena arched into him, rubbing her breasts against him in her sleep.
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“I did it to save you.”
Marc tensed, knowing the whispered words were said in sleep. He also knew that no one had the ability to lie when they were snoozing. He needed time to think, and that could only be done away from her.
Walking over to his dresser, Marc opened the top drawer and retrieved the four items he needed. He retied her to the four poster style bed, this time using silken scarves, taking great care in not tying them too tight, but securely enough so she wouldn’t be able to get loose. Dimming the lights ultra-low, he walked out, shutting the door behind him.
*****
What was she saving him from?
An hour later, shower and clad only in sweats, Marc was still asking himself the question in his mind. He was so tempted to wake her up and ask her, but he knew she would only lie to him again. This all added up to Victor, Marc knew that. He had to have had some hold on her all along.
Marc reached for his cell phone, quickly dialing his cousin, Santana’s number. He had helped him a year ago when Santana had decided to kidnap his wife right from her home. It had all worked out. The two were deliriously happy, and had recently added a baby girl to their expanding family.
“Santana, here.”
“I take it Jonah has been keeping you up to date.” Marc asked.
“Where are you, primo? We’ve been worried.”
“The less you know, the safer you are.”
“Noah survived the shooting. There’s a warrant out for Victor, and NYPD’s put him on top fugitive status but nothing as of yet,” Santana replied.
“The bastard is on the hunt.”
“I agree, primo, and I think you should let me know where you are.”
Marc knew his cousin wouldn’t leave it alone until he had the information, and the only reason why he gave it to him was because Marc knew his personal cell phone was trace free.
“Remember the home I purchased a couple of years ago?”
“Enough said. You do realize that with enough money, he will find you. It is only a matter of time.”
“And I will be waiting for the pendeho,” Marc conceded.
“Adiós, me llamas si me necesitas.” Goodbye, call me if you need me.
“Adiós,” Marc replied hanging up quickly.
He grabbed the chilled beer beside him, quickly taking a swig of the bitter flavor. The brew slid down easily, wetting his dry throat but did
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nothing to ease the hard-on he was sporting. Ever since he brought Elena into his home, his cock hadn’t lessened one bit. Instead his flesh throbbed insistently.
Placing the beer back on the side table, Marc eased his shaft out of his sweats, envisioning Elena on his bed. He spit into his palm, providing the moisture he needed for friction. He wanted to rip the clothes from her body with a fierce ache, but he restrained himself. Stroking his shaft in a hard grip, Marc envisioned how she would look beneath her fire red suit.
Five years ago, Elena had kept her pussy neatly trimmed on top with her lips bare. His mouth watered at the thought of tasting her flesh once more. Her breasts were larger, Marc knew by eyesight alone, but how much more voluptuous were they from back then? His palms itched to find out. He stroked his shaft quickly now, dreaming of her straddling his face while he made a meal out of her sweet cunt. He would keep her tied, and Marc knew he wouldn’t stop eating her until she came and came again. He could still remember her taste, lightly sweet with a hint of tart in her juices. He wanted to plunge his dick into her and not stop until long after they had both come.
The urge to come raced up his spine as he closed his eyes, envisioning Elena in the throes of passion. Pumping even faster now, Marc groaned as his cum shot out of his shaft, the seed hitting his stomach in ropes of fiery heat.
He leaned over and reached for a napkin, wiping the sticky essence from his stomach. It was still a few hours away till morning. He’d give her the rest she desperately needed, but too many secrets and lies stood between them, and he intended to discover every one of them soon.
*****
“So this is the same bastard my lovely daughter was engaged too years ago,” Victor whispered as he eyed the photo of Marc lying among his personal file. “What else did you find out?” he asked directing the question to Frankie.
“I went to Elena’s home intending to bring her to you, as you requested. She was nowhere to be found. It seems she has left town. Her bedroom looks as if she packed in a hurry,” Frankie replied.
Maybe he would take the time to teach his fucking daughter about where her priorities should lie. “Fuck! She must have known I was coming after her next. Did you check the airlines yet?”
“I’ve come across some information,” Frankie replied. “Elena purchased a ticket heading for Spain. She was supposed to have been on
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that plane an hour ago. The passenger list has no confirmation of her ever boarding the flight.”
“My dear daughter seems to have some brains after all. Perhaps, she wanted to make it look like she left town. What did you find out on Marc?”
“He’s been working for NYPD for over seven years. The highest detective in their ranks. I stopped by his apartment. He has a high tech security system installed, virtually unbreakable.”
“You are repeating the shit that’s in the file,” Victor shouted. “Give me something I can use.”
“Word around the department is that Marc’s left,” Frankie sputtered nervously. “But no one knows where to.”
“Add one and one together, Frankie,” Victor replied calmly. “The two love birds have flown the coop. I want to know where it is they are hiding. Pull out all the stops. No payment is too high.”
“You got it boss,” Frankie said as he leaped to his feet to do his bidding.
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Chapter 6 Valentines Day
The early morning sun showed bright through the curtains. Elena awoke to the rays reflecting in the room. The previous day rush forth as Elena tried to rise from the bed on instinct, but the silken scarves around her wrist prevented her from doing so. The blanket was covering her only up to her waist, but she could still feel her clothes and was silently grateful he hadn’t left her naked. Though by the way she was tied, Elena knew that would change.
She scanned the room, her eyes tracing upon the lavish furnishings. His taste hadn’t changed, she’d give him that. An Italian marble armoire stood on one corner of the room while the night tables stood besides the bed, and the four poster king size monster she was laying on stood to the center.
She knew she should be frightened, but she wasn’t. Elena knew Marc, and he would never hurt her. She fought back the urge to cry, to finally give in to her emotions. Marc needed to play out his revenge, and she could do nothing but lie back and take it.
The door to the bedroom slowly opened, and her eyes widened at the sight of Marc entering, clad only in sweats. His long brown hair hung loose and she couldn’t remove her eyes from the tan muscular chest displayed before her. He was even more attractive now than before and Elena fought the urge to squirm as her pussy creamed at the sight of him. His green eyes ran over her and she could feel her stomach dip in nervousness at the way he watched her as if deciding what his next step would be.
“How did you sleep?”
She swallowed past the dryness in her throat. “Fine.”
“Good,” he replied as he walked over to the window and closed the curtains, blocking the light from entering the room. He walked over to her slowly. Elena stared, mesmerized. His body was tense as if he was withholding himself from her, and Elena could see the way she affected him in the tightening of his arm and chest muscles.
“We should talk.”
“Now you want to talk? There were several times I gave you the chance to talk and all you spouted were lies,” he growled as he walked over to the nightstand and pulled out a slim metal knife.
Elena shivered, not in fear but in knowing what he was going to do next. She knew he wanted her to be scared of him, but she fell far from that
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as she saw the want flaring in his eyes. Elena needed him like air, but she kept reminding herself she would do anything to protect his life.
*****
Marc wasted no time in explaining what he was going to do. He placed the knife between her legs, careful not to touch her skin and ran it through her skirt, slicing the material in half. He did the same to her jacket ensuring first that it was away from her flesh and ripping the material in seconds.
His eyes flew to her mouth as she gasped in reaction. Marc traced her once more with his gaze, his cock hardening viciously at the sight before him. She had wore a red lacy bra, the same color as her fire engine suit and Marc stared silently swearing he could see her luscious brown nipples underneath. His eyes moved down, watching in awe at the indent of her stomach and the way her hips flared out. It was a set of hips any man would be proud to hang onto while fucking his lover. But his gaze didn’t stay there for long. The see-through lacy panties matched its counterpart and Marc could see that her pussy was bare. The sight caused his cock to jerk in reaction, spilling its pre-cum forward, staining the front of his sweat pants.
She was a true erotic vision, the nude color thigh highs adorning her legs only enhancing the sexy sight she made. Marc steeled himself against the need to jump on her like an animal and quickly finished hacking away the suit, removing it from her completely without having to untie her. Her nipples were tightly beaded as if waiting for the paradise of his mouth.
Marc groaned as he stepped back from her, entranced by the wicked goddess before him. He forced himself to walk back to the nightstand and place the knife back into the drawer before turning to her once more.
“There are things I could do to you, Elena…things I have learned over the past years to make you talk,” he whispered while searching his drawer once more, retrieving a set of nipple clamps and a jack rabbit dildo.
“You will learn to tell me the truth by my hand alone.”
Marc walked back to the bed, crawling on it like a tiger to its prey as he knelt between her legs, placing the sex items right beside her.
Her eyes flew to the items as she whispered, “Marc, please there has to be a better way.”
“What way can be better than the truth, Elena?” he growled as he fought against the animalistic urges running through him. He saw her lips tense in an effort to not respond, and Marc wanted to growl at her for refusing him.
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Frustration settled in as he gave into the demand gnawing at him, Marc ripped her panties off in one pull. Her bare cunt was now exposed, her perfume arousal filling the air. He grasped the center of her bra, right between her breasts and pulled on the flimsy material. It gave way immediately to a naked display of immense beauty.
Marc could do nothing, but stare at the luscious mounds tipped with brown quarter size nipples. He gave into the urge, bending down placing his tongue on the ripe beaded tip and lavishing it with his mouth. He felt her nipple tightened even more as Elena whimpered and arched, pushing her breast further into his lips. Marc took the offered treat, taking his time worshiping her breasts, his other hand pinching her neglected nipple.
Marc pulled back, fascinated with the darker shade the sucking emanated and reached over to clasp the clips onto her tips. Holding her breast between forefinger and thumb, he pulled slightly, clasping the clip securely.
“Marc,” she gasped loudly.
“Are you ready to tell the truth yet, Elena?”
She bit her bottom lip, worrying it between her teeth and still held her silence. He wanted to lick at her, to do so many things to her and make up for their time apart.
Marc knew fucking her out of his system wasn’t going to be enough. The words he had thrown in at her face earlier had been false. He realized that with every fiber of his being, but it didn’t mean that he trusted her any more for it.
He fastened the clasp to her other breast, watching the nipple darken further as the blood rushed up. His cock felt like a steel iron pole, and Marc wasn’t so sure he could stop himself from coming just by her reactions alone.
“La verda. The truth,” he growled.
****
When did it get so hard to fight the need pulsing through her? Elena had to bite her tongue again against blurting everything out. Too many emotions surged through her and she knew at any moment she would detonate like a bomb, giving him what he wanted, just so he would provide relief for her. Her thighs were drenched with her cream, her heart pounding fiercely at the untamed man before her.
He was everything she had always wanted, and nothing like he used to be. Elena whimpered as he turned on the mechanical box attached to the nipples, sending electric sharp lines into her breasts. Heat suffused her, and by now her pussy was like a river gushing out its liquid.
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“Marc, we need to talk,” she moaned, hoping he would stop, so she could calm her emotions. Right now she wanted him to fuck her, and she was on the verge of begging for it. She was on the very edge, held trapped by blistering heat, willing to tell him anything.
Her eyes rounded in shock as he held up a dildo with rabbit ears. She tried to speak words, but couldn’t even form a coherent thought. He pushed the rubber cock in slowly, and Elena couldn’t stop her body from arching into it. Suddenly, the feeling of being filled stopped and she whimpered in want.
“Here’s how it’s going to go. I will ask the questions and you will give me an honest answer. And, querida, I can always tell when your lying,” he replied as he traced her pussy lips with his fingers. She could feel her juices wetting the sheets, and Elena couldn’t stop herself from tilting her pussy up into his seeking fingers. She felt him insert his finger inside, doubling her sensation. She couldn’t stop the moan from leaving her lips at the feel of his roughened skin inside of her.
“We will begin with something easy. Why did you lie on our wedding day?” he said as he flipped the switch to its highest level.
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Chapter 7
She fought to regulate her breathing as the fiery currents traveled from her breasts straight to her cunt. Elena whimpered, tossing her head back and forth, feeling the wetness seeping from below. She was thoroughly soaked, on the verge of an orgasm so great. Dios, I’m not going to get through this. Elena whimpered, as a sharp slap to her open cunt brought her back out of her daze.
Marc pulled the rabbit out, and Elena nearly shouted as he inserted the tip into her, placing the ears right over her clit. The vibrating currents whipped through her cunt, traveling throughout her body, forcing a scream from her mouth. Sweat glistened on her skin as she fought to remember the question he had asked her. She could almost taste the rapture, he purposely held out of her reach. Marc stopped touching her. She knew that’s what she needed, or the touched the vibrating shaft pulsing within her and Elena knew that’s what she needed. Marc’s hard thick cock fucking her, sending her into a bliss only he could provide.
“Why did you lie on your wedding day, Elena?” Marc repeated.
“To protect you,” she whispered helplessly as she arched against the bonds holding her wrists and ankles.
“From what?” he growled.
“Prison…from prison,” she repeated. “Please Marc, please fuck me.”
“I’ll turn off the rabbit and clips for now. But do not attempt to lie to me again Elena, or I’ll leave both vibrating for several hours.” Marc turned off the switch, the currents stopping immediately. Elena whimpered. She needed to come so bad.
She closed her eyes, concentrating on the words she needed to reveal to him. The clamps on her nipples were humming with vibrations as Elena struggled to gather her thoughts. She turned her face to the side, not wanting to stare at him directly. She needed to shield her pain from the revelation. She had lost everything in protecting him, and yes it hurt but she didn’t regret any of it as long as he lived.
“You can see why I never told you why I had any family, considering the piece of scum Victor is. The day of our wedding, Victor barged into my marriage suite. He was furious and it wasn’t because I didn’t send him an invitation,” she bit out. “It was more because he found out who I was marrying,” Elena whispered darkly.
A couple of seconds of silence passed and Marc placed his hands on her thighs, digging his fingers into her flesh as he aligned his cloth covered cock against her naked pussy. “Stay on track,” he growled.
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A spark of need flared through her as she whimpered and gathered her scattered memories. “He somehow found out you were a police officer at the time. Victor threatened to have drugs planted in your car, if I didn’t call of the wedding. He took it a step further by threatening your life. I couldn’t let him destroy the only thing I had ever loved,” she cried. The painful past came crashing forward. Elena let the tears fall, but continued. “So I made up the stupid lies, and I broke it off with you because of it.”
*****
Marc heart leaped at her admission of lies, and the true underlying cause of it. He knew she still loved him through the fact that she did it to protect him. But ultimately she should have trusted him enough to protect the both of them.
Anger rushed through him at the thought of snapping Victor’s neck into two. So many lies and it was because of Victor’s threat.
“You should have come to me, querida. It did not have to come to all of this,” he growled as he thrust himself against the heat of her naked cunt, once more.
“You do not know the madman you’re dealing with. I couldn’t come to you. You would have died because of me and that’s not something I was willing to go through again,” she whispered, still not looking into his eyes.
“What do you mean by that?”
She turned, facing him directly now, eyes flashing in anger like a cat in heat. “My mom suffered because of him, and died. I went away to college, when I should have stayed with her.”
Marc could see the hurt in her yes, the guilt behind her statement. He found himself wanting to erase every horrible thing that had ever happened to her. She should have had a life with no worries, and because of the fucked up monster she was connected to, Elena had lived it through suffering.
“Let go of the past, Elena. Your mother is resting in peace now.”
“Well, Marc, are you going to take your own advice and let go of the past?” she laughed sarcastically.
“That is not why you are here,” he bit out through clenched teeth, annoyed that even though he denied it there was still some semblance of truth to it. “You are here for several reasons Elena, number one being that you should have trusted me from the beginning. You should have had faith in our love. I would have protected you with everything in me, yet you chose to believe in Victor’s lies.”
“The past,” she reaffirmed.
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“Call it what you wish, Elena. But you still have yet to tell me what you know of Sara’s murder.”
“You know too much as it is, Marc. Your better off letting me go.”
“Do I have to turn on the toys again, Elena?” he asked slowly as he pulled his sweat pants down, revealing his dark cock. Marc groaned as he tightened his hand on the base of his shaft, only inches from Elena’s cunt.
Her eyes darkened with hunger as her tongue swiped at her lower lip. It seem like she was imagining the taste of him. Dios, just imagining what it would feel like if her lips caressed his shaft had him on the verge of coming. He needed her in so many ways, but there were still too many things to resolve between them and Marc knew when he fucked her, it would be with no lies.
*****
She couldn’t bear the toys again, not without finding any relief and the promise in Marc’s eyes ensured her that she wouldn’t find any. She wanted to taste him so bad and would willingly allow him to plunge that sexy cock into any part of her body. Marc affected her in so many ways. He was the only one she had ever been with. After she had walked out on him, Elena couldn’t bear to be with any other man. He was always hers, in every way and in her mind Elena wanted to keep it as such.
The truth was such a burden and Elena felt like she had been carrying it on her shoulders for so long. But the lies were worse, because guilt ate at her soul. She was going to throw it at him and tell the truth and everything else that he needed to know.
It was supposed to have been easy. She would have been in Spain right now, enjoying the sun and starting over. Her heart would have probably never recovered from the loss of Marc, but the chances of him staying alive would have been greater.
“Victor took Sara out on a date the night before the murder. I found her body when I walked into work. I called him on it and he practically admitted killing her; then threw the fact that I had no proof into my face. He’s right, without any evidence there would be no conviction.”
“Why did you hide this from me?”
“I never expected you to come back into my life,” she whispered. “I knew if Victor found out who you were, he would have no qualms in permanently removing you. I was leaving so I could protect you.”
“You could have come to me with this,” Marc demanded forcefully. “Five years ago, you canceled the wedding to protect me. This time you were going to leave forever. I won’t lose you again, Elena. Not when you
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owe me too much,” he whispered as he removed the dildo from her creaming pussy.
Elena moaned, feeling empty all of a sudden and couldn’t help when her hips thrust onto his cock just inches from her pussy. She wished her legs weren’t tied down, so she could impale herself on him.
Elena did the next best thing in her position. She rubbed her cunt on his shaft, taking time to savor every ridge and satiny smoothness. She lifted her head, staring at their sex organs so closely aligned to one other. All he needed to do was push and he’d been inside of her. Heaven never felt so close, yet Elena looked up staring into his brown eyes seeing the silent war he waged within himself.
“Marc, I need you. I’ve never needed anyone as much as I needed you. Inside my heart, soul, mind, and body…all of them crave only you. Please Marc, forget the past and let’s move on.”
Marc shifted, entering the head of his cock into her fiery heat. She couldn’t stop the whimper that left her lips. She needed him with a vengeance.
“Are the words coming from your lips really true, Elena? Or are you just desperate enough to beg for my dick to be inside of you?”
Dios, she should have been repulsed by the crude words, instead she was turned on, her pussy creaming at his rough sounding voice. She was not at all above begging for the feel of him inside of her. But Marc still held back, and Elena knew it was because he still didn’t trust her.
She swallowed past the dryness in her throat. “I’ll make it easy for you Marc. You already know the truth. There is no reason to keep me around. Release me now.”
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Chapter 8
Should he trust her again? He asked himself the question over and over in the span of a few seconds, though Marc instinctively knew that everything she had just confessed to him was true.
The battle between fucking her and trusting her fought fiercely within him. Her naked mound glistened with perfumed arousal making his mouth water for the taste of her as his dick hardened like steel. He needed to have her again. Even if it’s just this one time, he needed to feel her tight pussy clasped around him.
Marc let the beast inside of him win the fight, and pushed his entire length into her. She screamed, her cunt gripping him like a tight wet fist, enclosing his shaft into a fiery inferno.
“You will never leave me again,” he growled. “Never, amor. We will fight him together,” he emphasized.
Marc bent, forcing his tongue past her lips, taking her in a kiss that reeked of dominant male. Elena softened beneath him submissively, opening up her mouth wider to receive the kiss he wanted her to have. She tasted like hot cinnamon with a hint of spice, and Marc licked every corner of her mouth, enjoying the taste of her.
The primal beast in him rose, encouraging him to mark her in all ways a man marks a woman. He broke the kiss, licking at the skin on her neck, taking the tender piece between his lips and sucking hard. It was a barbarian act, but Marc didn’t care. He would see the dark tinged mark tomorrow, and be satisfied that in some small way she would be reminded of him, even if temporarily.
The juices of her cunt flowed heavily, soaking his shaft. Marc relished the wet sucking noises her pussy made on his shaft as he pumped into her even quicker. He knew he wouldn’t be able to last long. Ever since he’d seen Elena again, Marc needed to do this. He was reclaiming her body, even though Marc knew she hadn’t been with anyone else.
“Fuck me harder. Please, Marc.”
Marc pumped, shafting her deeply as her tight fisted sheath rippled, suctioning his cock into a fire hotter than hell. The aroma of sex hung heavy in the air as sweat poured from his skin. He dug his fingers into her thighs, savoring each and every thrust.
Her body tensed against the bonds as she arched herself off of the bed. Elena screamed his name as she came all over his shaft, her juices pouring down to the sheets of the bed.
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He didn’t think she could have held him in any tighter, but the silken cunt held him as her orgasm triggered his own. Marc roared her name as he slammed into her one more time, holding himself against her as his seed was ripped from his cock. He felt every pull from her as if she too was devouring and savoring this time between them.
He wouldn’t regret it not now, and he wasn’t going to let her go. But could he learn to trust her again?
*****
Elena closed her eyes as he pulled his cock out of her pussy. She could feel their mixed cum, dripping from between her legs as the ripple of desire ran through her. That’s how it had always been when they were together.
There were things they needed to talk about if this was going to work between them. She whimpered at the soreness between her legs as he pressed a cool cloth there and wiped her, distracting her from her thoughts.
Marc bent, untying the bonds that held her ankles and then leaned over to do the same for her wrists. She was shocked that he would release her so soon. Elena moaned, forgetting all about her surprise release as he took some sort of heated oil and rubbed it into her wrists.
“Marc, there are things we need to discuss now that we’ve…” Elena blushed as she looked at the ceiling instead of his eyes.
“Now that we’ve fucked, querida?” he asked, amused by the reddish tinge on her cheeks.
Her gaze collided with his. The urge to run her fingers through his hair, slowly traveling down his body was strong. Elena knew this wasn’t the last time they would be together and she was going to ensure next time her hands were free to do as she wished.
“I’m going to take a quick shower. Give me five minutes and we can have that chat.”
“Meet me downstairs,” he replied. “I’ll make us something to eat.”
Elena nodded, (add and or a semi colon) then rose from the bed, slightly embarrassed with the way Marc’s eyes seem to devour her with every step. She reached the massive bathroom and shut door, grateful for the slight reprieve he’d given her.
She reached over turning on the shower. She adjusted the sprays then stepped in, grabbing the soap at the same time.
Elena knew they needed to come up with a plan and quickly. Victor probably already knew where they were and if he didn’t it was only a matter of time before he got that information. Nothing short of death
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would stop an insane man from retaliation and Elena knew that she and Marc would be his target.
Dios how she wished they could both run away and disappear off the face of the earth, but Elena knew Marc wouldn’t agree to that. He wasn’t that type of man. He preferred facing things head on and she would have to agree that would be the way to handle slime like Victor.
She soaped up her body then stood under the hot water, letting the heat seep into her bones. She would truly enjoy spending a day in bed with Marc, reigniting the magic that was uniquely theirs. They had so much to make up for.
Elena turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and stepped out of the tub as she dried herself. Running a hair brush through her hair quickly, she sauntered into the bedroom and opened up one of his drawers.
The top one didn’t hold anything surprising. A revolver along with a mini-AK 47 sat in its velvet case, just waiting for its master to use it. Another woman would have probably run screaming at the sight. Elena knew it was normal for Marc to have things like that. Not just because he was a police officer, but because to have a man like him protect you, he would do anything in his power to ensure no harm would fall.
She should have trusted him from the beginning. If she did, they would have been together all along. No one could fight fate though. If it wasn’t meant to be until later on, then it was up to the higher powers that be, but Elena couldn’t help but feel bitter at the lonely years lost between them.
She opened up the second drawer, retrieving what she need. Elena pulled the black t-shirt on, letting it fall up to her knees. Not exactly a perfect fit, but it would have to make do until she found her suitcase.
Stepping out into the hallway, Elena followed the aroma down the stairs and entered the kitchen, slipping onto one of the table chairs.
Marc faced the stove, giving her a perfect view of his delicious backside. He had retied his hair and thrown on the sweat pants, but his chest and feet were still bare. She craved a taste of him, needing to remember what his body tasted like.
“Is a western omelet okay for now?”
“How did you know I was here?” she asked, perfectly aware that without any shoes on, he couldn’t have heard her.
“The scent of lilacs in the air,” he replied as he walked over to her and set her plate in front of her with two coffee cups.
“Thank you. This looks wonderful.”
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“You’re more then welcome.” Marc walked back and grabbed the coffee pot along with a plate for himself. “Eat up. We have a lot to discuss after our meal.”
A comfortable silence reigned on for the next few minutes while they both ate their breakfast. Elena pushed her plate away, sipping the coffee Marc had made. The hot brew slid down easily.
Elena stared at Marc, suddenly nervous at the dark look he was giving her. Though she was anxious, they had a lot to resolve and it all began with her opening up.
*****
“Have you found where they’re at?” Victor asked as he poured himself a brandy.
“I have all the information you need, boss.”
“Get to the point, Frankie,” Victor stated annoyingly. Perhaps it was time to find new help. Frankie was becoming annoying with his damn stall tactics. Victor was an expert when it came to the affects of drugs, and he instantly knew Frankie had a hit of cocaine prior to coming here.
“Oh, yeah boss. He’s taken her to a place upstate. Six twenty-two Riverside Drive in Bear Mountain. It’s the only other home he owns besides the apartment I tried to break into,” Frankie replied, while shifting from foot to foot.
It was definitely time to get new help. Perhaps he would get rid of Frankie tomorrow.
“We head in tomorrow at dawn.”
“I’ll be here early, boss.”
“You do that and, Frankie…if you dare come before me doped up ever again, I’ll put a bullet in your fucking brain. Are we clear?”
Frankie paled as white as a ghost. “Yes, sir. It’s clear.”
“Get out,” Victor sneered. He took a sip of the brandy as he watched the sniffling slob depart quickly. Fuck! He had thought Frankie was a good boy. Why he chose to sniff the very product they sold was beyond him. Yep, it looked like he would be getting new help, right after he took care of his precious daughter and that fucking cop.
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Chapter 9
“What’s next?” Elena asked, trying to hide the fact that she was trembling. What if he had only intended this to be a one time thing only? She had no right to fight for him, not after the way she had messed things up.
“Many things, but let’s concentrate on what’s next for us.”
Elena closed her eyes, willing herself to hear what he would say next while silently praying that he wouldn’t tear her apart with words.
“You have been through a lot, Elena. I believe you when you say the breakup was to protect me. But I emphasize that you should have come to me with this, querida.”
“I was so focused on protecting you. I just wanted to keep you alive and well,” she replied, the emotions making her voice quiver. The tears spilled from her eyes as her body shook with emotion.
“It was not a burden to be placed on your shoulders alone. We could have gotten through it together. There wouldn’t have been a time where I would have allowed anything to happen to you, amor,” Marc replied as he pushed his chair slightly back, widening the opening between the table and himself and took her hands in his.
Marc sat across from her, his face so stoic. The darkening of his eyes and the way he tightly held on to her were the only way she could tell he was just as affected as she. Elena swallowed, trying to control the urge to hiccup. It was difficult, because all she wanted to do was keep crying, but she forced herself to ask the next question.
“Can we move past this? Is their hope for us?”
“Amor, fate wouldn’t have thrown us together once more, if we weren’t meant to be. Though anger was one of the main motives behind your kidnapping, protecting you was the reason for it. Destiny has already been written, my love. We will move past this together. Have faith in me and especially in us, Elena. Together is the keyword.”
“I just realized something,” Elena whispered nervously. “It’s Valentine’s Day, five years ago to the day I left you,” she murmured regretfully.
“Elena, amor, you have to learn to let go of the past, so there can be a future for the both of us.”
“I love you, Marc. I always have. When I lost my mom, I thought I was destined to be alone forever,” she sniffed. “I’m the luckiest lady alive, and I do have to learn to trust in us. I’m going to give it all I got, amor. You have proven to me that our love has bound us for eternity. Now I want to
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prove it to you,” Elena whispered as she rose from the chair and knelt before him.
*****
He meant every word he said. Marc loved her more than anything and his heart was about to burst, knowing she felt the same way. Though it had taken him long to realize it, Elena had proven time and time again through her actions that she was willing to put his life above her happiness. But Marc wanted that trust between them, needed that fragile line sealed so she could realized he would do anything to protect her just as she would to him.
Marc gaped at Elena, as she bent in front of him and released his cock from his sweats, dragging the pants down and off his legs. Dios, he envisioned her doing this very thing so many times in his head. He was in awe, wrapped in a sensual web of desire as he stared at her ruby red lips. Marc snapped out of his fantasy as she lifted her shirt, quickly stripping it from her body.
“Elena, amor you do not have to do this. The words were enough,” he growled as he silently hoped she would continue. This was one of his hottest fantasies come to life.
Elena smirked as if she had read his mind and bent swiping her tongue over the mushroom shaped head of his shaft. Fiery wet lashes consumed him as Elena continued her tender assault, licking his dick as if it was a lollipop.
She reached down and cradled his balls. Marc groaned as he felt the heat of her palm massaging the twin sacs and nearly shouted when she finally took his shaft into her mouth. Heaven never felt so good. Hot wet sensations whipped through him, consuming him as she continued to swallow his length, gripping him in the web of an ecstasy so good, Marc knew he wasn’t going to last.
Marc reached down clasping his hands tightly in her hair, holding her to him. He let her control the movements, thoroughly content at her taking charge. His head fell back as his fingers tightened even more.
“Amor, you do that so fucking good. Relax your throat and take it deeper, Elena,” Marc growled as he felt every fire hot wet lick. Elena mumbled something around his cock and Marc nearly came then as the vibrations traveled throughout him.
Elena hummed while she sucked on his shaft. Marc couldn’t fight the urge to come any longer when he felt the back of her throat. Starting at the base of his spine, the orgasm shot through him as he shouted Elena’s name and felt every drop of seed spill down her throat.
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*****
The fingers holding her hair tightened and Elena moaned at the feel of pleasure with pain coursing through her. Elena swallowed his cum, enjoying the taste of his unique essence. She released his shaft from her mouth, taking the time to lick him clean.
She sat back and stared at him, happily pleased to have broken his control too. Marc bent and grabbed her arms, hauling her against his naked body as he plunged his tongue into her mouth. She whimpered as she felt his shaft pulsing against her stomach.
Elena felt his arm tighten around her waist, while he continued to love her with his mouth. A crashing sound had her jumping and pulling away from him, but Marc didn’t give her any chance to find out what the noise was. He picked her up and placed her on the dining room table. She immediately knew that he had pushed the dishes onto the floor.
He placed his hands on her inner thighs, pushing her legs apart. She whimpered at the feral look in his gaze and early screamed when he dove in, immediately sucking her pussy like a man starved with hunger.
“Dios please, Marc,” she begged as her fingers borrowed into his hair and her hips arched closer to his mouth. A kaleidoscope of sensations assaulted her as she felt his tongue around her clit and pull hard, sucking on the tiny bundle of nerves. She came just that quick, screaming out his name. Elena stared dazedly into his eyes as he licked his lips and positioned the head of his shaft at the opening to her cunt.
“I love you, Elena. Por siempre, amor,” he whispered, then plunged into her pussy with a force that stole her breath her away.
Her pussy instinctively tightened on the shaft plunging into her as Elena spilled the words beating at her heart. “I love you, Marc. Forever and always.”
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Chapter 10
Marc flipped the cell phone close as he jumped out of bed and grabbed his jeans, hauling them on quickly. Santana was a company man, but had lookouts throughout New York City. His cousin had eyes and ears on the streets, men willing to give information for the right amount of cash. Santana had just notified him that his location was blown. Marc knew it could only mean one thing. It had only been a matter of time and Marc knew that Victor had found him.
He walked to the dresser, pulling out his gun. He grabbed his t-shirt and the key to his bedroom. Quickly pulling the shirt over his head, Marc put his boots on in seconds and unlocked the safety from his gun, placing it on the waist of his jeans and the key into his pocket.
They had both spent the previous day and night making love in various places and positions. Marc sat on the edge of the bed and stared at Elena. She was still sound asleep, soft and naked under the sheets. Each time he exploded into her body, Marc had fallen in love with her just a little more. They had deserved so much better than the years they had spent apart, but he wasn’t going to dwell on the past anymore. From now on, they would face everything head on.
He rose from the bed and went to make the necessary preparations. Marc took the key from his pocket and silently locked the door behind him. Though he knew she would probably be mad for this, Marc wasn’t going taking any chances with her life.
***** Elena pretended to sleep until she heard the door close, then the lock clicked into place. A passing emotion of anger pounded in her blood as the conversation between Marc and Santana replayed itself in her brain. Elena had known Victor would find them. She also knew that facing him was better than living a life on the run, though she had entertained that idea once or twice. But she had thought that they would have faced him together.
Elena knew Marc had locked the door for her protection. She wouldn’t stay angry at him for long. Just as she would do anything to protect him, Elena couldn’t blame him for doing the same for her.
She rose from the bed and reached for her bag, quickly dressing in jeans and a t-shirt. Elena walked over to Marc’s dresser and retrieved one of the guns. She placed the firearm in the back of her jeans and walked over to the window.
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Elena opened the window, the cold bitter February air hit her immediately as she climbed out onto the ledge.
There was more than a sure guarantee Marc was going to be pissed at her about this, but she refused to wait in the room, worried while the man she loved faced the demon who had tormented her for most of her life.
She climbed down the leader pipe carefully, grateful that the pipe was attached to the house secure enough to hold her weight. She made it to the ground in seconds, and walked over to the front of the house, intending to face the monster who threatened her happiness.
*****
Marc walked down the stairs silently. He knew Elena was going to be furious with being locked in his bedroom, but he intended she no longer suffer. He couldn’t change the past, but he sure as hell could remove the evil messing with their future.
He reached his desk and started dialing Jonah’s number. He wanted to kill Victor with his bare hands, but he had to play this smart.
Marc cursed, feeling the cold steel press against his neck as the trigger tightened.
“Put down the phone now!”
Marc eased the phone back down on its cradle.
“Put your hands up,” drawled the man behind him. Marc raised his arms, his body tensed with the need to jump the bastard behind him.
“Turn around!”
He turned slowly, coming face to face with the devil himself. Victor was a man in his fifties. Dressed immaculately, he stood before Marc with an evil smirk across his face.
“It’s a pleasure to finally meet the man who would have been my future son in-law.” Victor laughed as he aimed the gun to Marc’s chest.
“I won’t waste my breath on that statement. What the fuck is it you want?” Marc growled viscously.
“What I want is to know how did it feel to fuck my daughter?”
Marc fisted his hands as he struggled with the need to jump the animal and choke his life away. Losing his temper right now wouldn’t do him any good.
“You are not going to get away with this,” Marc whispered deadly.
“I already have,” Victor replied as Marc heard the first sounds of footsteps descending on the stairs.
“Tell me one thing. Did you kill Elena’s mother?”
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“That stupid bitch wanted to fucking leave me. No one leaves me and that includes Elena!” Victor shouted, spittle flying out of his mouth.
A crashing sound coming from upstairs had Marc tensing even further, ready to jump Victor and take him down. But Victor’s gaze never wavered from his. Marc’s heart pounded furiously as he prayed that it wasn’t Elena on her way down.
“Boss, she isn’t up here,” said a voice from upstairs.
Marc hoped that Elena heard the commotion and found a safe place to hide. But knowing how valiant she was against Victor, Marc knew that she was probably plotting to take him down.
“Get the fuck down here, Frankie,” Victor yelled.
Marc glanced toward the man walking into the living room. He looked like a sleazy punk covered up in a fancy suit. Two against one, the odds weren’t fair. He needed a diversion in order to take both of them down. His arm itched to pull up his t-shirt and grab his gun.
Frankie was stupid enough to come down unarmed, which would work to his advantage. Just as Marc made up his mind to go for Victor, a shot rang out in the house, giving Marc the advantage he needed. In the blinding second before made his move, Marc saw the blood staining Frankie’s shirt.
Marc lunged for Victor, gripping the arm that held the gun and placing his other hand around Victor’s neck, choking the air out of him. He pushed Victor against the wall, banging his hand against it until the gun fell onto the floor. A loud clang echoed, but the firearm didn’t discharge.
“Pendejo, te voy a matar,” Victor screamed. Asshole, I will kill you.
With a fury born of revenge for the pain he put Elena through, Marc disregarded the law he once took an oath upon and maneuvered Victor, twisting his body until Marc held Victor’s back to his front. He gripped his head, sideways and before the final twist that would take his life, Marc whispered into his ear, “This is for the pain you have caused my wife.”
*****
Now she knew what it felt like to be in shock, as Elena felt her body shake, the cold taking over all of her senses. She had pulled the trigger, aiming for Frankie because she couldn’t kill Victor, the man she really wanted to shoot in the heart.
She had heard everything. Her mother’s death had been by his hands. That had been enough for her to pull the trigger, but she couldn’t get a clear shot.
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The sickening crunch of Victor’s neck being snapped had Elena struggling with the need to vomit. She tried to breathe deeply, her stomach roiling violently but her body refused to cooperate.
All of her senses concentrated on the smell of death and blood. Elena heard the gun dropped as the edges of darkness began to close in. She caught a glimpse of Marc breathing deeply, staring at her with concern on his face. She tried to form a reply, to let him know she was okay but her body couldn’t fight the drowsy faint as she finally collapsed in the arms of her lover.
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Chapter 11
It had been a week since Victor’s death and she was still having nightmares over the terror he had caused. All he could do was hold her, and wait until the night time terrors eased. It was the only time Marc felt helpless, but he knew they were strong enough to survive anything together. The love they had for each other had withstood every test thrown their way, and Marc was determined to protect her from any more harm.
Though Marc’s home was located in another state, Jonah had done everything necessary to help expedite the legal formalities when it came to Victor and Frankie’s death. They had both given the police their statements. With everyone knowing who Victor Lang was and the fact that Marc was a police detective, there were no charges brought against them by the district attorney.
Marc shrugged. It was a long time in coming. Victor deserved what he got. An evil soul like him didn’t deserve to exist. He was shocked to have discovered that it was Elena who had pulled the trigger; killing Frankie immediately and giving Marc the distraction he needed to get to Victor.
Elena had been through so much, which was why Marc had sold his home in Bear Mountain. They needed a place where bad memories didn’t exist for them. They were both staying at his Manhattan apartment temporarily, until they had the time to pick out a home together. It didn’t matter to him where they lived.
For now, they were soaking up the rays in Miami. A week vacation was what both of them had needed to forget the viciousness that had occurred in the past weeks.
Marc silently walked to the private balcony that held the large Jacuzzi style tub. Elena laid with her head back resting as her body soaked up the heated water. She looked peaceful, and relaxed as her body floated lightly.
He knelt, stroking her cheek. Her eyes opened sleepily, a smile crossing her lips.
“Join me,” she whispered as she sat on the steps and removed the white bikini top she wore.
Marc pushed off his lounge pants and stepped into the heated tub. He stepped between her legs and untied the strings holding the bikini bottom together, stripping her naked in seconds.
It never got tiring. His cock was always hard for her. Marc grasped her by the waist and lifted her to the top of the steps. He positioned
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himself on the bottom of the steps, just right for the mouth to pussy action he wanted.
“Lay back, querida, and enjoy,” he whispered before giving her cunt an open mouth French kiss.
*****
Elena whimpered, her hands flew to his hair holding his mouth to her pussy. Marc licked at her lips, teasing at first, before taking her clit and sucking hard. Elena screamed, her body tensing and lifting off of the staircase. Her body convulsed as her pussy creamed and spilled her juices into his mouth.
Marc didn’t stop, he kept on sucking and licking until she didn’t know any existence but the sexual heat he wove around her.
Elena whimpered when Marc stopped and before she could even ask why, he flipped her around. “Get on your knees,” he growled. The tone of voice was animalistic in need and sent shivers down her spine.
Elena complied quickly, wanting to give him anything and everything. He had always exercised dominance in the bedroom that intrigued her, but this new side to him turned her on even more.
She gasped, as the bottle of lotion in front of her quickly disappeared. Elena swallowed, knowing what was coming next. The ultimate act of sexual submission. Something she had always dreamed of doing with him.
She felt him grease up her hole and then plunge two fingers deep within. Elena whimpered, feeling overwhelmed by the pleasure with the bite of pain he was introducing.
“Marc,” she gasped when he began a plunging motion.
“Fuck, Elena, I’ve always dreamed about doing this. I need you, baby. I need to know every part of yours is mine as well as your heart,” he groaned as he withdrew the fingers from her ass.
“My heart has always been yours, amor,” Elena whispered as she felt the head of his cock at the entrance of her ass. “I will love you for always.”
“Forever, amor,” Marc acknowledged as he pushed against her tight hole.
Elena tightened down just as the tip of his cock slipped in.
“Loosen up, Elena. You’ll love it. Just let me in, babe. Play with your clit. It’ll make it easier,” he whispered.
Elena reached underneath and began stroking her clit. In seconds, she was even wetter for him, her cream spilling on her fingers as she savored every inch of his cock entering her ass.
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Marc pushed his shaft into the hilt of her ass and began a slow thrusting motion that had Elena whimpering with need. Elena lost any notion of time or even where she was as she continued to stroke herself while Marc pushed into her at a faster pace.
Her climax came quickly, the force of it steeling the breath from her lungs as Elena screamed his name. She tightened on his shaft and felt his throbbing cock spill of its seed deep within her.
Elena collapsed on the stairwell, completely happy to stay where she was. Marc lifted her and carried her back to the heating pool.
She opened her eyes as he held her cradled to him. The look in his gaze said it all. They were finally together and that’s how it was always meant to be.
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Epilogue Nine Months Later
“This day is long in coming,” Noah whispered to Marc as he heard the music start, for the bride’s walk down the aisle. The simple style wedding was taking place in Tavern on the Green where the reception would also be held.
“I have been waiting a long time for this,” Marc acknowledged but that was the last thing Noah heard as his body tensed in shock. The ache of the gunshot wound was still there and often bothered him when winter was starting to settle in. But the pain of being shot couldn’t compare to the hurt pounding in his heart as his past collided with the future.
His eyes narrowed at the walking vision before him. Dressed in a pale blue dress, Melinda walked down the aisle with a smile pasted on her face.
Noah’s body remained rigid as he fought the need to throw her over his shoulder and carry her out. Tense seconds flitted by as she tilted her head and her icy blue gaze flew scanned the room.
Noah waited. Her eyes going to Marc first, before settling on him. Her stride became tense as her mouth fell open and her eyes collided with his. Noah fisted his hand, withholding the need to go to her.
The frightened look in her eyes gave him some sort of satisfaction. The viperous bitch should be scared. The criminals he worked with didn’t compare to the conniving witch who had clawed his heart out.
The world did have a way of revolving he realized as she reached the end of her walk and forced herself to look away from him.
The wedding wasn’t going to last long at all and then Melinda would begin to know what true suffering really meant.
