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Chapter 1


 


Ava


 


His movements stopped and a sad smile covered his face
causing my heart to sadden with his expression. “Mason?”


His eyes held me, the deep hazel hue securing my soul
beneath him as his throat bobbed and his palm rested against my cheek softly,
“So beautiful. Always.”


His suffering wrapped around me and squeezed deep,
triggering paralysis in my lungs and trapping the little oxygen I had left in
there, “Talk to me, baby.”


He sighed but remained quiet as his eyes absorbed me and
fed his turmoil. His forehead came to rest against mine as his soft wisps of
warm breath stroked my face, “Why do you love me, Ava?”


I frowned at him and reached up to cup his face, “You
really don’t know by now?”


He shrugged and twitched his lips slightly, “Humour me.”


“Well, I can’t do this with your cock still buried deep
inside me, it’s really distracting.”


His smile widened before he placed a soft kiss on my nose
and rolled over, lying beside me but turned to his side and awaited my words,
something he obviously needed right now. “Please,” he urged. “I just need to
hear it.”


His pain was suffocating and I knew, I knew what was
wrong but held back my distress hoping my intuition was wrong, needing it to
once be wrong. I couldn’t go there again. I refused to go there again yet I saw
it, deep inside him. His need for it was strong and overwhelming confirming my
suspicions and aching my soul. “Mason, please tell me you didn’t?”


I didn’t need him to answer, his expression and the way
his muscles tightened told me. Anger surged through me, the disappointment
along with disbelief burning a whole straight through my heart. “Why? Why?” 


His hand shot out and grabbed hold of my wrist as I swung
for him, my fury controlling my actions and giving me a need to lash out and
release the pent up frustration, “Ava!” He dropped his hold and brought his hands
up to my arms, seizing me tightly to both snap me out of my wrath and to
restrain me. 


“How could you, how could you do that to George? Why
would you? He’s just fifteen damn it.” My disappointment with him was
overwhelming and I struggled to hold back my concern for George. “Why?” I
demanded again. 


“Don’t be naive Ava, you know why.” He stared at me with
a fierce determination but I could still see the hesitancy in him, the worry
over whether he had done the right thing.


“He is your son, he loves you!”


He scoffed, shaking his head slowly as he released my
arms and paced across the room, his hands running through his hair in agitation.
“No Ava,” he whispered sadly as he turned back to me. His expression ripped at
something deep inside me and I climbed from the bed and walked over to him.


“Yes, Mason.” I cupped his face and titled his chin
towards me, making him look at me, making him look at the truth. “You know he
does. He’s… he’s just…”


“Angry?” He finished for me with a snort, “Confused,
maybe even conflicted. I know this; you keep telling it to me but come on Ava, you
see the way he looks at me, or rather doesn’t look at me. You’re blind not to
see it.”


“No!” It was my turn to clasp him now. I wanted to shake
him, hurt him into believing what was in front of him even if he couldn’t see
it. “You are his father. He loves and respects you.”


“Of course he respects me, who in this fucking world
doesn’t but he doesn’t love me, hell the kid doesn’t even like me.”


I shook my head in exasperation. The constant battle
between my husband and my son was wearing me down; thinning me out so much that
soon I was frightened there would be nothing left to hold me together. “Well he
won’t now. What the hell are you doing?”


“What needs to be done, Ava. I won’t have my family
threatened, not any more. We don’t live like that now.”


I stared at him, my jaw hanging in disbelief, “What?” I
couldn’t hold back the bitter laughter. “No, we didn’t live like that anymore
but you have cranked it wide fucking open now. You have taken us back in time,
shoved us through that bastard door once more. Frank won’t lay down with this,
Mason. He will be vying for revenge, and Etta? What is Etta going to do now?”


My heart ached for my son’s long term girlfriend; she
would now be trapped in the middle of the warzone, her heart with both sides,
her loyalty one way and her soul the other. “George is young, Ava. It isn’t
love, not at their age.”


I rubbed my weary eyes, tiredness and anguish clawing
away and taking what inner peace I had found in the last ten years,
disintegrating it like dust around me as I slumped on the bed and buried my
face in my hands.


 


The room was silent for a while. I couldn’t look at him;
I didn’t want to even hear him breathing right now. “You have no idea what
you’ve done.”


I shook my head in pity as I lifted my eyes to him.
“Ava?”


I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced it past my
chest when it quickly turned to nausea. “Etta is pregnant.”


I watched sadly as his eyes widened and his knees
buckled. His hand shot out and he grabbed hold of the dresser. He was still
naked and if the situation wasn’t so dire I would have laughed at the way his
previous erection suddenly shrivelled and died. “You just alienated our only
chance of ever seeing our grandchild.”


I could feel his eyes on me as he watched me pull on my
robe and leave the room. I had to get away from him. Right at that moment I
hated my glorious bastard with everything inside me.







 



Chapter 2


 


Mason


 


“Fuck!”


My fist smashed into the wall, the harsh brick both
grazing my knuckles and causing some bone damage. “Fuck! Stupid, stupid boy!”


It was all a mess, a huge web of deceit, backstabbing and
supremacy, a tangle of who was the bigger and better, hungrier and worthier. Frank
couldn’t carry on; I wouldn’t let him carry on. Ava didn’t understand, but she
needed to. I had backed off and let my patience overrule me just to see where
the time would take us, but now, now there was no option but to take it
further. Events had been set in motion. It was too late now.


 


I pulled on some jeans and went in search of Ava. She
would never forgive me, however she needed to know the full story. It would
break her, her love for George would torture her but she needed to understand.


I would tackle George later, the fool. What the hell, he
was fifteen and already taking the path I had tried so hard to block and
demolish, a life I had fought for him to live to the full. Although he was my
double in image, he was Ava’s replica in spirit and temperament, his stupid
choices and constant need to see decency in people was his downfall, as had
always been Ava’s ruin.


 


“Baby!” My shout echoed around the silence of the house
and I frowned as I tipped my ear to listen for her. There was always noise
somewhere in the house; silence here was a luxury, a craving I hungered for.
Katie always had loud friends over or crazy music playing, her and George
incessantly trying to drown each other out with both their styles of music. She
was a solid rock chick, her music inching towards my preference whereas George
always had some moody stuff going on, that or his frequent thumping
instrumental jargon.


“Ava! God damn it woman.”  


I blew out a tired breath as Katie popped her head around
her bedroom door and scowled at me, “What the hell, dad?”


I stared at her, quirking an eyebrow at her tone. Her
face dropped and she lowered her eyes, “Sorry.”


I nodded at her apology. “Have you seen your mom?”


She shook her head but I caught the slight twitch in her
nose. My daughter couldn’t lie without me knowing. “Katie?”


She sighed and flicked her eyes towards her bedroom
window. I frowned and stalked past her, climbing over the mountains of clothes
spewed across her floor and growled at her when I snagged my foot in the strap
of her school bag and stumbled forward, my hands grabbing the windowsill to
halt my fall. I heard her slight chuckle but ignored her as my attention
focused outside.


“What the fuck!”


I spun round to Katie who was watching me warily. “Did
you know about this?”


She shrugged and I sighed as turmoil and anguish flooded
her face, “Sorry, sweetie. I know I shouldn’t drag you into this. Is this the
first time?”


Her stunning green eyes, the mirror images of her
mother’s flicked sideways and I groaned in distress, “Fuck!”


Katie chewed on her finger, another bloody cloned habit
of Ava’s and I reached out, plucking it from her mouth as I looked at her
softly, “Tell me how long?”


She shrugged and sighed again, “I dunno, but I’ve seen
her out there quite a few times over the last few months.”


“It’s okay, sweetheart,” I soothed as I stroked her head
softly. “I’ll sort it.”


She nodded as I turned and walked back to the door. 


“Dad.” I looked at her over my shoulder and her pretty
face covered in heartache burned within me. “George…”


“I know.”


“He…” I turned back to her, giving her my full attention
when she seemed to struggle with her words. “He hurts, dad. Go easy on him.”


“How much do you know, Katie? How much does he know?”


She pursed her lips but then straightened her shoulders,
pulling herself upright in determination as she stared at me. “He knows a lot.
He knows about Kade.”


My eyes snapped to hers. She swallowed heavily, “We both
do. We know about the drugs, the women and…”


“And what?” I urged when she paused.


“And… Dane.”


“Fuck!”


She rushed over and grabbed my hand, “Dad, it’s okay. I
know it’s all in the past. But George is kinda struggling with who you were…
what you are, and what happened.”


It got worse. “People talk, dad. You know how it is.
Georgie’s just angry, he doesn’t understand. He loves you, dad but he’s finding
it hard. More stuff gets around and it breaks him a bit more. He thinks
everything that happened to mom is your fault.”


I stared at her as my lungs started to collapse and the
pounding of my blood roared in my ears. I saw the question in her eyes, the
speculation as it crossed her face and I closed my eyes, trying to calm myself
against the familiar mist that was blurring my vision.


“Who?”


She frowned at my question, “I don’t…” she shrugged but
jolted when my fingers gripped her upper arms tightly. 


“Who told you all this?” She reared back and I groaned,
quickly releasing her from my stronghold. “Sorry. Sorry.”


She smiled and it broke my heart. The same damn smile
that my wife would always give me when I had fucked up, the identical pitying
expression that would break me a little more each time, “Dad. It’s over, it’s
in the past.”


I shook my head sadly, “It’s never over Katie, not for
your mother.”


She nodded faintly, “No, I guess not.”


Placing my hands either side of her head, I pulled her in
and kissed the crown of her head before I left the room and pulled the door
gently closed behind me. I wanted to slam the thing, rip it from its hinges and
throw it across the hallway but I swallowed it back and took a deep breath in
preparation to confront Ava.







 



Chapter 3


 


Ava


 


I slid onto the bench and closed my eyes, relishing the
small but significant relieve on my thoughts and the loosening of my muscles.


What the hell was I going to do? George would never
forgive Mason for this. He would never forgive me for telling his dad a secret
he had unshackled from his drowning spirit, the liberation of his many secrets
had hopefully freed his tortured soul from what had been suffocating and
killing him slowly.


 


I took another drag and held it in my lungs for a few
seconds as the nectar worked its way into my bloodstream and trickled its magic
into my brain, releasing me from the grip of worry and sorrow.


I felt him before I heard him and shot upright, flicking the
evidence away but I was too late. He stood before me, his arms folded as his
jaw twitched rapidly. His face was stoic and expressionless but his eyes were
deeply in contrast to that, they fired with a blaze I hadn’t witnessed for a
long time. It was very rare that my glorious bastard surfaced, but when he did
my heart always beat faster, the blood rush searing through me as my veins
struggled to accommodate the current, leaving me lightheaded and panting. My
throat trembled as he took a step closer, his bottom lip now being ravaged
under his teeth as his cold stare took me hostage.


“Don’t throw it, baby, it’s pretty obvious you need it.”


I gulped as his feet brought him closer, his chest was
heaving as his angry breaths fuelled his wrath. His lips twisted into a
sinister smirk and I shifted uncomfortably as he suddenly dropped in front of
me, his hands gripping the back of the bench either side of my head, bringing
his face directly in line with mine, “How long?”


I stared mutely at him then closed my eyes when his
probing glare became too much. “Open your eyes.” He demanded in a tone I knew
meant business.


I slowly opened them and found him an inch closer. He
cupped my chin harshly when I dropped my gaze to the floor and tilted my head
back until I was once more staring into the angry hazel orbs. “Answer me.”


“It doesn’t matter.”


He scoffed as his hold tightened further, “I beg to
differ, it matters a lot.”


I shrugged, “A while.”


He frowned at me, his eyes both sad and angry. “How could
I not have seen this?”


I didn’t answer him but I don’t think he was actually
talking to me, more just saying his thoughts out loud. He stood up and twisted
his head, looking behind him and up to the house. I followed his gaze and found
Katie watching us through her bedroom window, her face full of worry and
sadness.


Mason took hold of my hand and practically dragged me
behind him and into the summerhouse behind us. My back slammed against the wall
as his large, hard frame encompassed me and pinned me under him. “Will you talk
to me. I have no idea what is going on with you.”


“Really? You have no idea what is happening to your
family when you are the one hell bent on destroying it.”


He closed his eyes for a second before he drew in a
calming breath. “Ava, you have no idea what is going on.”


“Then tell me,” I demanded angrily. How could I
understand if I was kept in the dark time and time again?


“Frank is… Frank is trafficking girls.”


I stared at him, my eyes wide as shock slammed through
me. “What? No!” 


We had been friends with Frank and his wife for many
years. I knew he was into dodgy business and who was I to judge but I had
thought Mason was beyond that now. Yes, I admit I had been slightly scared that
Frank’s friendship would be a bad influence on Mason, dragging him back into
the darkness of criminal activity that he had once craved and relished; his
hunger for violence an addiction deep within him. 


Our closeness with Frank had brought on the development
of George and Etta’s relationship, Etta being Frank’s daughter. They had dated
since they were thirteen, nearly three years and I knew how George felt about
her. I was only recently aware that their relationship had advanced into a
sexual one. Etta was already sixteen and George had come to me a few days ago,
our closeness leading him to confide in me.


“Oh Christ, Mason.”


He lifted a brow in agreement but didn’t release me from
his lockdown, “Now you see.”


“Does Vickie know?”


He snorted, “Of course she knows. She fucking picks them
out.”


I shook my head in disbelief. Vickie was my best friend
here in Portugal and I couldn’t believe she had fooled me for so long. “So…?”


“So, like I said, I have sorted it.”


“But Mason, it’s not that simple now.”


He shook his head in exasperation, “Well now I know that.
You should have told me. He should have told me.”


“Yeah, like he could do that. You never listen to him.
You’re always demanding more from him, trying to make him into something he
isn’t.”


“What? Don’t be stupid.” He argued as his face contorted.


“He isn’t like you Mason, he doesn’t want to be that
person you want him to be.” He huffed; the ridicule I knew was within him
angering me. “Don’t you dare mock him. Just because he doesn’t want to gut and
maim people doesn’t make him less of a man.”


“What the fuck, Ava. Where the hell has this come from?”
He plucked the small tin of weed from my pocket and my eyes widened when I  realised
he had known where it was. “This,” he shook it in front of me. “This has you
paranoid.”


“Don’t fucking judge me. At least it isn’t bloody
heroin.” I snapped, my anger now biting and allowing my mouth to say things
before my brain could filter them.


His face darkened, “Don’t go there, Ava.”


“Why, frightened I am too close to the truth?”


I was baiting him, I knew this but I couldn’t seem to
stop myself. I needed his anger, sought the dominance I knew could clear my
mind from all the things currently tearing me to pieces.


His eyes scanned my face then narrowed as a cruel smirk
twisted his lips. He slammed both of my hands on the wall above my head and
ground his prominent erection into my stomach. “Is this what you’re after?
Hmmm? Do you need me?”


I narrowed my eyes on him in denial but he knew, he could
read it in me. He knew me like I knew myself. “Taunting me is dangerous, baby.”


“Who says I am taunting? Maybe for once I am just fucking
angry.”


He snorted and shook his head knowingly as he leaned into
me and rested his mouth beside my ear, “I can smell it, Ava.” He breathed in deeply
and circled the tip of his nose below my ear, causing electricity to spark in
me, my sex throbbing as my thighs twitched rapidly. 


I released a small moan, cursing silently as its
quietness echoed loudly in the soundless room. Mason’s chest heaved with the
sound and he took a step back. “Get on your knees.”


I swallowed as arousal eradicated the dark thoughts in my
head. I dropped immediately causing Mason to smile arrogantly as he pulled his
belt from the loops in his trousers. 


Oh Christ, I was burning up as he wrapped it around his
hands and continued to watch me formidably.


He dropped to his haunches before me and demanded my
gaze, “Hands behind your back.”


I did as he asked, knowing how to play the game. Both our
heavy pants were now loud, destroying the silence as he wound the belt around
my wrists and secured my arms. He grabbed my hair and yanked my head back,
whipping my eyes to his. “Tell me.”


My mouth had dried and my throat started to close in as
lust and need took over. “I need it, please.” I begged as I swiped my lips with
my tongue, desperately trying to moisten them. “Fuck my mouth.”


His pupils fired with my demand as a growl rumbled
through his throat. He regarded me for a while, his eyes dark as he
contemplated his decision to give me what I needed. He was suddenly kissing me,
his lips brutal and cruel as he punished me, his tongue forcing mine to fight
with his as his angry dominance ruled and disciplined. He groaned and pulled my
head further into him, his mouth expertly regulating our kiss as I moaned and
gave in to him. His lips were soft but hard on mine, his control furious but
his adoration as enthusiastic until he pulled back and came to stand before me.


His eyes never left mine as his fingers slid the zip of
his jeans and he released his hard thick cock into his hand. I watched eagerly
as he fisted himself and stroked his hand slowly up and down, torturing me with
his wicked self-pleasure. 


“Always so fucking greedy for my cock, my little
warrior.”


“Yes,” I panted as sweat started to dampen my brow and
chest, a small trickle easing its way between my breasts as I continued to
watch Mason masturbate.


He stood out of reach, his punishment for my behaviour as
my knees started to ache and my pussy moistened. His thumb swept across the
head of his cock, collecting the small amount of pre-cum before it dribbled
down the side of his shaft. He placed it on my bottom lip and dragged it
across, his eyes watching my face struggle with my restraint. “Taste me, taste
what you do to me.”


I trailed the tip of my tongue over his residue and
moaned as his flavour burst into my senses, the unique tang only Mason produced
driving my lust higher and my need greater. “Please, Mason.”


He tipped his head at me, “How did we go from fighting to
this?”


He seemed sad and I frowned at him, “Because this is what
we do. This is how we work.”


I watched his throat ripple but he eventually took a step
further into me until my tongue could reach the tip of him. “Not yet!” he
barked when I slid my tongue out.


His hands slid into my hair and gripped tight, pulling my
face upright to him. “Tell me why you love me, you didn’t answer me earlier.”


“Do we have to do this now?” I asked in frustration. What
was it with his need for reassurance every time his cock was out?


“Yes Ava, we have to do this now” he answered sternly and
I sighed heavily.


I knelt back on my heels and held his eyes, “I love your
strength, the way you fight for what you want with a determined resilience and
the way you become courageous and fearless where your family is concerned.”


He remained passive, watching me closely as if reading my
eyes and deciphering the truth but his grip on my hair loosened marginally. Was
he really struggling that much? 


“I love your spirit, the essence of you. Although you
deal with some… dodgy stuff you still have your morals and principles.”


He nodded, encouraging me to continue, “And?”


“And I love this…” I leant forward and kissed the crown
of his cock bringing a smile to his previous seriousness. “I love what you do
to me with it. I love the taste of it.” I grinned as I stole a lick, “I love
how it feels when you’re deep inside me. I love to watch it disappear into my
mouth or a man’s arse, I love to watch your face when I give you pleasure with
it and I love how I can torment you with it.” He chuckled and shook his head in
humour. 


“But most of all I love the way you love me.” He gulped
and his face softened. “I love how your face lights up when you see me, either
a warm soft look in your eyes or a wicked glint. I love how you accept me and
all my faults. I love how you take care of me when I want to climb into a hole
and never come out and I love how much of yourself you give to me. I watch you
Mason, I know how… restrained you are with people, how you don’t allow them to
see you but I see you, I see how utterly beautiful you are inside and
how fucking amazing your heart is.”


He dropped to his knees before me and cupped my face
softly, “I’m struggling, Ava.”


I swallowed back my pain to let him release his. “I
know,” I whispered softly.


“It’s not in me to sit back and watch something…
something evil and sordid break free. I can’t do that. I don’t want to hurt you
or George, or even Etta but I can’t see any other way. They’re just kids Ava,
some of them as young as fourteen. Think of Katie and if it was her.”


I nodded. “It’s gonna hurt him so much Mason and I’m
frightened the tiny bit of thread holding you two together won’t withstand
this, it’s frayed and burnt already and this will finally be as much as it can sustain.”


His eyes closed in distress but I shuffled my bum and
climbed onto his lap. “Make love to me,” I whispered when he opened his eyes.


He lifted me easily, swept my robe open then lowered me
onto his rigid shaft. We both groaned in unison, both our souls sighing at the
bond as pleasure coursed through my body. 


Mason’s breaths were heavy and laboured as I rocked in
his lap, rising and lowering myself on him to feed us both with much needed
bliss. “I love you, Ava.” he breathed as he released the belt from my wrists.


I reached up and slid my hands behind his neck, pulling
him to my mouth. His lips were always so soft but firm and I’m sure a piece of
me both enlivened and died at the same time. “Ava,” he whispered against my
lips. I knew he was close; his cock was firm and swollen inside me, brushing
against my walls in amazing ecstasy as I moved harder. 


“Love me, baby” he rasped as his face tightened with his
pleasure and hunger for climax. “Love me harder.”


I rode him wildly, my body was wound so tightly I was
frightened the release would kill me. He felt so good, his love and adoration
displayed on his face as his fingers sank harshly into my buttocks to help lift
and control me. 


“That’s it, Ava. Fuck me hard, take it.”


I screamed out as his teeth secured on my neck and broke
through my pain barrier, heightening my pleasure with the surge of adrenaline
and slamming my orgasm through my weary body. He followed me with a deep cry
and an unforgiving thrust of his hips, urging his cock impossibly deeper inside
me. “Fuck! Ava!”


 


We were both panting hard, our eyes fixed on each other’s
in a silent moment until Mason smirked at me, “I love it when your cum coats my
cock and drips down to my balls.”


I shrugged and smiled at him as I rested my forehead on
his, inhaling his unique scent and settling my frayed nerves. “I think right
now your cock and balls are coated in both our cum.”


He grinned at me mischievously as he swept his thumb
across my bottom lip, “Lick me clean.” His demand wasn’t up for debate; his
requests never were, so I slid off him and lowered my mouth to his softening
erection. “Spotless, baby,” he reminded me.


I heeded his command and rolled my tongue over his cock,
swiping up and around slowly, devouring and accepting him as I cleansed him and
gave him his little bit of power over me. I wasn’t complaining though, I enjoyed
this side of my husband; his authority made me feel wanted and desired, his
control made my heart beat that bit faster making me aware of just how much
this man made me come to life. 


“My cum always belongs to your mouth, Ava cos’ you belong
to me.” His large, rough hand cupped the side of my face as a finger tilted my
chin until I was looking up at him. “Mine,” he growled in dominance and I
smiled softly.


“Always yours, baby.”


He gave me firm nod as I tucked him back into his jeans
with a slight feeling of loss. He stood and held his hand out to help me up but
as I came to stand he pulled me against him and wrapped his strong arms around
me. “We’ll get through this, Ava.”


I nodded against him, my cheek brushing against the
dusting of hair on his bare chest, “We always do, Mason.”







 



Chapter 4


Mason


 


I grinned widely as the door to the upper floor at the
club opened and my ‘family’ descended into the room. I heard Ava’s
squeal over the music and from across the room as she darted through the hoard
of teenage dancers currently gyrating to some techno shit on the dance floor
and leapt at Nate, her legs instantly wrapping around his waist as he hugged
her hard. “Fuck, sweetheart” Nate laughed as he spun her round.


I was aware of Ava’s need for her best friend’s. It had
been too long since their last visit and her spirit had darkened in their
absence. If anyone could talk some sense into my wife then this was the man.


I was squeezed just as hard from both Courtney and Greg,
both of their smiles as wide as mine. “Where are they?” Courtney demanded as
her eyes scanned the room.


Her face broke into a brilliant beam as she spotted her
Godchildren across the room. The air stilled and my eardrums burst when she
slipped two fingers into her mouth and whistled at such a high pitch I’m sure Greg
and I felt blood drip down our inner ears. “Shit, Courtney, couldn’t you just
have walked up to them?” She waved me off as Katie flung herself at her and
Greg seized George, pulling him hard into an embrace.


“Look at you two,” Courtney smiled with a few tears as
she held Katie at arm’s length and studied her. “God, you make me feel old.”


“You are old, Aunt Court,” George laughed as she swiped
her hand at his shoulder then pulled him into her.


“You may be sixteen now but you aren’t too old for a
beating, boy.”


He quirked an eyebrow at her and chuckled as she scowled
at him. Why couldn’t my relationship with George be this easy and relaxed? He
hated me, couldn’t stand the sight of me but now I was beginning to understand
why. Yes, it hurt but I also understood it. 


“I’m old enough to drink beer over here so I’m old enough
to take you on,” he joked as Courtney gasped.


She snapped her eyes to mine, “He can drink alcohol in
Portugal at sixteen?”


I nodded but then narrowed my eyes on George, “Only beer
and wine, no spirits.” I warned him. He shrugged without even giving me his
attention and turned to face Etta who had come to stand by his side. He slid
his arm around her waist and pulled her to him, the look in his eye the mirror
image of how I looked at his mother. My heart clenched as I saw the replica
expression on Etta’s pretty face.


Greg shot me a questioning look but I shook my head
slightly. The rest of the group had come over to us, Nate still with his arm
around Ava as Sam hugged me and gave me slap on the back, “Mase.”


I smiled at him. I missed them, all of them and I was dismayed
Kerrie couldn’t make it but she was eight months pregnant. Her doctor as well
as the airline had advised against flying, however, my heart skipped a beat and
my throat ached when Layla tilted her head to me with an overwhelming smile on
her face. “Babe,” I whispered as I wrapped her up and held her close. She
sighed with contentment and gripped me hard. She felt it, my pain, I knew she
did, her grip hardened and she gasped. 


“You okay?” She narrowed her eyes on me but I gave her a
warning expression. She understood and nodded back with a small wink. I knew
she would tackle me when we had time to ourselves.


“Now the party can begin,” Ava beamed and her stunning
smile made my heart stutter. Her eyes hadn’t been this alive for a while. I got
that mine and George’s constant battling was dragging her down and I would give
my last breath to make her smile that way again. But now, maybe she understood
why I had done what I had done. I glanced at my watch, Frank would now be
walking the long corridors of Lisbon prison and hopefully the half dozen young
girls in the crates aboard the boat he had pulled them in on would now be on
their way back home or somewhere safe at least.


 


***


 


“You bastard!” George roared in my face before I felt the
full force of his strength on my chest and I was shoved backwards into a
melamine table holding the mass of food. “You couldn’t keep out of it, could
you? You have to fuck up everything that walks within ten inches of you.”


I let him have a punch, making sure it hit my jaw to let
him pursue a slight amount of vengeance but my hand shot out and seized his
fist when it came back for seconds. “I’ll let you have one George but no more.”


“You are scum!” He hissed as he shook his head angrily,
“You aren’t content in fucking up my mother’s life as well as mine but now you
have to ruin Etta’s. Who the hell do you think you are?”


“George!” Ava exclaimed as she came to stand in front of
me. What the fuck! I gripped her arms and moved her to the side.


“Stay out of it Ava, let him have his say.”


“Yes,” George sneered as he turned to Ava. “Stay out of
it mother, after all it was a slip of your tongue that has ruined mine and
Etta’s relationship by telling this cunt what I told you in secret.”


She gasped as hurt covered her face and her stunning
green eyes dulled when tears pooled in them. I grabbed the front of his t-shirt
and yanked him towards me, my wrath gravely on the precipice of danger. “You
ever -  EVER talk to your mother like that again I will cut out your
tongue and shove it so far up your arse you’ll be licking seats until your
eighteenth,” I warned him with a low snarl. “Apologise!”


He scoffed. He wasn’t quite so confident when I wrapped
my hand around his throat and pushed him in front of Ava. The slow trickle of
fury was rising and although I was doing my all to dampen it, I was also
relishing in its potency. It had been too long, way too long.


“APOLOGISE, NOW!” I roared as my body began to tremble.


We had gathered an audience now, all of their eyes
expectantly on George awaiting his apology. I groaned as I saw Katie watching
from the edge of the room, a guy trying to wrap his lips around her throat not
even aware that she was paying him no attention. “BLAKE!” I roared. The stupid
fucking cocksucking scrote snapped upright and turned to me, his face and neck
blushing fiercely. “Get your filthy paws off my daughter!”


He nodded and scurried away as I turned my attention back
to George after I heard him heed my wishes and say sorry to his mother. “Get
out and when you’ve calmed down, come back and we’ll talk about this properly.”


He glared at me angrily, his solid chest even at his age,
rising and lowering harshly, his own unique fury taking him places I had never
wanted him to see. “Fuck you!” he spat as he yanked out of my hold and stormed
from the room.


I turned to Ava. Her face was so dark and painful my
stomach revolted and I had to hold back the vomit as it coiled in my gut.
“Baby,” I groaned as I reached for her.


She closed her eyes, her determination to hold back her
tears both enraged me and crucified me. She rolled her lips then opened her
eyes slowly. I gasped at the emptiness and ache that took me hostage under her.
“Ava?”


She shook her head sadly, “I’m so tired, Mason.” She then
turned and walked from the room, the heavy double doors swinging loudly shut
behind her.


Fuck – my – fucking – life!


Here we go again.







 



Chapter 5


Ava


 


The road blurred under the vision of my many tears. I
knew where all this was heading, I could see it happening like an action movie
on the big screen, or when you watch one of those stupid horrors where the
female dipshit heads into the abandoned house. Well, that was like my life at
the moment and I longed to find the remote and press pause, or maybe even
rewind, anything to give my family another chance at happiness or even
normality.


 


I gasped and swerved to miss the dart of a rabbit as it
sprinted across the dark lane in front of me, its reflective eyes stunning me
as they redirected the glare from my headlights. My eyes shot to the rear-view
mirror to check I had actually managed to miss it as I carried on. To my relief
it blinked back at me from the edge of the road, another cars headlights behind
me giving the rabbit enough brightness to relay its thanks to me.


I blew out a breath and turned the music louder, the
heavy thrum of Edisun filling the small interior of my car and the
lights of the following car slightly blinding me through the mirror. 


My attention wouldn’t shift from Etta. What the hell was
she going to do now? She was close to Frank, less so with her mother, and with
a baby on the way she would now struggle. She had to know I would be there for
her, but I doubted that would be of much comfort to her right now. Her father
was facing life in prison, her child’s grandfather now just a number in a large
foreboding building, and I was positive that would be a difficult thing to
share with a child.


 


I glanced at the car through the wing mirror this time as
it approached to a miniscule distance behind me. “Back off, mate” I said to
myself but frowned when it inched closer and closer, virtually riding on my
bumper. Something didn’t feel right; it was way too close to me on these tight
winding roads, a sheer drop on one side of the lane and a large incline into a
mass of forest to the other. Nobody was stupid enough to drive like that around
here.


My heart sped up and I jolted when his front bumper met
my rear, the nudge driving a small squeal from me. “Shit!”


I hit the Bluetooth on the dash, “Dial Mason.”


Ringing filled the confined space now instead of music as
I tried to negotiate more twists in the road whilst keeping my pursuer at bay
but he was more skilled than me. I yelped when he hit me again and the car
veered towards the worst of the two evils on either side of the road.


“Ava.” Mason’s soft voice from the speaker soothed my
nerves slightly.


“Mason, I have a tail.”


He was silent for a moment and I pictured him closing his
eyes and swallowing his fear back. “Where are you?” He demanded as his natural disciplined
instincts kicked in.


“The dirt track behind Bennett’s,” I answered quickly as
I jammed my foot harder on the accelerator and tried to outrun my shadow.


“What the fuck are you doing there?”


“Well I was planning on visiting Bennett,” I answered
with sarcasm as I grit my teeth and skidded around another bend. I was now
thinking my idea to visit my friend had been a bad idea.


I could hear Mason’s fury through the speakers, his wrath
literally crackling the energy in the limited space around me. “I told you that
you weren’t to visit him anymore.” He paused and if I wasn’t in such need for
vision right then I would have closed my eyes in dismay, “Are you fucking him,
Ava?”


I sighed heavily as I risked a quick glance in the
mirror. The car was still riding my arse and I bit my lips harshly. There was
nowhere around here that would help me rid him, and I swiftly scanned the area
around me; nothing but trees on one side and… nothing at all on the other,
“Mason, now is not really the time to discuss this but no, I’m not fucking
Bennett.”


I screamed as I struggled to keep hold of the steering wheel
when the front grill of my predator fixed itself to the back of my car and
started to steer me towards the deep ravine.


“Ava!” Mason shouted, “Ava!”


“I…” I grabbed at the wheel and desperately fought to
pull it the other way, the sweat coating my hands making it impossible. My
strength was no match for the sheer power of a SUV. “Baby,” I whispered as I
closed my eyes and refused to watch myself disappear over the edge of the
cliff, the end of my life closer with every inch of my descent. A choked sob
clawed its way up my throat when I felt the entire car shift and surge. “I love
you, Mason.” The four little words my last.


I felt the single tear cascade over my cheek as my mind
gave me solace in my final moments, its reprieve filling me with beautiful
images of my family before I felt the almighty quake and everything ceased to
exist. 







 



Chapter 6


Mason


 


For a sports car, it didn’t move nearly as fast as the
salesman had assured me it would. The 120Mph displayed on the speedometer
seemed to be taunting me and calling its analysis of how quick the wheels were
turning a liar.


“Damn it, come on!” I barked as the palm of my hand hit
the steering wheel for the twelfth time throughout the crazy long journey. What
usually took around twenty minutes appeared to be taking four times as long.


Sam chewed rapidly on his lower lip beside me as Greg and
Nate sat in the rear, silent and pensive. I swallowed back the bile as Ava’s panicked
and disturbed scream filled my head once more, torturing my soul with the
clarity of the memory and almost convincing me I was hearing it all over again.
It was our fourteenth wedding anniversary next week and I was determined I
would be spending it with my wife.


 


My eyes scanned the area around me, looking for what my
soul didn’t want me to see. I was almost tempted to turn the car around and go
back just so I didn’t have to physically see the sight of Ava battered and…
dead.


 


“There!” Sam shouted from beside me, breaking me from the
dark visions tormenting me. He pointed to the side of the road and down towards
the forest on the right hand side.


“Ahh shit… Noooo!” Nate choked from behind me as we all
turned in the direction of Sam’s finger.


I refused to see the twisted wreck of Ava’s car, the
mashed bonnet crumpled and smoking against the thick trunk of a tree as the
headlights still flickered and lit the area around it. All I allowed myself to
think was that she hadn’t gone over the cliff on the other side. She had a
greater chance of surviving this way, the impact against the tree healthier
than a few thousand foot drop towards angry rocks and an angrier ocean.


 


I didn’t even bother with the handbrake as I screeched to
a halt above the steep incline and fell from the car in my desperation to get
to her. I could hear the guy’s shouting behind me but they wouldn’t stop me,
Satan himself wouldn’t stop me from getting to her.


My feet skidded and slid on the muddy grass as I tore
down the slope, my calves screaming as my muscles tensed and tore against the
sharp angle of the incline. I must have fallen three or four times but my
resolve and fortitude picked me up time and time again, my fear pumping the
blood through my veins at an astonishing rate as my heart tried to keep up.


The final stretch to the car seemed to drag me back, my
dread slowing me but the need to save her pushing me on. The saying one step
forward, two steps back filtered through my head somewhere and angered me. If
the roles were reversed, Ava wouldn’t let any amount of fear hold her back and
I dug my heels into the ground and surged forward, dropping to my knees and
sinking into a deep muddy area beside the driver’s side of the car as I yanked
at the door.


 


Everything slammed to a halt. My vision blurred as my
brain disputed what my eyes were relaying to it. My heart was frantic as the
chill in my veins cooled my blood and sent a deep shiver through my body. My head
shook as I turned around and scanned the area. “What? No. What?”


I pushed upright as Nate came hurtling towards me, his
feet sinking into the mud and trebling his strenuous efforts.


“She’s…” I stuttered. He frowned at me before his face
contorted into a mask of so much pain I had to reach out to him. “No, Nate.
She’s not here, she’s not there. I…” My head whipped from side to side as I
tried to focus against the dark of the night and communicate with Ava’s best
friend.


“Wh…What?” Nate managed before he pushed me out of the
way and looked into the car himself, wanting to verify my statement. He gagged
then turned and wretched into the mud, the sound way too vulgar in the quiet of
the night as his fear was overcome with relief.


Sam and Greg reached us and both frowned when they peered
into the car. “What the hell? Where is she?” Sam snapped as he spun in a circle
to examine the vicinity.


“I… I don’t… know” I whispered as another dread took
over.


I scrambled around the rear of the car and crouched down.
Scratches, dents and indentations decorated the bumper and my eyes narrowed on
the mess. I worked my way back around to the driver’s side, my shoes sticking
and squelching in the mud. I cursed at the stuff but then shook my head as I
realised the thick substance had probably saved Ava’s life, slowing the speed
of her descent when the wheels would have struggled to turn as easily in it.


I leaned into the car and ripped the airbag out of the
way, forbidding my eyes to look at the blood on it. Ava’s bag and phone were in
the passenger footwell, the contents thrown across the floor but it was the
sight of something else that created my wrath, the deep rooted fury that was
always simmering beneath the surface of my skin exploded into a roar of despair
as I reached out and touched my fingers to the bullet hole in the passenger
door.







 



Chapter 7


Ava


 


My right eye wouldn’t open, I could feel blood trickling
down the side of my face from a taut spot on my temple and my body ached in a
way it never had before. I could feel the blood congealing against my thigh
from where the bullet had torn through the fleshy side of it, ripping an open
wound near to my hipbone. All down my left side, even my hair, was thick and
brittle with dried mud and my toes smarted from the exertion of trying to place
them properly on the floor to relieve the pressure in my arms. 


I opened my left eye, but it was pointless, the room was
too dark to see anything beyond the two inches directly in front of my face.


I had already concluded I had been taken from the
wreckage by someone, the gunshot and pain from the bullet as I tried to escape
the car verified that much but the way my hands were clamped above my head in a
chain similar to the one that had tortured me many years ago also confirmed it.


I shook and rattled them again, the soreness in my upper
arms as they held all my weight was getting worse and I knew within the hour I
would be hung limply with no more strength to hold myself up. I wasn’t sure how
long I had been here, but by the way my stomach rumbled with hunger and my
bladder groaned in protest to its fullness, it had been a while. 


 


I took a deep steadying breath and tried to figure out
the layout of the room without seeing anything. I coughed loudly, then whistled
low and turned my head with each tone. I figured the space around me was maybe ten
foot square. The cold and damp had to mean it was below ground or maybe a
garage. I scoffed to myself; my luck didn’t stretch to a garage, the easier of
my two conclusions for me to escape from. From the lack of any light in the
room, there were no windows either and this bothered me. I knew from Mason’s
training, there would be a single door in and out of my prison, therefore
hindering my chances of fleeing.


I jumped as much as I could, lifting my knees high to
give me better bounce and tested the sturdiness of my restraints. It gave the
slightest of groans but enough to bring a small smile across my lips and an
extra surge of energy with my next jerk of the chain.


 


I stilled immediately as a door opened and light blinded
me for a few brief seconds. When my vision focussed I wished I had been left
blind. The cruel cold smirk across Vickie’s face iced each separate cell in my
veins and if it wasn’t for Dane’s training on my bladder, I knew I would have
wet myself.


Never show fear, Ava. Even when you are facing death,
never divulge your weaknesses to your opponent.


Mason’s voice filled my head and I returned Vickie’s
cruel smile, “How lovely of you to call in Vic, did you bring biscuits for our
coffee?”


I’ll admit I wasn’t expecting the spit that hit my face;
luckily I’d managed to shut my remaining good eye before her toxic saliva burnt
it to the back of my skull.


“You fucking bitch. You deserve to pay, you and
Mason for what you’ve done. And what better way to hurt Mason than by hurting
you.”


I didn’t reply, not wanting to antagonise her further but
I kept my eye on her and my senses sharp. There was nothing I could do to stop
the launch of her fist into the side of my face and I bit my lower lip as my
cheekbone splintered and sent a shockwave of piercing agony through my face as
my body pivoted with the swing of the chain. She took my breath next as her
foot met my right lung and snapped a rib, causing a high-pitched wheeze to
erupt from my mouth. My body cracked against the stone wall behind me and I
groaned as my back exploded in fits of excruciating pain.


I was now struggling to control my bladder but I forced
myself to hold on, I would rather suffer her painful beating than be humiliated
and piss myself in front of her and her lackeys. 


She continued her assault for another fifteen minutes
until my body could take no more and shut down, but not before the horror of my
bladder taking offence at my pride and releasing its contents down my leg and
onto the floor below me.







 



Chapter 8


Mason


 


The bedroom door gave way quite easily under my weight
but I refrained from stepping inside, turning my back and giving a small slice
of dignity to the couple scrambling to pull on some clothes. 


My brain registered the scoff before Sam stepped up
beside me and pushed me aside to grab hold of the fist that was taking
direction at my head. I still lingered in the hallway as Sam shook his head
beside me and sighed heavily.


“You never cease to amaze me.” George hissed with disgust
and a tinge of sadness.


“I’m sorry George, but I need to do this.”


“Do what?” He barked as he sidled up beside me, his
fingers working feverishly at the buttons on his jeans. “Embarrass me? Scare
Etta half to death?”


I sighed and chose to ignore him as I turned to Etta, her
body now covered with a robe. “Where is she?”


She frowned and stared at me, her eyes flicking very
faintly to the side of my head giving me all I needed to know. “Lay!” I shouted
as I turned back to Sam, “Get him out of here.”


He closed his eyes briefly but gave me a simple nod
before he turned and took George’s arm, “Come on, son. Let’s give them a
moment.”


George struggled, bucking Sam off with a harsh shake
before turning back into the room and taking a stance in front of Etta. “You touch
her and you’ll regret it!”


The overwhelming pain was clawing at my insides. What I
was about to do would finish mine and George’s relationship completely but I
needed to do this. I would suffer the consequences for a very long time, I knew
I would, but my wife and George’s mother needed me, she would never cope with
captivity again, not after Dane. I needed to get to her before her mind
replayed the previous torture and finally shut down.


I looked at him, taking in his handsome features for
probably the last time, the mirror image of my eyes glaring at me with a
hostility I had only ever witnessed in the mirror, “Your mom is missing.” 


I watched his throat bob harshly as a white sheen covered
his eyes, his jaw twitched agitatedly and his fists clenched, the white of his
knuckles taunting me as I observed my son turn into his father – into me.


My feet edged apart and my muscles tightened in
readiness, my lungs thickened helping me to deal with the rapid intake of
oxygen as I felt each bone in my body strengthen and stabilise in preparation
for the oncoming fight.


 


He flew for me before anyone had chance to react but I
remained upright and lifted my hand to Sam and Greg as they moved in. Their
eyes questioned me but I hardened my stance further and took the beating. He
was relentless, resolute in his fury to hurt me, to make me pay finally, for
the ruin of his mother. He rained fist after fist on me as he screamed and
howled but I closed my eyes and accepted it, let him gain the fuel he would
need for the approaching storm. Eventually his fingers started to claw at me
instead of hit and his body stooped in towards me as his devastation rose over
the hatred and he fell into me. 


I hesitantly closed my arms around his already muscled
frame and held him, every one of my senses relishing in his unique scent and
vitality. Although he broke my heart I would forever be proud of the man he had
become, his morality and decency were something that separated him from my
double, and I would forever be grateful to whichever source had deemed him that
way.


He pulled away and peered up at me. “I…” He frowned at
himself and struggled with his words, “I know you have to do this, and for the
first time I understand why, but I meant what I said, hurt her and I will bring
you down.”


I gave him a simple nod before he glanced at Etta, his
eyes relaying some hidden exchange before he turned and left the room.


 


Layla took a step into the room and Etta’s legs wobbled.
“Sit down, I won’t hurt you” Layla disclosed as she led Etta to the edge of the
bed.


I crouched before her, letting her feel in control as she
peered down at me. “Etta, if you know where she is, you need to tell me.”


She gulped and rolled her lips but turned her head away.
Before I had a chance to request an answer again, Layla had Etta’s hair in her
fist and pulled her face to the side. “Let’s get one thing straight love, I
know you are George’s girlfriend but Ava is my friend, she gets hurt then the
repercussions for you and your mother will be beyond grim.”


Her body trembled and I fought the urge to hurt her. I
had never ever laid a hand on a female but today was a day I was fighting many
demons and I hoped I could restrain my temper for long enough. I pursed my lips
and narrowed my eyes on her, my infuriation at her silence feeding my fury.
“Etta. Imagine how George will feel if you have a helping hand in ending his
mother? He will hate you forever.”


She scoffed then spat straight at me. Layla growled and
wrenched Etta across the bed until she was dumped ceremoniously on the floor at
the base of it but she held firm and looked over at me, “You fucking grass!”


I sighed and closed my eyes for a calming second. “And do
you know what I served him up for?”


She stared at me as though I was some stupid delinquent
she had dragged off the street, “Of course I know, my dad was proud of my
involvement in the firm.”


I stared at her in confusion. For all the years I had
known Etta, she had seemed like a delicate little thing, her softness and graciousness
being one of the things George had fallen in love with. I inhaled roughly as I
struggled to dampen my wrath before I once again considered her, “And you stand
by what he has done?”


She gazed at me in bewilderment, “You’ve done much
worse.”


Layla frowned at me and I realised this small waif thin girl
before me had no idea what her father was actually capable of. Now I had the
torturous decision whether to hurt her with revelations about her parents or
struggle to find another way to find Ava.


“I need to know where she is, Etta.” I closed my eyes and
swallowed my pride, “Please.”


She smirked at me, causing my jaw to clench and my teeth
to grind together. “Finish me, Mr Fox, if you think that will help but I’m
afraid I don’t know. My parents handled much of their business off the estate
and I have no idea where that was, and to be frank, even if I did, I wouldn’t
tell you. Both you and Ava deserve everything dished up to you for what you
have done. Both me and my child will now grow up without a stable family,
without my father who was so much looking forward to his first grandchild and
to watching me flourish and take reign of his business.”


I barked out a bitter laugh, triggering a nasty snarl to
curve her lips. “You want to take over the family business yet you have no idea
what that actually is.”


“Oh I know.” Her lips curved into a cruel smirk,
hardening my body and making it really difficult to suppress the deep rise of
my wrath.


I nodded slowly as I rose to stand in front of her, “How
many were there this time compared to the previous shipment?” I studied her
puzzlement and knew for certain she didn’t have a clue but I wouldn’t be the
one to break her. Yes, I was a bastard but my wife was adamant I was a glorious
one and I would never turn that into an evil one, no matter how much I needed
Ava. I knew she would rather die than let me ruin this girls’ hopes and
aspirations.


Layla gave me an incredulous look as I gave a simple nod
and walked away.







 



Chapter 9


Ava


 


I grunted and hissed as the shackles holding my wrists
were unlocked and I dropped heavily to the floor, my legs now unable to take my
weight. Instinctively I curled my fingers around each wrist and started to rub
against the furious pain flowing through my bloodstream eagerly, my body’s
natural need to feed the dried and persecuted veins in my arms.


“Get up!” The human brick shithouse snapped at me as he
nudged me with his foot.


“Gimme a minute, yeah?” I growled as I kneaded furiously
at my calves, trying to feed them some blood. I had never been so exhausted or
thirsty in my entire life. My body had begun to shut down, the loss of blood
and lack of hydration overworking my body and causing my heart to work harder.
My lungs protested with each inhalation as I stretched them wide and pressed
them against the couple of broken ribs.


Shithouse grabbed at my wrist and started to drag me
across the floor. I didn’t have the energy to stand so I relaxed my body and
made his work harder. He knew what I was doing as he turned and glared at me
but then his lips twisted into a taunting grin, “Don’t worry, pretty lady, I’ll
make sure to fuck some energy into you later.”


I grit my teeth as my heart popped with panic.


 Never show fear, Ava. Even when you are facing death,
never divulge your weaknesses to your opponent.


“I’ll look forward to it” I retorted but I knew he could
feel my fear eclipsing around me. After Dane, although I was proud of myself
for how I had dealt with being chained up, I knew my mind would never withstand
another violation on my body. Dreams of torturous rapes and whippings still
haunted me and although I only just managed to survive the surreal visions, I
would never endure the real thing.


My arse bumped harshly along the corridor, small gravel
and pebbles alerting me to an outside space somewhere. From the tell-tale sign
of various scraps of mud and grit, I knew this corridor lead to an entrance,
therefore leading me to an exit. My eyes scanned quickly and stealthily until I
spotted a huge metal door, a few bolts and a lock guarding its freedom. I
spotted a window high up the edge of the wall and squinted at the daylight
streaming through it. I could make out the edge of a grass verge, the sight of
it telling me we were below ground, maybe an old bunker of some sorts and my
heart rate quickened when I realised there was only one area that still housed
a bunker, the old wreck site behind the Mondego embankment.


 


Shithouse dragged me through a doorway into an open
space. I cringed when I saw the single chair in the centre of the long room.
Before I could try to pick up the courage to escape from my sentry I was flung
into it and rope was hoisted around my middle. I struggled as much as possible,
my arms flaying as I tried to claw at him, my legs kicking at him furiously but
I knew in my wrecked state I had no chance against him. 


He growled at me, spit flying from his mouth as he bound
me and planted his knee into my stomach. “I’m warning you bitch, keep still or
I’m knocking you out!”


I conceded as my body begged me to give it some reprieve
but I continued to glare at him, hoping superpowers would suddenly be bestowed on
me and lasers would split the fucker in two, “Mason will fucking kill you for
this!”


He barked out a humorous laugh and smirked at me,
“Really? I think your husband is a little busy with some coke and a couple of
whores at the moment.” 


I swallowed the bile and refused to let him see the ache
in my heart. I knew he was just hurting me with words but… but it was Mason,
and every other time he had coped in the exact way Shithouse had depicted. I
shook my head in anger as I drove down the fear and focussed on Mason’s loving
voice and his love for me. He wouldn’t go there again, he knew it would finish
me, but what if he thought it was already too late, that I was finished, that I
was dead somewhere? I knew Shithouse was right, Mason would demand the high and
oblivion given only by his old habits.


 


“That shut you up!” He laughed as he finished his tethering
and his eyes flashed with heat and lust. “Look mighty fine, pretty lady,
trussed up in eagerness for me.”


I just smiled sarcastically at him as a door at the other
end of the room opened and Vickie walked through, her hard face watching me as
she strolled over to me with her hands behind her back, her elegant grace, the
one thing I had always admired about her now mocked me. There was nothing
elegant about this bitch.


She reached me and smirked, “Thirsty?”


I nodded, not caring that I was surrendering to her. I
would kill my dog for some water. She nodded and revealed a can of Energy Shot.
My eyes widened on her and I shook my head, “Vickie, please.”


She smirked again and grasped my hair, tipping my head
harshly backwards until I could feel it groan under the pressure. My heart was
already struggling with keeping my body and brain nourished. There was hardly
any blood left in my system and I knew I was waning quickly, but the sudden
stimulant would make my heart go crazy under the strain.


My jaw clamped closed, sealing my mouth off to her but
she nodded to Shithouse, demanding that he open it for her. I tried to bite at
him but the way he held me gave me no room to fight with my teeth. I
desperately compressed my throat but as soon as the liquid started to hit my
mouth, fingers closed around my nose and halted my oxygen supply. My instinct
caused me to choke on the first gush down my throat however, there was nothing
I could do but swallow the fluid running freely into me. I begrudgingly rejoiced
in the nourishment and found myself gulping greedily at it as nature took over
and devoured the sustenance.


 


I slugged back furious lungful’s of air as I tried to
make my heart remain calm and steady. My eyes started to glaze as my ribs
screamed in protest to the heavy breaths. My teeth sliced through my lower lip
as Shithouse smacked me hard in the side of the head, “Stay with us, bitch, I
haven’t finished with you yet!”


Vickie dropped to her haunches before me and palmed the
side of my face tenderly, a mocking contradiction to the hatred in her eyes,
“Well, Mase can’t be that besotted with you, he’s been nowhere near.” She
laughed loudly causing my teeth to vibrate, “So Ava, we all know how much of
whore you are and you’re probably craving your daily fuck by now. Hugh, here,
is more than willing to feed your addiction.”


The caffeine suddenly hit with force and I looked up at
Hugh – Hugh… Hugh. I laughed loudly, “Hugh? Hugh? Fucking Hugh?” My mind had
gone into temporary – well I hoped it was temporary – insanity as I giggled
furiously. Hugh? Never in a million years would I have labelled him Hugh, it
was just… wrong, so wrong for him.


I knew my heart was pumping what little blood I had left
too energetically around my system, leaving me lightheaded and slightly
delirious but I couldn’t hold back the laughter, even when he pulled out his
knife and leaned across me. “That’s it, you keep laughing pretty lady, you’re
gonna enjoy this so much.”


My hands dropped limply as he cut through the rope
holding them and then carved through the twine holding my legs together. His
fist once more grabbed a handful of my hair as he yanked me from the seat and
dragged me over to the edge of the room, throwing me down harshly so my back
thudded on the cold concrete floor and the back of my head bounced off it. He
kicked at my ankles, his boot knocking my bone painfully but I still couldn’t
stop giggling. Everything was now surreal and I was suddenly grateful to
Vickie’s caffeine hit, the fevered rambling it brought on may actually save my
mind from what was about to happen.


All that filled my head as Hugh tore through the front of
my pretty party dress was Mason’s smile, his soft twinkling eyes and his
beautiful face. Although he wasn’t here, my glorious bastard once again
encouraged and supported me throughout what was to become my final coherent
moment, because I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, my spirit wouldn’t tolerate
this, I would irrevocably never be the same again but I swallowed it back and
strived to stay strong for my man.







 



Chapter 10


Mason


 


His nose exploded when my knuckles connected with the
bridge of it, his low groan bringing on a rush of adrenaline through my system.
I had needed this, hankered for permission to let my wrath break free. The
torturous pain of keeping it in lockdown was nearly as uncontrollable as my
need to find Ava.


“Try again, Estevo” I growled as I picked up the bat from
beside me and ran my fingers delicately over the smoothness of the fashioned
wood. “I’m growing impatient.”


He smirked at me and shook his head, “You really think
I’m gonna tell you?”


I regarded the bat with a slight tilt to my head and
decided it wasn’t sufficient enough for the extraction of information. I needed
something more potent, something with the promise of carnage. 


I nodded and smiled, “Yeah, I agree, the bat isn’t quite
gonna make the grade, you deserve something more…” I pursed my lips and
contemplated the arrangement before me. “Something more complex” I whispered
more to myself than Frank’s minion as I picked up the small knife and ran it
between my fingers.


Estevo smirked at me; obviously he had a different idea
to how I would use it. I strolled around him a couple of times, studying him
and perceptively working out how much self-worth he had. He was a typical
Portuguese guy, his dark hair and tanned skin healthy and radiant from the
nutrients in the local fish and herb cuisine. 


I leant over him from behind, my malice savouring the way
he clenched his hands in expectation. “You are a pretty little thing aren’t
you? I imagine with a face like that you get your choice of women.”


He remained silent and stiff beneath me as I brought the
knife up to his face. “Go ahead, cut me Fox, I’m sure a few scars will add to
the rugged appeal women find sexy.”


I rolled my tongue around my cheek as I placed the flat
of the blade against his cheekbone. He squirmed as I pulled it upwards like a
razor, peeling his skin away from his face with just the right pressure on the
knife. “But I’m not going to leave scars, Estevo, there’s going to be no skin
left to scar.”


I shivered as his blood pooled heavily down his face, the
flesh beneath his cheek now angry and exposed as I unwrapped his face. He
squealed deep in his throat as I nudged the knife across to his other cheek,
“Anything coming back yet?”


He pressed his lips together and shut his eyes against my
unsettling smile but the significant shiver in his chest notified me of his
distress and agony. “I’m amazed how different you look already, this is quite
exquisite. I can actually see your veins pumping your body with as much blood
as it possibly can.”


I dragged the blade over his face again, his skin
detaching in a way that made it curl upwards in a delicate pattern. “Fuck!”
he breathed as his fingers curled around the arm of the chair and his leg
started to twitch rapidly, the ball of his foot bouncing wildly on the floor as
he tried to control himself and override the pain.


Once more, I moved over to the right side of his face and
smirked when a gurgle crept from his throat. “Please” he begged but I shrugged
him off as I drew the knife downwards this time, causing a more painful sweep
but still only deep enough to shed his skin.


His scream was louder this time and I laughed as a tear
slid from the corner of his eye and trickled over the sore tissue, the salt in
it evidently causing a sting to accompany the agony. Both his legs were now
vigorously bobbing up and down as I moved the tip of the knife along his broken
nose and across the delicate area of his eyelids. “Fox!” he choked out as my
finger pressed against his eyelashes and held his eye closed in preparation.
“Please.”


“Tell me then!” I urged as I taunted him and traced the
edge of his eye socket with the curved tip.


“I… I can’t!”


As soon as the words left his mouth I knew I would break
him. He was now arguing with himself if it was worth losing his face over.
“Frank is gone, Estevo, he can’t hurt you.”


“But…” He gulped as I ran the point back over the
previous path with a little more pressure, leaving a trail of blood to bubble
to the surface of his thin skin. “But Vickie…”


I laughed and shook my head slowly, “You’re scared of
Vickie? What the fuck is she gonna do?”


“The same as what she is doing to Ava.”


I bit my tongue but refused to let that thought take
control, “Ava is a woman, Estevo. You’re telling me you put yourself in the
same league as a woman?”


I hoped and prayed he wasn’t aware of Ava’s strength and combat
skills. I needed him to think she was just a small timid female. “Well, no
but…”


“But my wife is worth losing face for?” I snorted at the
double meaning, finding my humour quite disturbed but amusing.


He was panting as I pulled back once more, my eyes
following the path of the knife with a cold excitement. His eyes screwed closed
and I knew I had him. “Fornos de Algodres, the old shelter.”


I dropped the knife and spun around. “Thank you, Estevo”
I muttered as I flew across the room.







 



Chapter 11


Ava


 


I stared at the ceiling, focussing on the domed metal as
Hugh slipped the knife through the front of my bra and released my breasts to
the cool air. “Very nice” I heard him mumble as my foggy brain tried to keep up
with the frantic flow of blood supplying it.


My heart was racing but there wasn’t enough blood to fuel
the rocketing throb. My pulse couldn’t keep up as it strained to either slow
itself down and adapt to the weakness of my body or speed up and fight to push
the blood around my ailing system. 


My mind was hazy and frenzied as visions of my family
laughing in the sunshine tormented my soul yet comforted my heart; George’s
happy smile as a young boy playing ball with his sister, Mason’s soft smile as
he watched me sway across the room and love him with my body and Kade’s beloved
arms holding me tight against him. They all laughed happily and waved to me as
I shuddered against the harsh touch of Hugh’s hand up my inner thigh. 


Fight, baby.


“I can’t” I whispered back.


Hugh slapped at my face as my eyes closed wearily, “Keep
awake, bitch.”


Yes, you can, Ava. Fight!


“I…” I gulped at the dryness in my throat and then
shivered as harsh rough hands cupped my breasts and squeezed cruelly, “I want
to but….”


My face shot sideways as his palm struck me again, “I
aint fucking no dead slapper so you need to keep your eyes open. You hear me?”


Endurance, Ava. Fight the bastard.


His voice was strong and firm as he reprimanded me and I gazed
around groggily to see if he was actually here with me. A choked sob erupted
from me when I saw him stood in the corner of the room smiling softly at me as
he leaned against the wall with his thick arms crossed over his solid chest.
“Mason?”


I felt Hugh turn to scan the room, checking to see if
Mason was actually with us. He snorted and peered down at me, “You’re losing
your shit pretty quick; we need to do this now.”


His knee wedged between mine and pushed my legs apart. I
didn’t have the strength to struggle anymore. My body was giving up, I
was giving up and I turned my head once more and stared lovingly at my husband.
“Help me,” I rasped but he shook his head.


No, fight him. You can do this Ava, you are strong.
You can take this prick.


Fury rippled through me with his refusal to help me and I
glared at him, “Fucking help me!”


No!


“Yes, damn you!”


“Shut the fuck up, you freak!” Hugh barked as his fingers
curled around the edge of my knickers and started to yank at them.


Ava!


It was the combination of the two sounds that did it, the
harsh rip of fabric and Mason’s firm growl of my name. My heart rate peaked
with my intense rage and slammed my brain with so much adrenaline I had to
scream to release the surge of emotion. Hugh stared at me in horror as I
launched my fist into the side of his face. He shot sideways but was quick to
get back to me, his hands curling around my throat but I was too far gone to
care. 


Mason’s wrath had always astounded me; its force was both
manic and malevolent and I had often wondered how he thrived on it but now, in
the moment between death and existence, when I had no more to lose, when my
mind and my soul had accepted mortality and my spirit had given up, natural
instincts of survival swelled within me and produced a storm of hysteria and
passion.


I penetrated his stare as my throat burnt against his fingers
and my lungs squealed in torturous misery. Slowly and agonizingly I raised my
hands, placing one arm around the back of his neck and the other on his jaw as
my vision faded to a tunnel, a taunting light at the end which called to me
with so much power my ears started to hum at my reluctance to cave.


You know what to do, baby. Finish him. 


I closed my eyes, summoning the small bubble deep within
me. The spark fused and ignited, its energy giving me the last threads of vitality
I needed. My breathing steadied as my panic calmed and my strength built, my
arms locked tight as my body reinforced its genetic shield. The scream caught
him off guard first but his eyes widened as I rammed upwards with my knee in a
quick harsh movement and butted his balls as I jerked and snapped my arms,
breaking his neck cleanly and efficiently. He flopped against me instantly, his
dead weight heavy as any remaining strength evaporated and I relished the
oblivion of unconsciousness.


 


***


 


“Ava…”


I smiled faintly as I heard his frantic voice, the
feverish tone of him nectar to my senses as I tried to call out but darkness
surrounded me once more and I fell down deep into the pit.


 


I felt lighter as the weight lifted and hands and fingers
probed at me. I winced as a sharp prick twinged the back of my hand and a warm
sensation curled up my arm and tickled my veins.


 


“Baby… Please…”


 


Everything was surreal and far away, too far away. I
needed to touch him but I was too exhausted to reach for him. The light was
still shimmering in the background, beckoning me into its breach but I dug my
heels in each time Mason’s voice would penetrate my mind.


 


“You’re a warrior baby, battle it. Don’t let it win.”


 


I was tired of fighting though. The temptation to give in
and rest was too intense. The promise of freedom and tranquillity too enticing
as the light guaranteed serenity.


“AVA!”


This time the scream jolted me and my eyes snapped open.
I couldn’t focus and I blinked rapidly to clear my vision. I heard a strangled
choke beside me and slowly turned my head. Mason’s wild eyes looked straight at
me; the deep hazel now blurred with bloody veins and yellowed sclera, his skin
nearly translucent and pale.


“Mason?”


He closed his eyes for a second and exhaled heavily.
“Listen to me, baby,” he whispered as he took my hand in his and ran his thumb
softly over the back of it. “I’ve got to leave you for a moment but Nate is
here. Okay?”


I nodded slowly, the effort of it aching the back of my
skull. “Okay” I managed to reply. He smiled with so much sadness I actually
wondered if I had died, “I’m okay, go.”


He struggled with himself as he turned his head to look
across the room then back to me. “Mason, I’m fine. Go.” He nodded resolutely,
kissed my forehead then stood and moved away. 


Nate appeared beside me and shook his head in mock disgust,
“Don’t you ever get tired of causing trouble, sweetheart.”


I scoffed at him but moaned as fatigue once more took
over, “All the time, Nate. All the fucking time.”







 



Chapter 12


Mason


 


She growled at me, literally growled at me with a curled
lip and spit as Greg and Sam held her firm. Three men were bleeding out beneath
her feet, their eyes open and staring at me as they watched their employer
struggle to keep her shit together.


I rubbed at the back of my neck, my relief in finding Ava
alive, albeit it in a mess but still alive, draining the last of my resources. 


“Hello, Vickie.”


She scoffed and glared at me, “Find your bitch? Is she
still in one piece or has Hugh fucked her in two.”


The bile threatened to erupt with her words. I had pushed
that part aside for now; I couldn’t deal with it yet. The thought that someone
had… touched Ava, never mind hurt her that way again was too much for me to
take right then.


I smiled widely, “Oh you know Ava, Vickie, the cold dead
stare of Hugh’s was quite satisfying. You underestimate my wife and her
capabilities.”


I relished in the furious expression that swept across
her face and tilted my head, regarding the bitch with an icy calmness, “In
fact, I think we’ll save you for Ava. It may take her a while to be up to the
job but I’m sure we can accommodate you somewhere.”


Her chest heaved angrily as she glared at me. “Why,
Mason. Why do this to us? Frank was your friend.”


My mouth dropped open and I shook my head with
incredulity, “You really have a problem finding what is wrong in this, don’t
you?” I took a step into her and grasped her chin harshly, tilting her head
back until she looked me in the eye. “I want you to picture Etta, cold and
shivering, naked and hurt in the corner of a cold damp room while men take her
harshly and cruelly. While animals train her to become a slave to some evil
bastard that wants to constantly tear her in two with his brutal and merciless
sick sexual tendencies.”


She stared at me and lifted a brow, “Most of these girls
were living on the streets with no food or care, and they were filthy and
starving. What Frank and I did for them should be respected and admired.”


“Jesus Christ!” Greg rumbled and I glanced at him. He
shook his head in despair but I just shrugged. There was obviously no guilt or remorse
in this woman.


“Get her out of here!” 


I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. What the
hell was wrong with people? I knew I wasn’t innocent in all this, my illegal
activities were somehow connected to these atrocities, not directly but someone
I had once sold a weapon to or been hired to maim or kill their enemy, one of
those thought they were above the laws of the land and presumed they were
entitled to have a slave to either train to use said weapon or to use as
payment for something else they desired that was out of reach on this planet,
or just to fuck sadistically when a deal they had been working on went wrong.


 


“It’s not your fault.” I turned and stared at Ava as she
leant worryingly against Nate; her beautiful face still stunning against the
dirt and pallor of her skin, her striking green eyes still gorgeous and
enthralling even though dullness and fatigue dampened their intensity and her
now covered body still alluring and perfect as her dress hung limply and
raggedly around her.


The seven strides it took to reach her took far too long.
I scooped her up and held her against my body, the frantic beat of her heart
jumping against my hand as I rested it under her breast. She hissed in pain and
I cursed under my breath when I felt the protrusion of a couple of ribs poking
through her soft skin.


“We need to get you to hospital, baby.”


She shook her head and gazed up at me with her eyes drooping,
“No, just call your Mom… and Paola.” She lifted an eyebrow when I frowned in
argument, “Mason, please. I just wanna go home. I want my own bath and my own
bed; I want you next to me, holding me and loving me. I want to hear Katie’s
laughter through the walls and George’s terrible singing through the house. I
want to go home.”


Nate passed me the bag of saline that fed the line Sam
had inserted into one of Ava’s veins as soon as we had found her. I looked at
him for support but he smiled softly and nodded, “Take her home. I’ll stay and
help the rest, we’ll sort this shit out. Go.”


“Okay, call me if you need anything.”


He nodded and pushed me gently, “Go.”


So I did, once again carrying my broken and equally
strong wife home.


 


***


 


“You’re so beautiful, Ava, not just your beauty but your
strength,” I breathed in her ear as I gently ran the wet sponge over her
bruised abdomen. Her body was wrecked, the beating she had taken had been
severe and ruthless, the evidence of it breaking my heart.


She pulled my legs further around her as if using them
for support as well as protection. “You made me strong and resilient, Mason.
Your love fuels my courage.”


I sighed and she turned her head until her eyes were
looking up at me. The bath water rippled around us, its faint slosh calming my
pain, “No baby, all I seem to do is put you in danger.”


I frowned when she rolled her lips with amusement. She
paused as if working out how to say what she wanted to say, “It’s our wedding
anniversary tomorrow, fourteen years.” I nodded and remained quiet. “Do you not
think that maybe by now, if danger and exposure worried me, I would be long
gone?”


I slipped the sponge down beside her thigh, letting it float
to the bottom of the bath as my hands took over the duty of washing her. “Yes,
but maybe by now I’m getting tired of putting you in that danger and exposure.”


Her face tightened as she pondered my statement but then
she shrugged and turned so her back was once again moulded against my chest,
“Well then you’re in the wrong job, baby, cos’ if you aren’t aware by now that
this is our life, this is what we do and what we were made to do, then I think
you need to find a nice quiet monastery on a secluded hill and hide away in the
corner with a bowl cut and a lovely brown tunic whilst you make straw baskets
and feed mountain goats.”


I laughed and growled playfully in her ear, “Are you
telling me you think I would look handsome with a bowl cut.”


“Baby, you’d look handsome with facial herpes and buck
teeth. You’re you Mason, fuck I have to fight damn Angel’s every morning to
keep you mine.”


Her hands settled over mine against her stomach and I
smirked when she pressed against me and manoeuvred them under the water until
they slid between her thighs, “I need you, Mason.”


“Ava?”


“No,” she answered without the question. “He didn’t touch
me, not for want of trying. I told you once that I would never let anyone
violate me that way again, and I meant it.”


The lump that had been resident in my throat slipped away
yet did nothing for the cold chill in my bones, “But the… the way I found you. He
was on top of you, Ava; your clothes were… please don’t lie just to save me
from the hurt.”


She slid around, her face grimacing with the pain to her
body and I reached out to hold her steady when her knees trembled. She looked
at me for an age and I had the overwhelming sensation she was trying to bury
into my head and plant the evidence of her case. “Listen to me. All he managed
was a quick grope of my chest and the removal of my knickers; he didn’t even
get a hand near my bush.” She narrowed her eyes on me and tilted her chin in
defiance, “My bush has a preference to which type of dick grooms it.”


“Baby,” I whispered as I leaned forward and brushed my lips
over hers. “You’re doing nothing for my hard on here. Call it a pussy, a cunt,
fuck you can even call it a flue but for fuck’s sake, a bush it isn’t, you wax
regularly.”


She shrugged and smirked, “But I think bush is a rather
nice term for my lady garden.”


“Jesus woman, STOP!”


She giggled, the delicious sound curling through my body
and soothing my frazzled emotions. Her face lit with her amusement but suddenly
it dropped and she gulped as a muffled sob clawed itself from her. “I thought I
was gonna die.”


A single tear tracked her face as we gazed at each other.
“I’d never allow that, Ava. I need you too much; I’d never survive without
you.”


She nodded frantically and leaned into me, resting her
forehead against mine. “I was angry at you. That’s what got me through, your
refusal to help me.”


I reared back and gawked at her, “What? I would never
refuse to help you.”


She shook her head slightly, waving off my declaration.
“No, I don’t mean your actual refusal.” She sighed and ran the tip of her nose
along the length of mine, “I was slightly delirious as Shithouse was trying to
climb inside me and I asked you for help but you stood there and said no.” She
smiled softly as her eyes finally glimmered brightly, “I was so angry at you,
leaving me there with the fat fucker on top of me, but the anger you caused
brought me round and I broke his neck with your face bobbing about at the front
of my mind.”


I stared at her mutely as my vocal chords refused to work
yet managed to kick out a tight wheeze. She smiled, and then grinned, then her
head tipped back and she laughed loudly. Tears streamed down her face as she
cackled and guffawed. Her exhilaration was contagious and I was soon laughing
with her, both of us struggling to breathe at the intensity of it, “Fuck baby,
am I gonna be safe sleeping next to you tonight?”


She hiccupped and placed her hand on her ribs as she
groaned with the pain, “I didn’t actually mean it to sound like that. I meant
it was you that got me through again.” She kissed me lightly on the lips, the
softness that once used to drive me wild was now replaced with a dryness that
scraped harshly but it didn’t stop the magnitude of love that surged through
me. There was only my woman that could laugh after such an ordeal. “God I love
you.”


She stilled and swallowed harshly then lifted her hand
and slid her palm over my cheek as her face softened and her heart bumped
against my chest with her closeness. “And me, you.”







 



Chapter 13


Ava


 


The sun streaked through the blinds as I continued to
stare blindly at the window. I was cold and nauseous but the strength of Mason’s
hold on me offered me comfort, his firm strong chest pressing securely against
my back.


I knew today was going to be a hard one; the first obstacle
would be facing George. Mason had told me about Etta’s involvement and I
couldn’t love him any harder for how he had abstained from telling her the
awful things her parents were involved in. I would rather have died than broken
a child that way.


“Hey,” Mason whispered in my ear as he stroked his thumb
sightlessly across my jaw. “How you feeling?”


Tilting my head I kissed his thumb and dragged it into my
mouth, flicking my tongue over the tip as I wrapped my lips around the knuckle
and sucked it gently, “Horny.”


He had refused me any loving last night; his concerns
over my injuries were far more substantial than his hard on apparently. 


“Mmmm” he moaned as his lips enveloped the lobe of my
ear, “me too.”


“Good, I thought you’d gone soft on me,” I chuckled as I
shuffled round and faced him, sliding my arms around his neck and pulling him
close so I could press my lips against his. He moaned again when I slid my
tongue across his lower lip then tugged gently on it with my teeth. “Let me in”
I demanded when he clamped his lips together teasingly. 


His hands followed the path of my spine until he reached
my bum and cupped it firmly, “Err, who’s in charge here?”


“You are, baby.” I breathed as I nudged him again with my
tongue, “Most of the time anyway.”


His eyes twinkled with amusement as he gave me a
contradictory firm nod of his head, “Damn right, my little warrior. I’m in
command.”


I brought two fingers to my temple and saluted him, “Sir,
yes Sir!”


He shifted suddenly and jumped from the bed, standing
rigidly with his shoulders straight and his eyes narrow, “Attention!” he barked
with authority, dragging the word out with long syllables. 


I tried to stop the giggle from escaping as I climbed
painfully off the bed and stood to attention before him. His eyes narrowed on
me as he inspected my pj’s, the deep hazel turning grey as he detected my
peaked and rigid nipples straining against the thin cotton of my vest. “Are you
horny, soldier?”


I nodded firmly, “Sir, yes Sir!”


He circled around me, the very tip of his finger dancing
along the length of my bare arm, generating a passage of raised goose bumps.
“You’re a slight little thing for one of my soldiers; you need some meat on
your bones.”


“I need some meat in my pussy,” I mumbled under my
breath.


“What was that, private?”


“Nothing, Sir.”


“Are you mocking me?”


“No Sir, never Sir.”


He stood before me now, his gaze intense and slightly
furious, “I don’t think you’re in a position to mock, soldier. Strip and drop
to your knees.”


My heart galloped with excitement as I eagerly pulled off
my nightclothes, slinging them across the room with a carefree attitude. This
was what drove me, what forced the liquid in my veins to heat and surge, what
moistened my pussy and swelled my sex to the point of throbbing and what sent
me crazy with desire; my glorious bastard in his element, the alpha dominance
of him causing a buzz through my depleted body.


He rapidly fired the keys on his phone as I fell awkwardly
to my knees before him and awaited further instructions. It beeped in reply
then he smiled with mischievousness, more to himself than me as he yet again
typed in some secret message.


“I need to test your loyalty to your commanding officers,
private. Are you loyal?”


“Of course, Sir.” I frowned at him, wondering where this
was going but he remained firm faced and tight lipped yet gave me a simple nod
in acknowledgment to my answer.


He stood as I knelt in front of him for what seemed an
age, his silence both exciting me further but elevating my apprehension. 


 


I blinked as the bedroom door opened and Greg entered,
closely followed by Courtney. The thud in my chest and throb in my belly was
now quite overwhelming as I shivered with excitement. 


Mason turned to both of them as they stood in front of
the closed door, “Our cadet here is questioning my authority, Lieutenants. I
think she needs a lesson in obedience.”


Both Greg and Courtney smirked at me but then slammed
their feet together and saluted Mason, obviously already alert to our game,
“Affirmative, Major Fox.”


I gasped as Mason approached me and slid his hand over my
hair, stroking me gently as my friends took stance at the edge of the room,
their legs apart and their hands behind their backs.


He stepped back and wrapped his fingers around his solid
erection, the wide girth promising that when eventually inside me, it would
touch every single piece of me and drive me wild with pleasure and give me the
slight pain I hungered for.


He ran the tip of his cock over my lips and I
automatically opened to him. He tutted and shook his head, “I didn’t hear an
order, private. Did you?”


“No, Sir” I hissed with a pout before I quickly clamped
my mouth shut.


He came at me again, tormenting my senses with his unique
scent and torturing my control with the moisture he placed across my lips. I
remained still and composed, even though every single hair on my body rose with
the inner battle, “Better, private. You show promise.”


I beamed up at him like a good little soldier, proud of
myself and basking in his praise. “I think you deserve a reward.”


I nodded eagerly, prompting a small twitch of his lips.
“My, you’re very eager to learn, aren’t you?” I nodded again then shuddered as
he once more rested the head of his cock against my impatient mouth. “Give me
fifteen sucks, soldier.”


Courtney snorted then straightened as Mason turned to scowl
playfully at her, “Sorry, Sir.”


He nodded and proceeded to nudge his cock very slowly
into my mouth, my hands instinctively reaching for him but he pulled back yet
again, urging my anger into a dangerous zone. “Hands behind your back and show
me some skill, private.”


I immediately yielded and clamped hold of my wrists
behind my back then opened my mouth like an eager little bird, starving for
nutrients. My submission was rewarded and he slid back between my lips, the
width of him pressing against the corners of my mouth and the tip of him hitting
my tonsils. I fought my gag reflex and loosened my throat, urging him to go
deeper and deeper. “Shit!” he hissed and my knees trembled with the
sound of his pleasure. His fingers curled in my hair and he tugged gently, “No
games, soldier. Just the twenty sucks as ordered.”


“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled around the fullness in my mouth.


I lingered around him, trailing the tip of my tongue
along the pulsing vein on the underside of him as I drew back. His eyes
narrowed but his smile widened before he shook his head slightly at my marginal
disobedience.


He gave out a deep moan as I plunged slowly back down on
him, once again bringing him fully into my mouth and filling my throat with him
as my lips clamped firmly down around his thickness. My body shivered in delight
at the familiarity as my sex hummed with excitement. I caught Courtney
squirming near the wall, her small bed shorts giving away her arousal as she
slid her thighs together. My eyes locked with hers, the lust in her gaze
contributing to my own ache as she watched me blow my man.


“I think that’s enough!” Mason croaked after just seven
draws.


I tried to hide my amusement but he caught it and snarled
at me. “You find something funny?”


“No Sir, nothing at all.”


His eyes narrowed as his face darkened, the dominant
expression doing nothing to dampen my arousal. He tipped his head and regarded
me, “Stand up.”


I did as ordered, palming the floor to help push my
ailing body upright. Mason frowned as concern covered his face, “You okay?”


“I’m fine.” His expression was troubled for a while but I
nodded in encouragement, “I promise.” He nodded back but still bore slight
apprehension as his eyes roamed the multitude of bruises over my body, “Mason,
I promise, I’m dying more of horniness than pain.”


Greg scoffed then stiffened quickly as Mason turned to
him and glared.


“Okay, private.” He growled as he turned back to me, “On
your back on the bed. I want to see your arse hanging over the edge.”


My lips twisted in amusement to the peculiar command but
I did as asked, sliding my body down the bed until my bottom was precariously
hanging over the edge. Mason was instantly straddling my body, his knees either
side of my hips on the verge of the duvet and I tried to hold back the giggle
as I pictured the duvet sliding off the bed and taking him with it.


His knees gently tightened against the side of me as he
leant over me, his face inches from mine. “Let’s see how you handle torture,
soldier.”


I gulped as he straightened over me and took each of my
nipples between his thumb and forefinger. He pinched and rolled them, striking
a shot of ecstasy to my clit and I squirmed underneath him. “Control it!”


I closed my eyes and narrowed my thoughts onto anything I
could find in my mind but Mason’s relentless diversion refused me to concentrate
on anything but my clit; it throbbed and pulsed, demanding attention that had
so far been refused.


“Please.” 


“Please, what?” he goaded as he flicked very lightly over
my swollen nipples and fired another volley of vibrations between my thighs.


“Please, Sir.” I was panting, struggling to form words as
my body ached with need.


He slid down my body until he was positioned between my
legs, then took each of my ankles in hand and draped them over his shoulders.


“Lieutenants!” he snapped as his gaze fixed between my
legs. “Stand behind me and watch this.”


“Sir, yes, Sir” they both exclaimed as they moved in
behind Mason and peered over his shoulder.


I had to close my eyes, the vision of the three pairs of
eyes between my legs was torturous and I squirmed miserably. “Mason!” I hissed
as I lifted my hips and summoned enough courage to provoke him.


A shudder ripped through me as he slowly dragged his
finger up my groove; smearing my juices up to my clit before her circled it so
very slowly. “Major to you, soldier and I don’t succumb to begging.”


My body was on fire, I could literally feel the scorch
searing the inside of my veins as my need pulsed with an almost painful
intensity. “Open your eyes.”


I opened them to be met with hungry stares and Mason’s
deep brown hues, the glint in them driving me even higher. He dipped forward
and I squealed as he ran his tongue across my over-sensitive clit, “This
belongs to me, private.”


“Yes, always,” I murmured but he looked up at me, his
eyes hooded and heavy. “Sir!” I rectified with a snap and a rotation of my hips
to remind him of his current mission.


His reward was several quick flicks over the tip of my
nub, pushing my despair higher as each of my muscles tensed and my nerves
sizzled electrically. “Fuck, Mason!” I was losing it rapidly; the need was so
great my whole body felt charged and way too sensitive.


“Don’t you dare come,” He scolded as he slipped a finger
inside me and pressed it against the soft spot inside me, causing me to buck
and jerk. I cried out as my ribs declared their outrage at the sudden movement
but as Mason sensed my agony he sympathized and sank his teeth into my thigh as
he rubbed his finger over my G-spot.


“Ahh, shit!” Greg groaned with arousal as my broken body
left the mattress with the power of my orgasm and I flooded Mason’s face with
cum. 


I was still vibrating as I felt Mason hitch me further to
the edge and slide his throbbing cock into me with ease. “Fuck, baby, you’re on
fire.” 


I opened my eyes to study him; his jaw was clenched so
tightly I could hear his teeth cracking with each of his hard thrusts into me.
His eyes were fixed on mine, the deep darkness in them reigniting my lust and
pushing any pain from my ribs to the back of my mind.


Courtney was on her knees behind Mason, swallowing Greg’s
cock eagerly as he kept his gaze on the thrusting of Mason’s arse. I lifted a
brow at him but he grinned and shook his head, “I’m happy just watching him
fuck you, I have no intentions of ever going there.”


Mason halted his rhythm and turned to look at Greg, “You
sure? I’m open to invitations.”


Greg just laughed and shook his head, “Yep, I’m sure.” He
winked then gestured with an open hand, “Carry on, I was enjoying watching.”


Courtney shuffled around so she could also watch and I
shivered as all three turned to look at me. “Better do as he says, baby.” Mason
smirked as he pulled back and dug his fingers into my hips. I stiffened my body
in preparation for the oncoming assault, “You up to this?” He asked when he
felt me harden.


“For Christ’s sake, yes. Just fuck me, damn it!”


He tilted his head and quirked his brow. I huffed and
rolled my eyes at him, “Sir,” I glowered at him. “Fuck me - Sir!”


So he did; ruthlessly, mercilessly and very fucking meticulously.
I was sweating, screaming and cursing as he pushed into me harder and harder,
his hips slamming relentlessly against me, his balls slapping noisily every
time they hit my arse and his fingers digging in to bruising point.


“You want it, Ava?”


“Yes!” I screamed at him as my orgasm hovered on the
verge of oblivion, refusing to fly until he gave my body the stimulant it
needed.


“Then fucking ask!” he growled at me as he rammed into me
so deeply I yelped at the intrusion, “Fucking - Ask!”


Greg moaned loudly as Courtney manoeuvred herself over
him and slid down his prominent cock, my eyes watching as each inch of him
disappeared inside her dripping pussy. She didn’t waste time, her body lifting
and lowering on him immediately. 


Mason grasped my chin and turned me back to him, “You
don’t watch until you tell me what you need.”


Although a part of me hated this, asking for the one
thing that would drive me over even though he knew exactly what it was, I also
relished in the blaze that fired his eyes every time I muttered the words.


I clamped my ankles together behind his hips and lifted,
grinding my hips deliciously against his pelvis, jolting a shot of pleasure
through my inflamed clit. His teeth ravaged his bottom lip as he struggled to
hold back, the sounds of Greg and Courtney’s erotic fucking making our control
even harder. “Make me.”


He scoffed with stubborn delight as his eyes flashed
wildly, “If you insist, baby.”


I gasped as he pulled out briskly, grabbed my hips and
flipped me over, his movements quite gentle as he strived not to hurt me. One
of his large hands pressed on my lower back as his other spanned the nape of my
neck and pushed the side of my face against the mattress.


His knee slid between my legs as he nudged them apart
widely, opening me up to him without shame. “You asked for it, Ava.”


I yelped as he plunged inside me, the full length of him
forcing me further into the softness of the bed. “Fuck!” I rasped as he started
his frantic fucking. As his thrusts intensified he rose up until he was
straddled over my back, each knee beside my thighs as he fucked me severely
across the bed. 


I couldn’t take any more, I was sure I was going to pass
out with the frazzled edge of my climax balancing on the verge of pain and
ecstasy. “Mason!”


“Do it, Ava.” He shouted as his hand ripped at my hair
and yanked my head back. “Ask me!”


“Fuck it… Bite me, fucking bite me.”


Lights exploded as my body snapped the binding holding it
hostage. Mason roared into my neck as his teeth punctured my skin and his cum
flooded my pussy, the warmth of it hitting each nerve inside me and prolonging
my climax. I heard Courtney and Greg’s choked screams as they joined Mason and
me into the pit of nirvana. Mason was still bucking and jerking above me, his
body bridged over mine so not to put pressure on my ribs but I was sure I had
ruptured another with the power I had just come with.


“Jesus – fucking – Christ” he breathed in my ear as he
rolled off me and flopped to my side. 


I shifted until I was facing him and grinned, “See, I
told you it was a good idea to bring me home.”


He smirked but nodded as he cupped my cheek, “Happy
Anniversary, baby.”


“Mmmm, and you.”


“It’s mine and Greg’s next month. Same again?” Courtney
shouted from somewhere on the floor.


“Dear God, I love you.” I laughed as her knickers sailed
over the bed and hit me full force in the face.


“I know” She sighed happily, “But not as much as you love
the smell of my knickers, you dirty tart.”







 



Chapter 14


Mason


 


I stood watching the two women face each other
wordlessly. Their eyes were fixed and reflective on each other but neither one
spoke.


It honestly confused me. Ava just stood passive and
broody as she regarded her antagonist, a woman who had not forty eight hours
ago kicked the shit out of her and set a psychotic bastard on her.


I folded my arms across my chest as I waited impatiently.
Sam squinted at me across the room but I shrugged, “Fucked if I know” I mouthed
to him.


Eventually Vickie sighed and rolled her eyes. “Well come
on, at least fucking smack me and put us both out of our misery.”


Ava scoffed, “I doubt a smack could ever put you out of
your incessant misery.”


Greg grinned and readied himself for the bitch fight
coming but Ava sighed heavily and pursed her lips thoughtfully. “You actually
surprised me, Vic. There you were, ready to kill me yet here I am, struggling
with what to do with you.”


Vickie frowned, her eyes flicking with trepidation,
“What?”


“Well you see I have a little problem.” Ava started then
sat on the chair facing Vickie, who was currently strapped to another one. 


“And what might that be, dear.”


Ava smirked and shook her head at Vickie’s antagonism.
“Etta. Even if you don’t give a shit about your daughter, doesn’t mean the rest
of us don’t.”


Vickie actually looked stunned and confused, “What the
hell are you on about?”


Ava looked shocked at Vickie’s lack of principles, I
wasn’t. 


“Etta… your daughter.”


“Yes,” Vickie snorted. “I know who she is.”


“Jesus Christ, Vickie. If I finish you, I leave that poor
girl with no family.” She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees as
she glared at Vickie, “Then that makes me as fucking evil as you.”


Vickie actually stuttered but covered it quickly with a
lift of her perfectly groomed eyebrow, “Awww, such a dilemma.”


I watched the blood spray from Vickie’s mouth as Ava’s
fist connected with her mouth, her lip splitting wide open under the pressure
as her teeth knocked against each other. “Do you ever think about anyone else
other than your own miserable self?”


Vickie hissed at the pain but stared straight at Ava in
defiance, “Etta will be fine. She’s ready to handle things. She’s even fucked off
that pussy whipped son of yours. Etta needs no one, I made sure of that.”


I watched as Ava’s face contorted with the knowledge of
George’s doomed relationship. “She’s pregnant Vickie, with yours and my grandchild.
Does that mean nothing?”


“Not really. Before you know that little bairn will be
ruling the slaves with an iron fist, just as his mommy will do and George could
have done.”


“Are you telling me Etta knows about the girls?” I butted
in.


Her eyes whipped to mine and a triumphant smile curved
her mouth, giving her a sinister appearance. “Who do you think entices the
teenagers?”


My legs trembled as my lungs groaned under the shock.
Whilst I was disgusted I was also impressed with Etta’s manipulative skills,
she had brilliantly pulled the wool over my eyes.


Ava’s eyes closed slowly as she shook her head. “Then I’m
glad Etta ended things with George. I want him nowhere near this… this evil.”


She stood back up and walked over to Sam, her hand held
out in front of her to accept the gun. She strolled slowly back over to Vickie,
her fingers sliding up and down the muzzle before she lifted her eyes and
stared straight into Vickie’s soul. “You have three options. You die or you
take Etta and get the fuck out of here.”


“And the third?” Vickie asked as she moistened her dry
lips with her lips.


“You won’t like the third so I won’t offer it.”


“Don’t underestimate me, Ava; I’m as tough as you.”


Ava nodded but then frowned sadly, “I’d say you’re
tougher than me, Vic. You know why?” 


“Why?” Vickie asked as she finally gave Ava a dejected
look.


Ava hesitated and regarded the gun with an almost loving
expression. “I have empathy Vickie, you don’t. Nothing can hold you back, not
even family matter to you. The only thing that matters to you, is you. Whereas
me, my family mean more to me than my own life. They are the oxygen that feeds
my blood, the nutrients my body needs to survive and the strength that keeps me
upright daily. It’s the empathy in me that weakens me.”


Vickie nodded humbly but then smiled softly, the expression
looking awkward on her. “But you have something I could never have Ava.”


“What’s that?”


“Endurance; the natural instinct to survive for your
family.” She sighed and once more the vice controlled her, “Do it. Finish me.”


Ava nodded and held the tip of the gun to Vickie’s head,
“I actually loved you. You have been my friend for the last eight years, our
kids grew up together. We holidayed together and we helped each other through
the shit, Vic.”


Vickie nodded and smiled as a tear slid from her eye,
“The feelings mutual, love.” She gave Ava a firm final nod and then closed her
eyes.


I watched as the hole ripped through her forehead and the
bullet refused to make a reappearance through the back of her skull. My wife
was getting better at her skills. She was learning where to aim to get maximum
carnage from the shot.


She turned and gave her customary explosion of vomit on
the concrete floor. I sighed, would she ever not vomit each time she ended
someone?


“Come on, baby.” I whispered as I slid my hand over hers
and pulled her against me. She sagged and sobbed into me as her arms held onto
me with near desperation. “It’s okay, I’ll make sure Etta’s sorted, I promise.”


She nodded against me but then peered up at me, “But…
with what Vickie said, she’ll just take over the running of the family
business.”


I smirked at her, “Not where she’s going.”


She reeled back and stared at me, “What? Why, where’s she
going?”


I laughed at the image in my head, “Well let’s just say
our friendly bondage expert is gonna keep her tied up for a while.”


Her mouth dropped open as her eyes widened, “You’re
sending her to live with Kade and Grace?”


“Yep,” I grinned. “I doubt she’ll cause trouble for Grace
and if she does, Kade will soon have her strapped up or Grace will drill some
obedience into her.”


I watched the many emotions cross her face but eventually
understanding took over with a slight hint at humour. “Dear God” She chuckled
as the same visions I was having assaulted her. “Yeah, I think that’ll work.”


“Come on,” I tugged on her hand. “I’m hungry, feed me
wench.”


She snorted and gave me a disbelieving shake of her head.
“There’s only you that can eat after watching someone’s brains splatter the
wall.”


“Hey!” I chastised, “You did well, baby. No mess this
time. I’m proud of you.”


She beamed up at me and gave a small proud shrug of her
shoulders, “Yeah, I hoped you noticed.”


“I did,” I confirmed with pride at my little warrior as I
kissed the top of her head and led her to the house.







 



Chapter 15


Ava


 


We were both laughing loudly as we fell through the front
door of the house, Mason attempting to cheer me up with small tickles and prods
on my backside. He slammed into my back when I came to an abrupt halt at the
sight before me.


Nate stood silently with a forlorn expression on his face,
Liv beside him with her face downcast, staring at the pattern on the carpet but
it wasn’t them I couldn’t tear my eyes from. It was the three suitcases planted
on the floor beside George.


I knew before he opened his mouth that he was leaving and
I whimpered as my soul ripped from inside me in preparation to leave with him.


He looked at me, a haunted appearance marring his
handsome face. A tear slipped free and the sight of it finally broke me.
“George, please…”


He shook his head angrily, but I knew it was his way of
coping; his father was the same. “I can’t do this anymore, Mom. He’s…” His
voice broke as he pointed at Mason, “He’s dangerous. Everything within range of
him shrivels and dies, you included.”


“No, sweetheart,” I urged as I hurried towards him and
took his hands, gripping onto them too tightly but unable to let go. “No.”


“Yes,” he hissed as his fury surfaced. He grabbed at my
arms and spun me around until I was facing the mirror, his dark eyes looking
back at mine in the reflection. “Look at you. Look what he does.”


I tried to close my eyes but he shook me, “Mom, look at
yourself.”


“This wasn’t him, George. This was…”


“NO!” He bellowed in my ear, making me jump with the
severity of it. “This is the carnage he leaves in his wake. It’s not even the first
time; it’s not even the second or the third. It will never end and I can’t
stand here and watch you be destroyed. I can’t and won’t wait in the background
while he destroys you.”


“But...” I stuttered as I turned to him. “I can’t do this
without you George. You’re my son, my life and I’m nothing without you.”


“Then come with me. Leave him.”


“Wh…what?” 


Everything was going wrong. Everything I had built up
since moving here was falling around me, the shelter and defence I had
struggled to erect for my family was crumbling around me and burying me under
its rubble.


I turned to Mason, angry that he was just stood silent,
angry that this was all his fault, angry that he was letting this happen and
wasn’t doing anything to stop it. “Please, Mom. Come with me. Start again, a
fresh life, free from his fucking dodgy shit and his extreme ability to ruin
everything, you included.”


Mason continued to stare at me, expressionless and stoic
as my son begged me to leave his father and start a new life with him. Visions of
the last eighteen years ripped me apart; Mason’s torturous drug habit, his
addiction to whores and women, his dominant rule; Dane’s cruelty and
persecution, the rapes and beatings, the slice of excruciating agony when the
poker seared my back. Rebecca’s taunting smirks, ridiculing me, her evil face
mocking me as she ran her hand across Mason’s arm, her sneer as she wrapped her
arms around his neck and broke my heart. Then finally, Kade’s loving eyes, the
warmth and adoration on his face and the way he would make love to me.


I turned back to George and smiled sadly, “No.”


He swallowed and the sight of devastation on his face
tore my heart into pieces. “Whatever you think of your father, I love him and I
know without a shadow of a doubt that he would use his last breath to protect
me. Life is life, George and one day I hope you’ll understand why I’m doing
this but I love your father with everything I am. He is me… and I am him. We’re
one; we share the same breath, the same air and the same soul. You will never
know the extent of what he has done for me, and I never want you to know, there
are some things that shouldn’t be shared with your children.”


“Oh, believe me, I know.”


I palmed his cheek softly and shook my head, “No George,
you don’t. You have no idea what he pulled me through. He forced me through the
gates of hell and taught me to keep fighting until I reached the other end, and
until you have experienced life, I don’t expect you to understand. But I need
you to know, although I’m not coming with you, I love you so much it hurts. You
gave life to me as I gave it to you, you gave me hope and happiness and for
that, you will forever be in my heart. But I can’t and won’t leave your father,
I will never leave him until the heavens decide it’s our time and even then I know
he’ll be behind me, holding my hand and following me through.”


The tears he shed shredded any strength I had left but I locked
my knees and stood firm, not allowing him to see how much more painful this was
than anything Mason had ever done before. My husband could be cruel and
merciless but I knew with my very soul that he would never abandon me.


But now George had to experience life to understand it
and I wouldn’t be the one to hold him back. I couldn’t force him to stay and I wouldn’t.
I knew he needed to do this as much as I needed air to live.


He nodded then bent to pick up his case, “I’ll be with Uncle
Nate and Aunt Liv if you need to get hold of me.”


I returned his nod, holding his gaze determinedly but he
finally broke and dropped his case, his arms curling around me as he press me
so tight I was scared for my ribs. “Christ Mom, I…” His sobs swallowed his
words but I held onto him with as much strength as I could find. “I love you,”
he whispered as he pulled away and walked from the room, the sound of the front
door closing too loud for the delicate air around me.


 


I stood silent, my knees trembling and threatening to admit
defeat as my soul shrank and wept.


“Baby,” Mason whispered behind me. 


 I hadn’t realised we were alone and wondered how long I had
been stood there. I turned to him, the pain on his face as agonising as the
shredding of my heart. “I’m so sorry, Ava. I…”


He dropped to his knees before me and sobbed, his
wretched cries tearing at the final strands of my heart as I fell before him
and wrapped him up, “Ssshhh, baby.”


“I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry…” he repeated over and over
until his throat became too dry and he began to rasp. Both the men in my life
had finally and ultimately destroyed me, shattered my soul and defeated me.


Vickie said my family was my strength but I begged to
differ. Nobody, not even Vickie, could estimate how much my family broke me,
how much they took from me and how much they crushed me.


But, as my soul splintered, my spirit kicked in and fought
back. My heart punched me in the guts and declared its vitality with another
beat and my armour strengthened yet again and demanded that I get to my feet
and live another day.


“He’ll be okay, Mason. I promise.”


He nodded eagerly against me, his tears drenching me and his
pain engulfing me as I pulled him closer and devoured it all from him.


Once again, my glorious bastard fed the warrior in me and
I knew we would make it through.


Endurance was underestimated.







 


 


 


The End
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