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-Ginny-

Cold,lifeless eyes staredup at me. They were so damn black; they didn’'t even look
real. While the soulwas no longer in this body, it was as though it was billowing
around me.Haunting me. Promising me endless hours of sleepless nights. It wasn't
thefirst life | had taken and it wouldn’t be the last, but this one hit medifferently than
the others. It was probably because the body belonged to alethal, powerful man who
used little girls for his own persona gain. But henever did the dirty work himself.
Instead, he paid people off. He dished out alot of money to ruin, torture, rape and kill
younger women and little girls. Inever knew why he didn’t do it himself.

| was going to end up paying for this, or hispeople would at least try and make me
pay. In al redlity, | didn’'t care. Thelives he had taken, the souls he had tarnished, the
victims he had chewed upand spit out, made him deserve more than me killing him.

| didn’t know how it happened really. Well, Idid, but it didn’t mean that | wanted to
think about it too much. It was awrong place, wrong time situation and one that |
never wanted to be in everagain. Or that was what | tried telling myself anyway. In
fact, it was morelike Dante Toretto was in the right place at the perfect time. | had
neverliked the guy, but he spent years getting a little too handsy for my liking.Even
when | threatened him, he would laugh and tell me to go run along and let themen do
the real work. | scoffed, kicking his unmoving body.

“Y ou messed with the wrong woman, you lazy fuck.”| kicked him again, a part of me
wishing that he would jump up and fight meback, just so | could kill him all over
again. When that didn’t happen and heonly laid there, | let out a harsh sigh.



“Why me?’ | asked him, my jaw clenching. “Why nowafter all of thistime?’

“Because.” That was the only answer he gave butit didn’t make sense.

“Well, | must be extra special then for you tocome out and do this yourself.”

My fingers tingled with a need to call a certainsomeone, but | couldn’t. Not yet.

Scanning the area around me, | didn’t see anyonenearby but with the way the hairs on
the back of my neck stood on end, | had afeeling | was being watched.

Staring down at the body, | couldn’t help thesmile spreading on my face. One of the
arms was twisted behind the back. A legwas bent in a way that wasn't humanly
possible. It was twisted in a grotesqueway that sent a shiver down my spine.

| did a mental scan of myself. My awareness. Myphysical being. Nothing hurt minus
the fact that adrenaline seeped through meto the point | could feel every fiber of my
being. But | was fine. Maybe notemotionally fine but | was in factfine.

Looking down at myself, | realized what | haddone. The night played out in my mind
like tiny flashes of film. It was on aconstant reel, teasing and taunting me over what |
did. Over what he tried todo. He never succeeded but the fact that he amost had,
didn’t sit well with meand would forever be etched into my mind.

But it still could have been worse or that waswhat | tried telling myself. He could still
be standing in front of me. Hecould still be touching me. He could still be trying to
rip at my clothes toget to where he wanted most. Dante was forever taking things that
didn't belongto him. If | respected the guy, | would hope that he found peace in
theafterlife, but | didn’'t respect him and | hoped he rotted in hell and gotripped apart
the way he had ripped apart those girls.



The sneer on that too handsome face could stillbe directed at me. Vile and disgusting
words could be said, while rough,calloused hands did things | didn’t want them to.
He never took it all the waybecause he wasn’'t given the chance, but he took it far
enough.

| tried stopping him, but it hadn’t worked. Itwas too late. He got part of what he
wanted before | was able to get the same.He took from me and gave me nothing in
return besides his life. A life that Iripped from him without his permission much like
he did to me.

“Please stop.”

“l know you want it, you little slut. You hit onme tonight. Y our daddy can’t protect
you now. No one can. So, | will takeeverything from you whether you like it or not.”

| could still feel the burn of his roughcalloused hands on my skin. The anger seeping
through me had been distracting.He had been too quick for me and almost succeeded
in raping me. | could stillhear his groans as he squeezed my ass to the point of
painful, feel hisagonizing touch, and smell the evil seeping from his pores.

Killing him was too easy. It was too quick butnot quick enough. Especially not when
he tried to rape me anyway.

Crouching low, | stared at him. A man | had knownfor most of my life. A man that |
could be slaughtered over killing. | was sureit would happen but at this point in time,
| didn't care. Especially when heshould have taken no for an answer. He had gone
through countless women andgirls, taking from them everything he wanted without
their permission. Theywould fight even though they shouldn’t have because he liked
it when they did.

They would scream. He especially liked that evenmore. He would silence them with



threats over their families. He had too muchpower and now that | had taken it away
from him, a sense of pride washed overme.

But | still shouldn’t have done it.

“Thisis for aimost raping me,” | bit out throughclenched teeth, pushing the blade of
my knife into Dante's stomach even more. “Thisis for al of the girls and women
you've brutalized, humiliated, raped, andmore. This is for every single shitty thing
you'’ ve done in your worthless life.”

“You're a sick bitch,” he wheezed. “I heard you...”His breathing became shallow.
“...you likekilling just for the sake of it.”

“No.” | tilted my head. “| don’t actually but Ihope that rumor spreads anyway.”

This feeling of satisfaction wouldn't last longand while | should probably clean up
the evidence as best | could, | didn’treally want to leave. It was fascinating in the way
he stared up at me, amostlike he was looking through me and not directly at me.
Even though he was deadand gone now and no other girls would have to worry about
him, | still wished Icould bring him back to life and kill him over and over again. But
that timehad come and gone. It was done. Finished. He wouldn’t hurt anyone else
everagain.

Throwing my hood up and over my head, | turned toleave the alley when | saw a dark
figure come toward me. It was large,appearing bigger and bigger the closer it got.

My heart started racing, my palms became sweaty.l backed up, my shoes hitting the
still body on the ground behind me.

As the figure neared, the moon cast an eerie glowon the person’s face. When
recognition dawned on me, my chest tightened, myhands clenching into fists at my



sides.
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The man stepped into the moonlight, revealing hisface. “It seems you’ ve been busy,
Bunny.”

A sour taste filled my throat over that stupidnickname.

When Arlo Ross stopped a foot away from me, hesmirked, that single dimple in his
cheek popping at the movement. His dark hairhad a wave through it, his bangs falling
over hisforehead.

“What are you doing here?’ | demanded, crossingmy armsin front of my chest.

He caught the movement, glancing down at my tits.“You know, even in this getup,
you're still hot as fuck.”

| rolled my eyes. “The city is big enough forboth of us, so I'll ask you again, what are
you doing here?’

He ran two fingers across his full lips, thatsignature smirk growing the longer silence
did between us. “1 want to play agame.”

| huffed, not having time for this shit. When Iwent to step around him, he blocked my
path. “ Get out of my way, Arlo.”

“No.” He nodded to the spot behind me. “It seemsthat you're in a bit of a bind. You
could use the excuse that it was self-defense,which I’'m sure it was.” The smirk fell
from his lips. “Fucker was a bastardanyway. You probably should have made him
suffer abit.”



“Probably, but instead he made the women andgirls he abused suffer instead. He tried
doing the same to me, but he didn’tget that far,” | blurted before | could stop myself.

A growl escaped Arlo, aman | had known for mywhole entire life. A man who was
my first everything. Literally. But afterfollowing up on a task my father had given
him, he disappeared for long periodsof time. | only kept tabs on him through mutual
acquaintances.

“He touch you?’

“He did but not the way he wanted. He triedthough.” | patted Arlo's arm. “But it's
done. I'mabig girl. I'll get throughit.” Unlike the women and girls Dante killed.

Arlo let me walk past him this time but notbefore he caught my arm. “Come home
with me, so | can take care of you.”

“1f you haven't learned already, | can take careof myself.” | pulled from his grip and
pointed a finger in his face. “Whotaught me that, anyway? Who taught me how to
defend myself? And before you sayanything, tonight doesn’t count. He caught me off
guard but he paid for it inthe end.”

Arlo sighed, the lines in his handsome tannedface, softening. “1 wish you would have
called me and told me that you would beout and about.”

“1 don’t need a bodyguard.” But sometimes, Iwished | had one.

“Where are you going from here?’ He reached formy hand and much to my own
surprise, | didn’'t pull away from him thistime.

“I"'m going home.” What else could | do? | made amistake but that fucker made an
even bigger one. | knew | would pay for it inthe end. Maybe even with my life but |



sure as hell wasn't going to go downwithout a fight.

“Bunny.”

| spun on Arlo, jabbing a finger into his chest. “Stopcalling me that. | am not your
Bunny. | am not anything to you.”

“You...” He grabbed my hand, pulling me against himroughly. “...are everything to
me, Ginny,” he growled out my name even though hehated using it. Arlo Rossi was a
tough man to crack and | had been the only onewho could ever do so. | had no idea
why. He was nearly fifteen years older thanl was but we had a connection.
Athingbetween us and it was annoying ashell.

“1 shouldn’t be.” | struggled against him butwhen his hold on me only tightened, |
glared up a him. “Arlo,” | bit outthrough clenched teeth, attempting to pull away
from him.

“You can fight me all you want but we both knowwhere you'll end up eventually and
where you' ve already been.”

Placing my hands against his chest, | pushed. Hefinally released me, letting me take a
step away from him.

Smart man.

“You know we can’t do this. Not again. Not everagain.” | pointed afinger in hisface.
“You are the one who told me that whenl was alittle girl and told you about my little
girl crush | had on you. Whatwere your words, Arlo?’ | pinched my chin, pretending
to think about my nextwords. “Oh | remember. ‘Ginny, you're just agirl. You'll find
love when you’' remeant to but it won’t be with me’. Y ou have no ideawhat that did to
my heart.”



His brows narrowed. “You were a child. I'm into alot of things but children are not
one of them.” He lifted his hand when | wentto speak. “I’m not here to tell you what
to do.”

| snorted.

Herolled his eyes. “Y ou know what | mean, Bunny.”



Page 3

Source Creation Date: June 27, 2025, 7:42 am

My jaw clenched. “Do not call me that.”
“Yeah.” He chuckled. “Not happening.”

“What do you want, Arlo?’ | placed my hands on myhips, not having time for any of
this. | had to do something about the body. Iglanced at it, amost forgetting it was
there but | would never forget what hehad almost done to me.

“I'll get this cleaned up,” he said instead,pulling his phone out of his pocket and
bringing it up to his ear. “Yeah, Ineed a cleanup,” he told whoever was on the other
end of the phone.

| let out a sigh, a part of me thankful | didn’thave to deal with this alone but it still
didn’t mean | wanted help from Arlo.He had a habit of showing up at a time when |
needed assistance. Didn’t mean Iwas happy about it though.

“Are you going to tell me what you’ re doing outhere this late at night?’ Arlo asked,
putting his phone away. “And why you keepleaving our bed before I’'m done with
you?’

My cheeks burned, remembering how | was at hisplace a few nights ago. He referred
to his place, his things, as my own butthey weren't.

| opened my mouth to give a smart remark butsighed instead. | was too tired for this.
| needed to go home and take a longhot bath. | needed to move on. Or at the very
least, try to.



“Ginny.”

“l went for arun,” | told him, suddenly feelingstupid for doing something so innocent
that clearly got meinto trouble.

“You should have cadled me.” Arlo’'s browsnarrowed in the center. “And you
definitely should not be doing this shitalone.”

“1 don’'t need protection,” | threw at him.

“Yeah, obvioudly not.” He thrust his arm out. “Giventhe current situation, I’ d say that
you definitely don’t need protection.”

| scowled. “That’s not what | meant.”

“lI know.” He rubbed the back of his neck. It wassomething he did whenever |
stressed him out. | also caused most of those gray hairsin his beard and hair too. “Y ou
of all people are good at taking care of themselfbut it's been busy. And now that this
happened.” He glanced down at theunmoving body. “It's going to make even more
waves. Y ou are not safe.”

“1...” Sirens sounded in the distance, sending meon high alert.

“They’re not here for this,” Arlo said gently,coming toward me. “But I’m taking you
home anyway. The cleaners don’t need ushere for this.”

It took everything in me not to argue. “Why areyou helping me?”’
“Why wouldn’'t 17" he asked, walking past me. Whenhe noticed that | wasn’t

following him, he turned, looking back at me over hisshoulder. “I don't give a shit
how much we drive each other crazy. | willalways protect you and | know for a fact



that you would do the same for me.”

Unfortunately, he wasn’t wrong.

There had been a time where we actually got alongand | didn’t fight these feelings or
try to push him away. But those times werefew and far between lately. | wasn't sure
what it was like anymore to carry aproper conversation with him.

As soon as we left the alleyway, severa guyswalked past us. | didn’t acknowledge
them and kept my head down. Which wasprobably for the best. Word would get out
soon that it was me who killed one ofthe most powerful men in the city.

Arlo would help me and keep me safe but when itcame to asking him, | wouldn’t. He
also wouldn’t do anything until the wordsleft my mouth. Until |1 begged and pleaded
for him to take care of me. We bothknew it would take a lot for me to do that. So
until then, | really needed abath and a glass of wine.

“Let’s get you home, Bunny.” Arlo grabbed myupper arm, guiding me out of the
aley.

| went to look at the chaos | was leaving behindwhen he caught my chin in a firm
grip. | swallowed hard, staring up at the manwho had been my mentor for aslong as |
could remember. Who had been the loveof my life, no matter how hard | tried
fighting it. He was always there for me.He took care of me when my mom left
because she couldn’t handle being marriedto a mob boss and he took care of me even
more when my dad had been murderedright in front of me. Arlo held me while |
screamed and cried and blamedmyself. It had been because of me that my dad was
killed. Because | was theonly daughter in along line of sons. It was my fault. All of
it. Was my fault.

“Don’t you dare look back there,” Arlo bit out,that muscle in hisjaw ticking.



“It'smy fault.” | tried pulling my head from hisgrasp, but he was too strong for me.

“No, it's not. If it wouldn’t have been youkilling him, someone else would have done
it. It's about time anyway.” Arloreleased me and continued walking.

He was right but | couldn’t help but be drawn tothat alley. | shouldn’t have killed him
though. | should have let him go tojail and rot there instead, but | also knew that if |
hadn’t taken justice intomy own hands, he would have gotten away with it. | wasn’'t
the only woman he attemptedto rape. He was successful with most. Some fought him
off like | had but a lotdidn’t. In fact, most didn’'t. He usually went for the younger
girls. It wassick and disgusting what he was into. Along with everyone else in his
community.l wasn’'t the age he was normally into, but | knew he went after me
because ofwho my father was. He was no longer around, so these men thought they
couldtake what they wanted from me. They aso thought that if they got rid of
me,they could take over the metaphorical throne my father once sat on. But no
onecould ever take his place.

Dante Toretto was the epitome of evil, but Arlowas no better. Arlo just never got
caught and he didn’t flaunt his power aroundlike Dante did.
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“You dtill live at thesame place?” Arlo asked, keeping his hand wrapped firmly
around my upper arm.

“You know | do.” He had been tracking me foryears. Ever since my daddy died. Arlo
had promised him before he died, that hewould spend the rest of his life taking care
of his daughter. If my dad knewthen that | had lost my virginity to his best friend, he
would have had himkilled instead. But that little secret had stayed between Arlo and
me eversince. Ever since | seduced him. Ever since he gave in to what | wanted. He
couldn’tresist.

“Tell me where you’'re going from here.” Arloreleased my arm and linked his fingers
with mine instead. Under normalcircumstances, | would have pushed him away. But
at the moment, | craved histouch. | actually craved more than us just holding hands,
but it would take alot of determination on my part to get Arlo to fuck me.

“1’m going home, taking a bath, and having abottle of wine. Not exactly in that order
either.”

“Y ou should come back to my home. Our home,Bunny.”

My jaw clenched, my teeth grinding down hardagainst each other. “I’m going back to
my father’s place.” Was all | said.While Arlo thought his home was mine and maybe
it was, | couldn’t stay there.Not on a continuous basis anyway. | aways left when he
got too close, and Ifelt suffocated. It didn’t make sense when | did actually love him,
but Icouldn't help the weight resting on my damn chest every time | had been in
hisbed for a couple of days.



Arlo grunted, tightening his grip on my hand.Something was on his mind. Something
more than just what happened tonight. Hewas a hard one to read but | found that |
liked it that way. It made thingsmore exciting becauseheliked it when | begged him
for information.

“What isit?’ | asked, keeping my gaze straightahead. If | looked at him, looked deep
into his eyes, | would fall and | didn’twant that to happen. Not tonight. | already spent
part of my evening having someof my control taken from me.

“Thiswill get out, Ginny.”

A sour taste filled my throat whenever he used myreal name. It usually meant he was
pissed at me or he was trying to get hispoint across. But this...this moment was
unlike him.

“I know. You don’'t have to tell me that, Arlo.” Iwent to pull my hand from his grip
but he was having none of that. He pulled meinto another alley and pushed me up
against the nearest wall.

“l know you can handle yourself, Bunny. | do knowthat. But you don’'t have to do
this on your own either.”

| stared up at him, the moon casting eerieshadows over him. Even though he was
older, much older than my twenty-five, hewas beautiful in a rugged sort of way.
Silver was coming through the darkstrands of his hair and | found that | couldn’t wait
to see what he looked likecompletely gray. His strong chiseled jaw was covered with
a few days worth ofscruff. He was old enough to be my father. If he had me at
fifteen anyway.

| didn’t have daddy issues. My father and | gotalong as well as a father and daughter
should. Even with the power he had. Iwas never raised to be the daughter that stayed



behind the scenes. He didn’texpect me to play with Barbies or do girly things other
girls my age had done.lt was one of the many things | had appreciated about him.
Even now that he wasgone, | thought of it often and how he didn’t make me feedl like
the lesser sex.

Arlo had been the same. He taught me everything Iknew and kept me safe after my
father had been murdered.

“What are you thinking about in that beautifulbrain of yours?” Arlo dlid his hand
from mine and lightly ran his fingers up myforearm. The gentle touch sent a shiver
down my spine.

“Just thinking about my dad,” | confessed.

Arlo tilted his head, giving me a curt nod. Hepulled away from me and left the aley,
stopping at the entrance.

| joined him and we continued walking. My eyesscanned the vacant street in front of
us. It was pushing two in the morning ona Friday night. Even though we weren’t
downtown, this place was still usuallyquite active, especialy on a Friday. But not
tonight and it didn’t make mefeel good.

“He would have been proud of you,” Arlo muttered,his voice trailing off.

“Maybe.” | followed his gaze, watching as a largeblack SUV sped past us.

Arlo stepped in front of me, shielding me fromsomething that could very well
happen. When it didn’t, both of us let out abreath of relief.

“Paranoid?’ | teased, trying to make light of thesituation when it was anything but.



“Nope.” He grabbed my arm, a little too tightthis time, and all but dragged me down
to the end of the street. When we turneda corner, he led me to a blood red sports car.

| pulled from his grasp and walked to the car.Arlo followed behind me. He watched
me and it made my skin tingle.

When | stood near the '67 Shelby Mustang, | ranmy hand across the top of the
beautiful car. “I missed you.”

“1 forgot how much you loved this car.” Arlo cametoward me and unlocked the door
for me. Like a gentleman, he opened the doorfor me and waited.

He didn't forget but he didn’t want to make itseem like he was pining after me either.
Our relationship was odd. The agedifference being the least of our problems. My dad
asked for him to take careof me and while he had, he felt that it was too weird to
build anything morewith me. At first. | didn’t believe him, but | never pressed either.
| threw atemper tantrum and ran away. Which was something | had always done
whenever Ididn't get my way. | was an only child, so | was used to getting
spoiled.Especialy when it had only been me and my dad for most of my life, |
couldn’thelp but crave that attention.

| missed what we did in the car more than Imissed the car itself. But that had been
another life. Long before | had goneon my own and Arlo went rogue.

Instead of letting myself get lost in thosememories, | slipped into the passenger seat
and waited for him to join me.
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“I’'m taking you home so you can have your bath,”he told me, attempting to make
conversation with me.

| looked at him then, crossing my arms under mychest. The movement pushed my tits
up higher, earning me a soft growl fromArlo.

He shook himself, his gaze dropping to my chestbefore quickly meeting my eyes.
“Now is not the time for that, Bunny.”

“Trust me.” | snorted. “I don’t care how goodyour dick is, I'm not in the mood.” But
even though | said those words, | knewthat he could make me feel better after the shit
that went down tonight.Instead, | would be a good girl. For now. “To answer your
guestion, even thoughyou already know said answer, yes, | still live at my father’s
house.”

Arlo chuckled, shaking his head. “I fuckingmissed your sass.”

| couldn’t help but smile, the heaviness of thenight, slowly dissipating around us. |
had to move on from what happened andwhat | did.

“Take me home, Arlo.” | turned my body towardhim, leaning the side of my head
against the seat. “Please.”

He nodded, reaching his arm out to rest across mylap. The heavy weight of his arm,
eased some of the anxiety over what happenedtonight and what was to come.

“l need you to know something, Ginny.” He glancedmy way quickly before looking



back at out at the road in front of us. “Whateverhappens, I’'m not going anywhere.
I’m promising you that.”

| wanted to argue with him. | wanted to throw afit and tell him that | could take care
of myself. | had been doing it sincebefore my dad died.

“You promised me that before and look whathappened.”

He shot me a look. It was a look that meant forme to shut up or he would make me
eat my words. Any other time and | would havelaughed but | wasn't in the mood
tonight. | didn’t know how | was going to getpast killing Dante. It wasn't even the
fact that | had killed him in the firstplace that bothered me so much. It was who he
was. He had been my dad's rivalfor years. It was aimost funny in a way, especialy
when Dante and | had oncebeen friends. It had never amounted to anything more than
that no matter howhard he had tried. Arlo wouldn’'t have any of it. It had been one of
my dad’ swishes that | would end up with Arlo, his best friend, my mentor, the man
whohad taken care of me now that | had no one. But | didn't want to be with a
manbecause he felt he had to be with me out of respect for the dead. It had beenone
of the reasons why | ended things with Arlo in the first place. | aso wasn’tstupid
though. There would come a time where | would no longer be able to fightthese
feelings | had for him.

“You're thinking too damn loud, Bunny,” Arlogrumbled, pulling me from my
thoughts.

| snorted, linking my fingers between his becauseit was comfortable and something |
had been doing for years. It didn’t matterhow many months we went not seeing each
other. This time had only resulted inme being gone for a few days but when we
reunited, we fell back into an easyroutine, and | could never figure out how | actually
felt about that.



“1 really need to soak in a bath and fall into abottle of wine.” | sighed, curling his
fingers around my inner thigh.

He squeezed, reminding me that although | foughtthis relationship between us, he still
owned me. But we had to play it safe.

“What happened tonight?’

And there it was. The question | didn’'t know howto answer but had to find a way to
anyway because Arlo wouldn’t have it anyother way.

“What do you mean?’ | asked instead, mulling overmy words.

“Ginny.”

| swallowed hard, my heart jumping in my chest. “What?’

“You know what I’m asking.”

“It wasn't my fault. None of it was my fault.” lhad gone out for a few drinks by
myself. | didn’t have alot of friends since Icouldn’t let them into my world. It was for

their safety, so really, theclosest person | had to afriend anymore, was Arlo.

“Geezus, Bunny. | would never think it was yourfault.” His tone had a bite to it. A
bite | wish he would use more often on me.

“1 just want to know what happened,” hecontinued. “ That’sit.”

“Why?’

“What the fuck do you mean why?’



“Because | want to know what your intentions are,Arlo,” | threw at him. “I want to
know why after all of this time, you happento show up when | need you most. You
never show up out of the blue. It usuallytakes you weeks. Maybe months. Not days.
Are you tracking me? Were youfollowing me? Did you have someone else follow
me? Why? How?’ | threw questionafter question at him, and his only response was a
deep chuckle. The sound wassinister at best, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

His hand tightened around my thigh, reminding mewho | belonged to. Who | would
aways belong to no matter how hard | tried pushinghim away. Arlo and | were
connected and it was more than just being physical.Our souls had intertwined from
the moment | was born.

Iknew then that what happened earlier, wouldn’t even be the worst part of mynight.
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-Arlo-

Ginnydidn’t need myhelp. That much was clear. But she was unraveled, her gaze
flicking from sideto side. She may not have noticed it but | sure as hell did. She was
losingherself. It made complete sense, given the events that took place tonight.

Dante Toretto was a monster. He had taken afterhis father but ended up being worse
than the man who raised him.

What Ginny did, was nothing compared to what I had wanted to do for years but never
could. She took that chance away from meand while | understood it was her right, it
still pissed me off that my eyesweren’t the last thing Dante saw before he died.

“You're stewing,” Ginny mumbled, cupping my handand holding it tight against her
inner thigh.

“1 wish it would have been me who killed him,” Iblurted, not expecting those words
to actually leave my mouth but | couldn’ttake them back, so | would live with the

consequences.

Ginny laughed. “You know, it's funny. Dante nevergot very far. Not with me
anyway. | killed him because | didn’t like the way helooked at me.”

“Somehow that doesn’'t actually surprise me.” Imoved my hand from her thigh to her
cheek. She sighed, leaning into it. “Istill wish you would let me take care of you.”

“You taught me to not need being cared for.” Hergaze hardened. “Both you and my



father did.”

Shewasright but it still didn’t mean | likedthe sound of it.

Ginny grew up in a man’s world. As sexist as itsounded, it was the truth. She was
born and bred around men most didn’t evenknow existed. She was a mafia princess
and now that her dad was gone, it was myjob to take care of her no matter how hard
she fought me on it.

“Take me home, Arlo.” She sighed, turning backaround and looking out at the road
ahead of us. “We can worry about the restlater.”

A moment later, my phone vibrated in my pocket. Ididn’t have to check to know it
was the cleaning service letting me know theytook care of things. They had been
within the organization long before | wasborn. No one knew exactly when they
started or who even ran it. But they wereused by the mafia, bikers, anyone really. It
was no secret that they got thejob done without asking questions. They also knew that
if they told anyone whatthey actually did for aliving, every single person they knew,
would bemurdered. It was athreat that hung over their heads for centuries.

“It'sdone,” | told Ginny.

“Good.” She crossed her arms under her chest andstared out the window.

“Isit?’ | didn't look her way but | could feelher gaze burning into the side of my
head. She let her emotions get the best ofher and a man lost hislife at aresult of it. It
didn’t matter that he was amonster and deserved what she gave him. Now her life was

asoontheline.

“What are you actually asking me, Arlo?



The bite in her tone sent a shiver down thelength of my cock. No matter how many
months, weeks, days, had gone by where wedidn't see each other, there was
something about her that | would always need.Besides her submission, | needed her
sass, her strength. Her damn determinationto piss me off on adaily basis.

“1 wish you would call me like you used to,” Iconfessed. She didn’t say anything. |
wondered for a second if maybe she hadn’theard me. But when | looked over and saw
her eyes shining with unshed tears, Iknew that | had struck a nerve.

“1 don’t want to bother you,” she mumbled.

“Yes, you do. There’' s something else. Anotherreason you never call me anymore.”

“l don’'t call you to keep you safe.” Her headwhipped around, her eyes glaring into
mine. “And before you say that you're aman and you can handle shit yourself, |
aready know that. But you...this...” Shehuffed. “It doesn't matter. None of this
matters. Dante is dead. Nothing elsematters.”

| didn't say anything more as | pulled into thelong driveway that led to the large
house she lived in by herself. Ginny didn’teven have any maids or cooks and took
care of the estate all by herself.

Her dad asked me to take care of her. He probablydidn’t mean to take care of her by
fucking her. Either way, | had a job and itwas a job that | took rather serioudly.
Whether sheliked it or not, Ginny andl would always be together.

It was always us.

Untilthe end.

-Ginny-



Muchto my dismay,Arlo followed me into my home. Even though | had lived here
my whole entirelife, | still felt like an outsider at times. Especially when all of the
peoplein the paintings that hung on the walls, stared at me. | could feel their
eyesburning into me every time | walked by them. It was like they judged me.

| remembered back to when | was a small girl andhow | had told my father that |
didn’t like the paintings because they camealive, especially when | walked by them.
He would only chuckle, kiss the top ofmy head, and tell me that | would put my
imagination to good use one day.

Now as | walked through the hall in the main entrywayof the house, | glared up at the
paintings. Arlo was right behind me, hiscologne present and sending a tingle racing
down my spine. But it was not thetime to think of that. Although, using him could
definitely make me feelbetter.
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“I’m going to grab a bottle of wine and take abath.” | stopped at the entrance to the
kitchen. “Y ou can join me or not, | don’tgive a shit, but that’s what I’ m doing.”

Arlo’ s dark eyes moved over my face. “I’m notleaving you alone tonight.”

“Okay. Then it's settled.” | headed to the pantrylocated beside the fridge and pulled
out a bottle of red wine. | usually had afavorite that | went for but tonight, | didn’t
overly care what | drank. | waswaiting for Arlo to tell me that getting drunk was not
the best way to handlethings but he didn’'t speak those words at all. It made me
wonder why butinstead of dwelling on it, | pushed those thoughts to the back of my
mind andmade my way upstairs to the large bathroom across the hall from my
bedroom. “L ookslike you’ re joining me.”

Arlo sighed, coming up beside me. “Why do youhave to make things difficult?’
“Me?’ | gasped. “Why, whatever do you mean?’

Herolled his eyes, asmall smile forming at thecorners of hislips. “Y ou should let me
take care of you.”

“Right.” | snorted. “ And we both know how that’llend up.”

“You make it sound like that’s a bad thing.” Hereached out for my hand, slipping his
fingers between mine and stopping me fromtaking a step further. “Y ou deserve to be

happy.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to argue with him.To tell him that because of me, my



father died. If | had never been born or ifl had at least born a boy, he would still be
alive. Or if he would have givenme up like the men he worked with told him to, he
would still be here.

| blamed myself for my father’s death. Eventhough | had never actually pulled the
trigger, he died protecting me and forthat, | would never forgive myself.

“Your father didn’t die because of you.”

As soon as those words left Arlo’s mouth, Ipulled away from him and stomped down
the hall toward the bathroom that wouldbe my home for the next few hours.

“Ginny.”

“What?’ | spun on him. “You can't honestly standthere and tell me that my dad
didn’'t die because of me. That he didn’t diebecause | let my feelings get in the way
and | ended up at some party. Someparty that a fucker threw because they were using
me as bait. You can't...” Myheart started racing, my breathing picking up the longer |
stood there.

Arlo didn’'t say anything. He closed the distancebetween us instead and pulled me
into his arms. Normally, | would have foughthim but tonight, | was tired. While |
succeeded in bringing down one of themost dangerous men in this city, | knew that
my freedom was short-lived. That waswhere Arlo came in, whether | liked it or not.
He was there to protect me.

“Why didn’'t you stop me from killing Dante?’ lasked, leaning my cheek against
Arlo’s chest.

He wrapped his arms around me, slowly slippinghis hands to my ass before picking
me up.



Hooking my legs around hiswaist, | latched on tohim.

“Because | knew you could handle it.” Arlocarried me to the bathroom. Once we
were in the large space, he sat me on theedge of the tub and turned on the water.

“But you were still there,” | pointed out.

“Of course.” He ran his fingers under thestreaming water. When he was satisfied it
wouldn’t burn me, he grabbed a bottleof bubble bath off the counter and squeezed
some into the hot water.

“1 didn’'t need your help,” | told him but in redlity,l actually did. | just hated asking
for it.

“1 know you didn’t, Bunny.” Arlo helped meundress. Normally, | would have fought
him and told him | could do it myselfbut | was tired. Oh, so fucking tired. Of
everything. Of being a woman in thisworld. Of not being treated as an equal. Of just
existing in a world that | wasforced into at such a young age. My father had
introduced me at a young age tothe carnage that existed within generations of our
family. Arlo wasn't mucholder than | was when my dad had taken him under his
wing so to speak. Now hewas here, bathing me and both of us were trying to fight
these feelings we hadfor each other.

“Join me,” | murmured.

Arlo didn’t argue. Once he was naked, he slippedinto the tub behind me. “It’s been a
long time, Ginny.”

“1 know.” Bringing my knees up to my chest, Ileaned my cheek against them and
reveled in the way he ran the cloth over myback.



“When was the last time?”’
“With you, but you already know that, so why evenbother asking?’

“Because | like hearing you say it. | likeknowing that I’m the only man you’ ve been

with.”

“Yeah, well. It'snot like | haven't tried togarner interest from other men,” | mumbled
just to piss him off. He ignored meand continued running the cloth over my back.
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“The men wish they were me. They wish they couldhave you like | can, but they
can't.”

“Nope. They can’t. It doesn’t matter though. It'snot like | have guys banging down
my door to get to me. Y ou are the only one whohas ever done that.”

He chuckled, the sound deep and sliding over myskin. “That was along time ago.”
And it had been something | would never forget.

Loud banging erupted through the house. Thankfully my daddy wasn’'t home or else
he would have lost his shit and had theperson killed on the spot. Especially seeing as

it was in the middle of thenight.

My heart started racing the more the bangingcontinued. Who could be here at this
hour?

“Ginny, let mein,” adeep voice boomed from theother side of the front door.

My eyes widened. “Arlo?’ | rushed to the door,quickly unlocking it and swinging it
open. “What the hell’ s going on? Why areyou banging down the door?’

“You...” His chest rose and fell. His suit wasunkempt which wasn't like him. His
clothes were always clean, pressed, and hewas always put together. But right now,

even his hair was out of place. AlImostlike he had been pulling at the dark strands.

“Me?’ | frowned. “What did | do? I’ ve been hereall night.”



“That’s exactly it.” He pushed his way into thehouse, forcing me to take a step back.
“l don't know what you mean.” He was confusing.He was never confusing. He
always said what was on his mind and never left meguessing. Not until now. It was
one of thethings | found attractive when itcame to him.

“1 heard you were home alone tonight.”

| swallowed hard at the sudden change in his deepvoice. It went even lower as he
stalked toward me, finally revealing what itwas that he came over for.

“What do you want?’ | jumped when my back hit anearby wall.

Arlo closed the distance between us, placing hishands on either side of my head. His
brows narrowed, his eyes dropping to mymouth. “Y ou, Bunny. | want you.”

My heart jumped. “ That can’'t happen. My dad willkill you.”

“1 don't care about your dad and his idlethreats.” Arlo pinched my chin, tilting my
head back. His thumb ran over mybottom lip. “It's my job to take care of you. To
protect you. To prevent theseboys, these fucking kids, from touching you.”

“So, you can have me for yoursef? | asked him,my stomach twisting with
anticipation of what was going to happen next.

“Yes.” He leaned his forehead against minetaking a deep breath. “I know you're a
virgin.”

| snorted. “I think everyone knows that. Rememberwho my dad is, Arlo. He wants to
make sure I’'m untouched until the right suitorcomes along.” | loved my father but he
liked having way too much control overmy life. | was nineteen. | should have some



say in who | ended up with butseeing as | was the only daughter in this fucked up
world my daddy belonged to,l was like a prized possession.

“1 wish they didn’t.” Arlo ran his hands down myarms, my skin tingling under his
soft touch.

“You can’'t have me, Arlo. We live two verydifferent worlds. It wouldn’t be right. |
also don’t want you to get murderedjust because you want to get laid.”

He leaned back, staring down at me. “Y ou thinksex isall | want?’

“Is it not? That's what everyone wants.” | placedmy hands on his chest, feeling the
beating of his heart beneath my palm. “I’ mthe first daughter in generations. So, |
have atarget on my back. | know that.Y ou know that. My dad knows that. Everyone
knows that. The fact that he's toldeveryone not to touch me and leave me aone,
makes you all want me even more.”

“That may be true.” Arlo’s hand moved to mythroat. “But I'm the only one who will
ever have you.”

Before | could argue, he crushed his mouth tomine. After al of thistime. After years
of having a crush on him, he wasfinally kissing me. There were cameras in this area
of the house butthankfully, | knew how to erase the video footage. | loved my father
andrespected the hell out of him, so | didn’t want him to see anythinginappropriate.

Arlo groaned, cupping my ass and lifting me inhis arms. He pushed me up against the
wall, a gasp escaping me at the roughimpact. The kiss deepened, igniting every inch
of me on fire. | had beenwanting this for so long. Him touching me. Kissing me.
Fucking me. | didn’tcare if it was rough. | didn’t care that it would hurt, seeing as |
was a virgin.l just wanted to feel him. Every single thrust, every vein, every
violentstroke of his cock inside of me.



“Arlo,” | whispered against his mouth, snaking myarms around his shoulders.

“You feel so fucking good in my arms.” His lipsfound the side of my throat, his teeth
nipping. His tongue licking. His mouthdamn near sucking the soul from my body. It
was surely going to leave a markbut | didn’t care. My dad would have questions but
the fact that | would onlybe touched by Arlo himself, ignited this fiery inferno inside
of me.
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“Please.” The plea left my lips. Under normalcircumstances, | wouldn’t beg but this
was something | had wanted for quitesome time. | was younger than Arlo and he was
my father’s best friend. My dadhad me at a young age, so Arlo wasn't that much
older than | was. But being inthis world, there were rules that Arlo and | both had to
follow. Tonight, Iwanted to break them.

Arlo placed me on my feet and spun me around. Hecupped the back of my neck,
pushing me face first against the wall. “1 shouldbe gentle. | should make love to you
and take care of you.”

| almost laughed at that. Even though | had neverbeen with Arlo sexually, | knew
there was nothing gentle about him.

“You know | don’'t care about any of that,” | toldhim. “Not like we have a whole lot
of time for hearts and flowers and all thatshit.”

Arlo brushed my hair off my nape. “Next time, I'mdoing this slowly but right
now...” He ran his hands down my sides, dipping hisfingers beneath my shirt.
“...thisisgoing to be fast and hard.”

“God.” | shivered at hispromise. “Y es, please.”

Before any more pleas could leave my lips, Arloripped my shorts down my hips and
over my ass. A low groan left him but neitherof us had time to get used to this.

Without him having to ask, | stuck my assout.

“Fuck, baby.” He swiped a thumb between my legs. “lcan see how wet you are. This



sweet pussy is glistening for me.”

| whimpered, needing him, some part of him,inside of me. | didn’t care how or what,
| just needed what | had heard he wasgood at.

“Arlo, please fuck me.”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, ripping my headback. “Y ou think begging is going to
get me to fuck you faster, Bunny?’

| ground my teeth together. That damn nicknamewas enough to drive me mad but at
the same time, | wouldn’t have it any otherway either.

“Why, Arlo. | would never do such athing.” Ilicked my lips, staring up at him.

He grinned, releasing my hair and cupping myforehead. “| want you to never forget
your first time, so | promise, baby. Thisis going to hurt.”

“Yes.” | shivered at hiswords. His need to makeme remember him in every delicious
way possible.

The sound of a zipper lowering, sent a shiverdown my spine. My skin tingled, my
heart thumping hard with anticipation.

“Ready for me, baby girl?’

Before | could answer him, he thrust every inchof him into me. | cried out, arching
against him and trying unconsciously toget away. He was too big, stretching me to
the point of painful. A dark chuckleleft him, his hands grabbing hold of my hips as he
fucked me slow and deep.



“It'stoo...you'retoo...” | whined, my pussy pulsingaround his thick length.

“I’'m too what, Ginny?’ He tugged my head back,placing a peck on my forehead as
he continued fucking me from behind.

“Too big.” My eyes welled, the burn soon turninginto something | had never felt
before. It was foreign to me as his hard cockpractically scraped along my insides. |
knew technically that wasn't what washappening but with how big he was and how
inexperienced | had been, it sure ashell felt like he was trying to rip me apart.

“I’m never too big.” His hand moved to my throat,squeezing there as his hips picked
up speed. “Never too big to make you feelgood.” Another thrust. “Never too big to
make you scream.” Another ripple ofpleasure. “Never too big to make you beg for
more.”

| slapped my hands against the wall and beganmoving my hips back and forth. The
action meant that with each impact, | tookhim deeper and deeper. My core still
burned but it had slowly turned into more.

“That’s my girl. Taking my cock like such afucking champ.” With his other hand, he
wrapped it around my ponytail, holdingmy head in place. “Y ou’re such a fucking slut
for my dick. Aren’t you, Bunny?You've never had it before and now you fucking
crave it. You will always craveit. No matter how long we go where we're not
together. Y ou will crave. My.Cock.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” | chanted that single word overand over, taking him deeper, harder,
faster. The burn ssmmered, igniting into araging inferno of lust and desire for this
man. This man | shouldn’t want. Thisman | couldn’t crave but did just the same. This
man that could very well bekilled for fucking me. Especially in the hallway where if
my dad was bored,could actually check out the security cameras before he got home.
Arlo’s worldas well as my own, could very well end tonight but in so many different



ways.

Arlo pulled me away from the wall, his dickremaining inside of me as he fucked me
to the floor.

Rising on all fours, | slammed back into him,taking him into the deepest parts of me.

“Such a good little whore.” Arlo dapped a handacross my ass, caling me filthy
names and telling me every single nasty thinghe wanted to do to me. No, that
hewoulddo to me. His disgusting and degradingwords only made me want him more
because | knew that no matter what he said tome when he was inside of me, he would
take care of me. He would show me what itwas like to be treated like a queen. Even if
| was being a bitch and didn’ tdeserve it. Which was most days.

“ Stop thinking, Bunny, and take my dick. Takeitall.”

“Shut up and fuck me,” | groaned.
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“No.” In a quick move, he had me face firstagainst the floor. “Y ou shut the fuck up
and take my dick like agood girl.”

“What are you thinking about?” Arlo asked frombehind me, running the cloth up my
arm to my shoulder.

“Our first time together.” | leaned back againsthim, letting out a soft sigh. The rest of
that night had been a blur of nakedlimbs, screams of pleasure, and pleas for more.

“That was along time ago,” he murmured.
“Yeah, but it's something I'll never forget.”

“Same, Bunny.” He kissed my temple, taking a deepbreath before letting it out
slowly. “I’ve missed you.”

“1 know.”

Our relationship was odd and wouldn’t make senseto most. We couldn’t be together
like normal couples. Not yet at least. Andespecially not now that | had killed Dante.
A sour taste filled my mouth. Ishouldn’t have let my temper get the best of me. | also
shouldn’t have dealtwith it on my own. Arlo took care of me just like he had been
doing for yearsbut he was too late this time. Or maybe he watched the whole thing.

“Were you there?’ | asked him, cupping his knee.

“When?’



“While | was killing him. Did you see the wholething?’

His heart beat hard in his chest.

“I did,” he said amoment later.

Leaning forward, | glanced at him over myshoulder. “Why didn’t you do anything to
stop me?’

“Because Dante deserved everything you gave him.Although.” Arlo smirked. “I
would have made him suffer.”

Under normal circumstances, | would have laughedat that but nothing about this was
normal. | fucked up and killed one of themost notorious bastards in the mafia. If |
wasn't assassinated as a result ofit, | would spend the rest of my life running. It
wasn’'t away to live but Iwould do it to survive.

“1 wanted to but it wasn't like | had awhole lotof time,” | mumbled.

“1 know.” Arlo brushed the hair off my nape andplaced a soft peck on my shoulder.
“Nowwhat do we do?’ | had never been on the receiving end of this. | only
heardabout what our world conquered when someone made a mistake but | never saw
it firsthand.Even though Arlo trained me to deal with it, a part of me thought |
wasuntouchable because of who my father was. But now that he was no longer
around,that assumption didn't even make sense and | was going to pay for my
mistake.

-Arlo-

Shewas scared. Shedidn’t have to tell me that she was because | felt it too.



| would do everything | could to protect Ginnybut | was only one person. | did have
some favors | could call in but it wouldresult in me owing people even more. It was a
never-ending cycle unfortunately.

Ginny and | sat there in silence but | couldpractically hear the thoughts rushing
through her head. The nervous energycoming off of her, made my muscles twitch. |
had to do what | could to protecther, even if | died trying. It would be what her dad
wanted.

“When do you think they’ll come for me?’ Ginnyasked, her voice soft and unsure. It
wasn't like her. She was always strong andconfident. Too confident at times. Which
was why she got in trouble tonight.Dante deserved everything she had given to him
but she should have let me takecare of it. | didn’'t have a target on my head like she
did.

“l don’t know, Bunny, but | know it'll be soon.”It could be a couple days, a couple
hours, maybe even a week. It al dependedon how quickly Dante's body would be
found. Sure, the cleaning crew had donetheir job and were discreet about it but it
didn’t mean that word hadn’t gottenout. Especialy when Dante had appointments to
keep. When he didn’t show up forsaid appointments, people would know something
was wrong.

“Well...” Ginny stood, drops of water raining downher naked skin. “Then | guess we
have to make this quick.”

“Make what quick?’ As soon as | asked thequestion, she turned around. Her pussy
was at eye level with me. Her prettylittle clit, peaked out between the bare folds of
her cunt. | licked my lips.It had been too long since | had tasted her. Too long that if
she was trying toseduce me, she really didn’t have to. There was no way | would stop
her. Butthere was no way that | would take control of this either. With everything
thathappened tonight, this was all Ginny’s show. If she wanted me, she would haveto



take the lead.

“Do you not want me, Arlo?’ she asked, her voicecoming out low and husky.

“1 always want you. |’ ve wanted you for years.” 1took a deep breath, wishing | could
smell how wet she was.

“Then | think you should prove it.” Ginny ran herhand through my hair, grabbing
hold of the strands. “Prove how much you want.Prove how much you’ ve wanted me
for years.”
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My body tingled, my eyes locking on the spotbetween her thighs.

“What do you want me to do?’ | would usually takecomplete control but | found that
thiswas rather...exciting.

“Kissme,” she whispered.

“Where?’

She took a step closer, the scent of her desirefinally wafting into my nose. “My clit.”
Leaning forward, | placed a soft peck on theswollen nub.

Her breath caught, her eyes darkening even more. “Nowlick it.”

| grinned. Peaking out my tongue, | swiped italong the hard little button. But | knew
it wouldn’t be enough. My girl likedit rough. It was because | had introduced her to it
from the very beginning andnow she craved it.

We didn’t make love. We fucked. And we fuckedhard.

“More.” Shethrew her head back, her slenderthroat working over a hard swallow.

Taking that as my cue, | grabbed hold of her assthrew one of her knees over my
shoulder, and dove between her legs.

Ginny cried out, her hands ripping strands ofhair free from my head. “God yes, Arlo.



Just like that.”

| growled, shaking my head between her milkythighs. | nipped and sucked at her clit
until the creamy juices from her bodyleaked down my chin. She was fucking soaked
and | knew by the time we weredone, both of us would be a damn mess.

“Arlo,” Ginny whined, grinding her pussy againstmy face.

“Y ou taste so fucking good, baby,” | mumbledagainst her swollen center.

| thrust my tongue into her, reveling in the wayher body pulsed around it. Her core
convulsed, squeezing and releasing, herbody practically begging for that release only
| could give her.

But as much as | wanted her to come on my tongue,| needed inside of her.

Releasing her with asmack, | sunk my teeth intoher inner thigh.

She yelped, glaring at me.

“Drop this cunt on my cock, baby. And then I'lllet you come.”

Ginny lowered to my lap, cupped my shoulders,took a deep breath, and slammed her
body down hard on my dick.

| shouted out, my eyes rolling into the back of my head.

She grinned, riding me and using my cock to giveher that orgasm she was desperate
for. Sounds left her mouth | hadn’t heard ina while. While we were together, we
didn’'t see each other often. She had beenthe only one | had fucked since | took her
virginity years before and | knewthat | was the only one who had been inside of her.



She flirted with men, Danteespecially, trying to get them to hit on her. If they got too
handsy, she wouldkill them. If they did more than just touch her,Iwould kill them.
Thathadn’t happened in awhile. Not until tonight.

Losing her dad messed her up. Especially sincenow that he was gone, the target on
her back became more pronounced. | couldonly do so much but when she kept
leaving the safe space | had created for her,it didn’t help me protect her.

“Arlo, please stop thinking and just fuck me.” Her words pulled me from my thoughts.

Grabbing hold of her hips, | held her lithe bodyin place and began fucking her like
she wanted. Like both of us had wanted. Shecried out, her eyes rolling into the back
of her head. | took that as my chanceand lowered my mouth to her slender throat.
Licking up the length of it, Inipped and sucked. It would leave marks and remind
every fucker | knew that shebelonged to someone.

“You gave me ahickey,” Ginny snapped, glaring atme in the reflection of her mirror.
“My dad is going to lose his shit. It alsodoesn’'t help that you left it on my throat,
Arlo. My throat! How could you? Areyou trying to get yourself killed?’

While she continued ranting, | admired my handiwork.lt was stupid on my part to
leave the hickey on a spot that anyone could seebut | couldn’t stop myself. We had
been sleeping together for a few weeks nowand | needed everyone to know that she
was taken. Her dad made me promise tolook after her once he was gone. Not that any
of us wanted him gone anytimesoon but with being the leader of a highly dangerous
mafia, it could happen atany second.

“Good thing people can't see the bruises | lefton your ass.” | rose from the bed and
walked up behind her.

Her brows furrowed in the middle, a light huffleaving her at my words. “You don’t



know what this means.”
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“Yes.” | grabbed afistful of her hair, rippingher head back and smacking a hard peck
on her lips. “I do. But do | give ashit?’ | bit her bottom lip. “Nope. Not at fucking
al.”

That night had ended up in a blur of naked bodyparts, muttered cries of pleasure, and
things | had never done with anotherwoman.

“God, Arlo. Please make me come.” Her body slammedup and down my cock. Her
pussy gripped me tight. She shook in my arms, and Icouldn’t get over how fucking
amazing she felt.

Reaching between us, | started strumming herclit.

She jumped, alow whine leaving her. Herbreathing picked up, sounds of pleasure left
her. She chanted my name over andover until aloud scream left her lips.

| took that as my chance, cupped the back of herhead, and crushed my mouth to hers.
Swallowing the rest of her screams, Ithrust up and up until my own release followed.

Ginny broke the kiss, leaning her foreheadagainst mine and letting out a soft sigh.
“Thank you for that.”

“You don’'t have to thank me, Bunny.” | tapped herhip, hinting for her to get off of
me since we had things to do. The firstbeing to make sure she was safe.

“What now?’ As soon as that question left hermouth, a bang erupted through part of
the house. It shook the foundation.



“What the hell?” | gently pushed her back,jumping to my feet. “Get dressed,” |
demanded, leaving the tub and dryingmyself off.

“Arlo, if they destroy my dad’s house, | willkill them. I’ fucking kill them all.”

“Get dressed, Ginny,” | said, not bothering torespond to her comment because there
would be no point. She was going to dowhatever it was she wanted, whether | said
something or not.

“Arlo.” She grabbed my arm, stopping me fromslipping my shirt on over my head. “I
mean it.”

| looked at her then. Truly looked at her. Therewas a hardness in her eyes. It was
because of her father, me, the other men inthis fucked up world. That hardness was
there because of us. No wonder she didn’twant to truly commit to me. | had already
done so much for her, to her, againsther. | had loved her from the moment | met her
when she was just a young girland that love turned into more than just her being like
family. That lovebecame an obsession and now that we were older, | was in fact, in
love withher. She knew it too but never acted on it. She used me when she saw fit.
Shewould come over, break into my house, slip into my bed, and take whatever itwas
she wanted from me before leaving and heading back to her father’s place.

“We're not talking about this now,” | told her,my voice curt. “But once thisis all said
and done and if both of us survivethis mess, you are coming home with me and that’s
the end of the discussion.”

She opened her mouth to argue but before anywords could leave her lips, | grabbed
hold of her chin. A soft squeak left her,the sound sending a ripple of pleasure along

every vein in my cock.

“Ipromise you that if you so much as even think to argue with me, you will regretit.”



| didn’t want to threaten her, but | had enough. Especialy now that Iwasn't sure if we
would actually make it through this night or not.

-Ginny-

Arlo was pissed. Couldn’tsay | blamed him really. He had been theonly man | had
ever been with, but | still couldn’t truly commit. Not to him. Hell,not even to myself.
Ever since | lost my dad, something inside of me changed. Iwas lost without him. It
was like as soon as he died, a part of me died withhim and | didn’t know how to find
that part again. Or even replace it withsomething else. It was frustrating because |
truly did want to be with Arlo. Idid. But | was scared to do so.

“Getdressed,” Arlo demanded again, pulling me from my thoughts.

Inodded, dried off, and left the bathroom in search of clothes to wear. | didn’tknow
what part of the house the explosion had come from but with it being alarge
compound, it didn’t affect my bedroom. | wondered if that was the point.

Somethingoutside of the room, caught my attention.

Arloand | looked at each other. He brought his index finger up to his lips,indicating
for me to be quiet.

Insteadof getting dressed, | moved to the closet and grabbed arifle from the displayof
weaponry my dad had built for me years before. Most girls got their driver’ slicense at
the age of sixteen. While | got that too, | also got awall of guns,grenades, and knives.
The knives were my favorite. The handles were alldifferent colors, but | used the pink
ones the most.

Ipeeked my head out of the closet. Arlo was looking my way, so he didn't see
thebedroom door opening. Before | could think twice on it, | pulled the trigger.Two



shots rang out and | was thankful that the silencer was already attached.

Arlo’ shead whipped around. “Fuck.”

Theman in the doorway dropped.

“Andthis is why | told you to get dressed,” Arlo snapped. “Y ou’re fuckingdistracting
when you’ re naked.”

Irolled my eyes, placed the gun on the shelf, and quickly threw on sweatpants, at-
shirt, and sneakers.

“lalso don't like that he saw you naked.” Arlo moved to the entrance of thecloset.
“Now hurry the fuck up, Ginny.”
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“You'reso grumpy.” | patted his chest and left the closet space. “You know, we
couldjust wait for them to come here. | have enough that could hold them off.”

“Yeah,until a new wave hits.” Arlo went into the closet, grabbed what he needed
andre-joined me.

“So,what are we doing to do? Fight them off just the two of us?’ | was good buteven
| knew that we didn’t stand a chance. Especially with Dante's people. Thefucker
deserved what he got but by me killing him, it sent a ripple through hisfamily, and |
was going to pay for it.

“Imade acall.” Arlo checked his phone. “Help is on the way.”

Great.That meant that once everything was done, | was going to get lectured by
peopleclosest to my father.

Beforel could dwell on that any longer, another explosion sounded. It jarred
throughme, pulled a string of curse words from Arlo, and forced him to the door.

“Thatwas closer.” His phone dinged. “They’re here.”

Withboth of us packing heat, we headed back into my closet. No one knew of all
thenooks and crannies that my father had built into this house. His father beforehim
had set up a whole bunch of secret passages. Only my father, Arlo, and | knewof

these spots in this house.

Placingmy hands against the wall, | pushed until a lock clicked free. Arlo helped



memove the slab of wood out of the way so we could dlip through and enter
thepassageway. | had used this space often throughout my life. It was one of theways
| was able to dlip free without my dad’ s bodyguards catching me.

Thesecret hallway was something out of a horror movie. The house was old, and
mydad left it that way. It was hisway of remembering his father, his greatgrandfather
and the rest of the men before him who had owned this place. It hadbeen in our
family for generations, and it was one of the reasons why | neverwanted to leave.

Arlodidn’t understand that, even though he said he did. He had insisted | move inwith
him for the past few years. While | did have a lot of my stuff at hisplace and
technically, | could come and go as | pleased, | didn’t consider hisplace my own.

“Ihaven’t been in this hallway in quite along time,” Arlo said from behind me.

“Icome here often and will grab abook and read.” | liked the smell of thedampnessin
the air. The walls were made of brick. There were cobwebs in thecorners and there
were mice and rats every now and again in the shadows. Icould have paid to have
them cleaned but | enjoyed the atmosphere. It wasalmost like it was gothic in away.

Thecloser we got to the end of the hallway, the louder the footsteps sounded onthe
other side of the walls. | could hear the men who set off the explosions. Itmade my
blood burn through me knowing that these men were going to die. Peoplehad asked
my dad often if he wished he had a son. He told them he didn’t needone when he had
me. Sure, | was a female and | had the parts of a female but Iwas savage. | had no
Issues killing someone. No regrets when it came to someonewho deserved it. The
men | had killed over the years put Arlo’s number to shame.He just didn’t know it or
if he did, he never said anything. It wasn't that Iliked killing. | just did it for the
victims who couldn’t.

Whenwe reached the end of the hallway, | placed my hands against the wall



andgently pushed. Slipping the slab of wood to the left, it opened a few inches,and |
could see out into the hallway. It led to the alcove that was at thefront of the house.

Deepvoices sounded.

Theywere muffled but | could partially make out what they were saying. From what
Icould tell, it was two men, maybe three.

“Dantewould want us to make her suffer.”

“Howdo we know that it was Ginny?’

“Becausewe do.”

“No,you’ re assuming.”

“ljust follow orders.”

“Yeah,so do I. We can't assume that it was her who did this. Dante had a lot
ofenemies.”

“Y ouknow it was her. Jack said so.”

“ Jackis unstable, and he was aso paid off.”

“Exactly.We can't trust him.”

“Hesaw her.”

“Hewas also high, so he could have seen anything.”



“Wecan't take any chances. She should have died years ago anyway.”

“Y ouknow we couldn’t have done that. Dante wanted her.”
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“Everyonewants her.”

“ She’ suntouchable.”

“Notby Arlo.”

Arloand | looked at each other. | didn’t know who these guys were, but theyobviously
knew us. They could have been anybody who obviously worked for Danteand his
people. His family butted heads with mine for years. His dad was alsojealous that he
didn’'t have a daughter. It made my father more powerful. Moredangerous. It didn't
make sense to me but since | was the only girl forgenerations of boys that were born
into thisworld, | was extra special in away.

Arlohad atarget on his back because he wasin love with me.

“Weneed to get this over with so | can take you home,” Arlo muttered from
behindme.

“1 amhome,” | argued.

“1’mnot leaving you again.”

“That’ sfine. Y ou can stay here.”

“No.We are not staying here. You will always have a target on your back because

ofwho you are. Because of who your father was. Because you're the only girl. So,we
will travel. We'll go to another country if we have to but you are no longerstaying



here and | don’t give a shit how much you fight me.”

“So,we're going to run and hide?” What he was saying made sense but at the
sametime, | couldn’t just up and leave.

“No.We're going to be safe. | will keep you safe. | promised your father |
wouldwatch over you and protect you.”

“ldon't need you to protect me. I'm the one who saved you a moment ago
remember?’

“Justbecause | was distracted, it’'s not an excuse.” He placed his hand on myshoulder,
leaning down my ear. “We will fight. Even if it takes the rest of ourlives. We. Will.
Fight.”

“Myfather would say the same thing. Dante would have said the same thing.
Everyguy in this world would say the same thing. A naked woman is no excuse to
bedistracted. Y ou know that.”

“You'renot just any naked woman, Bunny,” Arlo bit out through clenched teeth.

Ihuffed, cocking my gun and stepping out into the hall.

“Ginny,what the hell are you doing?’ Arlo followed me, not letting me take these
guyson by myself.

| wassick of this. It wasn’'t my fault that | was the only female in this world. Ididn’'t
ask to be born. | didn’t ask to be raised in this lifestyle. | didn’task to play with guns

instead of Barbies.

Whenl walked down the hall, the guys that were talking a moment ago were around



thecorner. They looked my way as soon as they saw me approach.

“Hello,boys. It's been a while.” | recognized them and had seen them over the
yearsbut | didn't know their names. | knew of this Jack person they were
talkingabout though. He was a homeless guy who lived in the shadows of the city.
Hemoved around often and was a drug addict. He also liked his alcohol. You
couldpay him off to get whatever information you wanted. He was good that way
butalso unreliable at times.

“Youkilled our boss,” one man said, raising his arm and pointing his gun at me.
“Dantetried to rape me. He also raped other women and girls. | was surprised that
hewent after me though, seeing as I'm a little too old for him but he must havebeen
desperate.” | shrugged, wishing this night would end already.

“Weall have avice,” the younger guy pointed out.

“Yeah,but underage girls earns you death. Although, | should have tortured him a
bit.It probably would have made me feel better.” | could fee Arlo coming up
behindme. It was two of us against al of them. There were only three guys standingin
front of us but | knew there were more in the house. Arlo said that help wason the
way. If they were here already, they didn’t let themselves be known. Maybethey were
waiting for something to happen before they took over.

“Y oushould have been killed the moment you were born,” one of the men said.
Ilaughed, pulled the trigger, and watched him fall.

Arlo cursed.

The twomen looked at the bundled heap on the ground before looking back at me.



|continued pulling the trigger, not caring in the least if they did the same butnone of

them had a chance.

Arlocursed again, probably wondering if the woman he was in love with was

becomingunhinged.
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The menfell and | watched them die. | didn’t know how many more men were in my
father’ shouse but the help that Arlo had requested, finally showed up. The men
weredressed in black with their faces completely covered by black masks. They
movedthrough the house, making sure no one was alive.

“Wehave to get out of here.” Arlo’s voice was rough and there was an air about
him.He was pissed that | had taken control. “No I’m not pissed over that.”

Ididn’t realize | had spoken out loud.

“1” mpissed because you did something stupid. Taking control is one thing but youhad
no ideaif they would shoot back.”

Forthe first time that night, | could actually see the fear in his eyes. They werewide,
searching my face, for what | wasn't sure. | was surprised he didn’tcheck out the rest
of meto make sure that | wasin fact fine.

“Butthey didn’t shoot back,” | told him.

“Youare not invincible,” he reminded me.

“No,I’m not but they are the stupid ones who were in my home, my father’s home,
mygrandfather’s home.” | could have continued listing all the men who had livedhere

before me but decided against it when the scowl deepened on Arlo’ s face.

“Weneed to leave,” was all he sad.



Ididn’t bother arguing. So, | let him lead me out of the house.

Arlopulled his cell phone from his pocket, pressed a button, and placed it againsthis
ear. “Yeah, I’d like to place an order.” He gave the address anddisconnected the call,
shoving his phone back in his pocket.

Thatorder was the cleaning crew. They would clean up the mess and my dad's
houseand they would make it livable again, but Arlo was right. | couldn’'t stay
there.Not for awhile. Maybe never again.

When Arlobrought me to his car, another string of curses left him. Under
normalcircumstances, | would have laughed but | knew better. Sure, | liked
gettingunder his skin, but | also knew when it would be a bad idea, especialy
whenthe tires of his car had been slashed.

“Lookslike we were going to have to walk.” Arlo grabbed my hand and brought it up
tohis mouth. His lips brushed over my knuckles, igniting a yearning | had alwaysfelt
for him.

“Whereare we going from here?’ | asked him.

“We' regoing to go home, grab some things, take my SUV, and just drive.”

“Whereare we driving to?’ | asked but a part of me really didn't want to know. |
justwanted to leave and get away from there.

“1 don’tknow, Bunny.” He sighed, his shoulders slumping. “We're just driving.”

-Ginny-

It had been overa year since that fateful night at myfather’s house and | hadn’t been



back since. The house was still standing, andit had been fixed up by the cleaning
crew.

Idecided to rent it out as a bed and breakfast. | hired maids and cooking staff anda
few security guards. | set up a Facebook page and rented it out to families,college
students, anyone who wanted to just get away. The only rule | ever hadwas not to
trash the place. From what | could tell, no one knew about thesecret passageways
through the house or if they did, they never said anything.

Arloand | were now somewhere in the middle of Mexico. No one knew where we
were. Arlohad befriended a few members of the local cartel after saving one of them.
We didn’ttrust them but it was nice to have protection even if they were shady
andunstable like half the people we knew.

| hadgiven in to Arlo’'s request to be with him officially. | spent years fighting
myfeelings for him. Maybe it was because he was the only one | knew in this partof
the world. That was what | tried telling myself. Truth was, | was thankfulthat it was
just him and I, and that he never gave up on me.

Ikept to myself most days. Said hi to our neighbors, was polite when needed buitl
made sure not to get close to anyone. It would be too dangerous for them andl
couldn’t handle having that on my conscience if something happened to them. Ihad
aready lost my dad because of who | was. Neither of us had control over mebeing
born but that still didn’t make me feel any better.

Arloand | got married at a small church in a loca village. The ceremony was in
Spanish,and we had some local witnesses to help make it official. It was
guick,romantic, and exactly what both of us needed.

Hewas still working on getting me pregnant, but | wasn't sure if that wasactually
what | wanted. | tried telling him this, but he wouldn’t listen. Itwas like as soon as we



got married, his next step was to get me swollen withhis child. | couldn’t blame him
really. Especially since he never had a familyof his own. My father and | were the
closest things he had to family, and Iknew it was why he wanted to have children.

Oneday, | was ditting in the kitchen, holding a pregnancy test in my hand. Lookedlike
Arlo’s wish had come true. | actually thought | would be upset but seeing thosetwo
tiny lines on the test indicating that | was pregnant, | was actually happyand excited
to be carrying his child. | was nervous but elated.

Thesound of the front door opening and closing a moment later made my heart skip
abeat.

“Hey,Bunny.” Arlo came into the kitchen and placed a kiss on top of my head.
“How’ smy—wait. What is that?’

Ihanded him the pregnancy test. Before | could say anything, he had me up and inhis
arms. He spun me around, placing gentle kisses all over my face. | couldonly laugh
and wrap myself around him.
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Arlocarried me to the kitchen and placed me gently on the counter. “You're
pregnant.”

“Well,it wasn't like we' ve exactly been careful,” | teased.

Hechuckled, leaning his forehead against mine. “I know you're concerned that
Dante’ speople will come after us.”

Isighed, looking away. It was a fear that was constantly nagging at me. | triedignoring
it and even though we were in the middle of atiny village somewheredeep in Mexico,
we could still be found.

“You resafe, Ginny. | promise you that you're safe.”

“Howcan you be so sure?’

Arlotilted his head. “Because I’ ve paid some people to watch after you,” heconfessed.
“Really?Y ou paid them? Paid them how?”’

“Y ouknow how.”

Thatmeant that Arlo had to take some people out, but | didn’t want to know more, sol
never asked. | was trying to forget the part of my life | had been forcedinto ever since
| was born. | didn't blame my dad for raising me to protectmyself but at the same

time, | also resented him in away. Arlo was asohelping me through my guilt. While
it had been better than before, now that Iwas out of that big house, the guilt was still



there. It probably always wouldbe.

Arlohad set up one of our rooms in the house for protection, although it was morelike
afortress. | didn’'t blame him really because even if we weren’t together,| would have
done the same.

“llove you, Ginny,” Arlo said later that night with his hand on my stomach. Hekissed
my temple. “I love both of you.”

Icovered his hand and looked up at him. “I love you too. | love both of you.”

Ithad taken me a long time to realize that we were meant to be together and nowthat
we were, | wouldn’t change anything.

Bothof us knew how to protect ourselves. Together, we would protect each other
andour unborn baby and all of the future babies to come. If we had to move againwe
would, but for now, we savored this.

We wouldlive life as peacefully as we could because it was all we had. We would
alsoraise our child to be able to protect themself as well. If it was a girl, she wouldbe
adamn badass.

Evenmore so than | was.

-Arlo-

While Ginny took abath and ran her fingers through thebubbles that popped around
her, | held our daughter, Savannah. She was twomonths old, with a head of dark hair
and had tanned complexion that matched myown. She was absolutely beautiful and

both of us had fallen in love with her.

| wasconcerned that she would be treated the same way Ginny was throughout her



wholelife but both of us promised each other that we wouldn’t raise Savannah
thatway. When she was old enough to understand, we would teach her how to
protectherself but we wouldn't prevent her from playing with Barbies or
participatingin sports. She could be a ballerina or a princess if she wanted to.
Whatevershe wanted, we would do whatever we could to make it happen.

When Ginnyhad stopped fighting this thing between us and agreed to marry me, up
until theday she said | do, a part of me had feared she would change her mind and
goback to her father’ s place. But she hadn’t been back since.

Iwould often check in with the caretakers | had hired to ook after the place. Theysaid
everything was fine. There had been no drama, but they did mention everynow and
again that a group of guys would stay there from time to time. Theywere young and
kept to themselves.

Irequested that they be looked after. | also requested pictures of everyone whohad
stayed at Ginny’s father’s place. Most | didn’t recognize but this randomgroup of
guys that would stay there every so often, | knew they were trying tofind Ginny and
her location.

Nothingever happened but | couldn’t help but fear that one day it would. For now,
Ginnyand | would spend our days taking care of our daughter, watching her grow
andraising her to be the best woman she could be. Until the day came, Ginny and
Iwould do what we could to raise her right.

Wecouldn't dwell on the what ifs and | refused to constantly have to look over
myshoulder. Ginny did that enough for the both of us. When Savannah was older,she
would take over the family business and | hoped | was around long enough tosee both
Ginny and our daughter take out the rest of Dante’s crew.



