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Ares Koslov is the youngest Koslov brother. A tech genius, an amazing and brilliant hacker, Ares prefers the solitude and quietness of being behind a computer screen. Business is business and Ares is now forced to take over as CEO for a few months.

Sounds easy right?

Not when he finds out his very own secretary is the very own vixen who broke his heart all those years ago.

Scarlett Morgan has been back in town and is living with her mother and sister. She hasn't seen Ares in years, and the last memory she has of the skinny dark-haired boy is nothing compared to the man donned in a slick suit.

Ares isn't the same teenager she once knew, he's cruel, harsh, and has it out for her.

Will Ares be able to use his hate as a shield against Scarlett and the flashbacks? Or will Scarlett break down those walls one by one?
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Ares

I hated suits. Hated the constricting feel of them on my body. Hated the tie that Alek forced me to wear around my neck. I'd rather use it to hang myself from the ceiling. I felt like I couldn't even breathe in it, the buttons at the top too tight around my neck.

I couldn't stop shaking my legs, hoping the slacks I was wearing would somehow convert into my favorite pair of jeans. This wasn't part of the plan. Leo was supposed to go with Alek to this board meeting and I was supposed to be doing the tech part from home.

I didn't even get to go another round with the pretty girl I had in my bed this morning. Instead, I had to get interrupted by a different kind of banging as Alek screamed for me to open up my door. I got a suit thrown over my face with a firm 'you got five minutes'.

I didn't even get to argue or get to come up with an excuse as to why I couldn't go with him. I hated meetings. And I hated working. I rolled my hands over the sleeves of my shirt and then fixed my slacks by tugging them down.

"Stop fidgeting." Alek scolded.

"I fucking hate suits," I muttered. "Where the fuck is Leo?"

"Sienna's water broke last night, asshole. They've been in the hospital all night. He dropped Ariana off with Daisy before they rushed to the hospital." He explained.

I rubbed my face with my hands and sighed. "I didn't know that. We have a family group chat. Why doesn't anyone use it?"

"Maybe she was too busy screaming to text you and let you know," Alek said, irritated as he parked his car in the lot. "Look, it'll be easy. You don't even have to talk. Just stand there. They know the Koslov brothers as a united front, so I couldn't show up here alone. Mr. O'Brien is a family man and if this meeting goes well then we get to co-own his tech company."

He stepped out of his car, locked it, and ushered me to follow him inside.

"Co-own? This shit won't even fully be ours?" I asked once we were in the elevator alone.

He shook his head and raked a hand through his hair. "Not yet. Baby steps, Ares. Once this meeting is over, I'll see a way to make it ours."

The doors dinged and opened, and I followed closely behind and saw him fix his suit as he reached the secretary's desk.

"Koslov." He spoke and the man in the suit typed away on his screen before getting up to open the white doors.

"The Koslovs are here, sir."

He let us in and closed the door once we stepped inside. The office was extravagant. High glass windows, luxurious chandeliers hanging from the detailed ceilings, black leather chairs and ghost white sofas, a bar spread out on one side of the room with glass cups and brown liquor.

The other side was shelves and shelves of books that ranged from English Literature to French and Italian. The man known as Mr. O'Brien was in a dark brown suit with a crisp white button-down shirt.

He had a cigar in one hand and a glass of Whiskey in the other as he ushered us over to sit. He was standing behind his intricately grand desk and once we sat down on the chairs in front, he sat down on his.

"You're new."

The man spoke in a rattly voice as he exMorgand his smoke, his hand pointing over to me. He was an older man, with salt and pepper hair, sunspots on his hand and face, with eyes too small for his face. I had to squint to actually see them. I stood up respectfully and extended my hand.

"Ares. Ares Koslov." I introduced. He set his cup down and reached over to shake my hand. 

"Aha. The youngest Koslov." He nodded and downed his drink. "Drink? Water? Coffee?" He asked, looking between the two of us.

"No, we're good. Thank you, Mr. O'Brien."

He waved his hand dramatically as he exMorgand his puffy smoke. "Mr. O'Brien was my father's name, and he was a bastard of a man." He laughed. "Call me Charlie."

"Have you gone over the last contract we sent over?" Alek asked.

I saw him truly in his element as they spoke about numbers, lines, stats, and other crap that I couldn't even begin to understand. The legal part was mostly Alek and Leo, while I handled the illegal part of things. I didn't have the patience or the skills that equipped me to even be in this room, this meeting, but I guess being a Koslov was enough.

The older man smoked, drank, laughed, and coughed too loudly while they went over every aspect of the contract. I nodded and smiled when I understood something, but mostly kept my mouth quiet as I looked around. He had animal heads hanging up on the wall and I hid back a grimace at the blatant animal cruelty he was adamant about showing off.

It seemed like the stupidest thing to have. I mean, they were animals for fucks sake, and not put on this earth to be used as something as rash as decoration.

"This calls for a celebration." The man spoke snatching the contract before Alek could hand it to him. He pressed down on the speaker button. "A bottle of champagne and three glasses." He yelled into it and then removed his finger.

Alek looked down at his watch. It was ten thirty in the fucking morning and besides it being too fucking early to drink, Alek hated champagne. Too bubbly. He bit back a comment as he nodded stiffly at the man still smoking that god-awful Cuban.

The smell was arrogant and strong, and I was this close to throwing up all over his precious desk. I could handle the smell of cigarettes, but cigars made me nauseous, they were too putrid. The door opened up and you could hear the clattering of glass as his secretary got closer.

"Here you go, Mr. O'Brien," An achingly yet sweet familiar voice spoke, and my eyes left the deer head on the wall and whipped to the culprit.

My heart constricted in my chest when I laid my eyes on her. Scarlett Morgan. Scarlett fucking Morgan. I couldn't even believe my eyes. It didn't feel real. It didn't make sense that God would be so cruel as to place her right before me like this.

What the fuck was she even doing here?

I didn't know she worked here. This is why I hated going to meetings and preferred to be sitting behind my screen instead. The first thing I noticed was that her long hair was gone, cut, and replaced with a slick and ruler-straight bob that reached her jaw. It was still as shiny and as pretty as I remembered it.

God, I used to think about running my fingers through the locks, of tucking her pretty bangs behind her ears so many times. If I looked closer, it looked a lighter shade of yellow, but not light enough to be pale. She still did her makeup the same way she did in high school.

Red lips. Thin, black, and very sharp eyeliner. Shiny cheeks and a perfectly contoured jaw and a fucking adorable button nose. I hate that I used that word to describe her. Adorable.

She was the Devil in sheep's clothing, that's what she was. I couldn't stop staring at her and how that black pencil skirt would look better hitched over her ass or how I'd love to see her bent over the desk. I wouldn't fuck her...no, I wouldn't give her the satisfaction.

I'd use the flimsy panties I knew for a fact she wore underneath as a gag to hold in her cries and screams as my hands viciously bruised and reddened her ass. That's all she'd get from me. A punishment.

A rough one at that. I wouldn't even let her cum. She wasn't allowed to. I'd never let her know just how much I craved her pinned beneath me. Eyes as icy as glaciers and as stormy as tsunamis found me and her breathing hitched visibly when she saw that it was me.

My eyes trailed down the creamy white and very fitted white blouse and then I saw it. I thought I was imagining things, but that fucker Charlie had his hand on her ass.

It rested there as she poured us the champagne and when she bent over to hand it to Alek, he gave her a light smack. My hands formed tight fists of rage as she didn't make a move to get him to stop or even attempt to look uncomfortable.

Was she his mistress? It shouldn't have gotten a single reaction out of me, but fuck, it did. It had me pissed the fuck off. She pissed me off. According to Alek, he was a family man. What a fucking joke. What kind of family man touched his secretary like that?

It wasn't any of my business. She wasn't any of my business. Scarlett was a part of my past that I wished to God I could erase, delete, and never ever remember, but I couldn't. I couldn't give less of a shit if she was his mistress or if she fucked her way to the top. I wouldn't put it past her.

I didn't care if she let him touch her, and after what she did to me all those years ago I shouldn't care if she was being harassed. She didn't deserve it, didn't deserve my sympathy. I shouldn't give two shits if Scarlett Morgan gets run over by a fucking train.

Hell, if I had a choice I'd be the fucking conductor. Damn it. Alek gave me a weird look when I refused to take the cup from her hand. I stiffly reached over and did everything in my power not to snatch it from her hand.

Her fingers brushed against mine and I felt that tiny little spark everywhere. Fucking everywhere. I kept my face stoic as I took it, downed it in one go, and then put it back down on the desk.

"Koslovs." Charlie tipped his cup toward us. "Pleasure doing business with you. To the future."

He downed his drink, his hand now wrapped tightly around her waist. She stiffened up slightly but made no attempt to break away.

"If you ever need a secretary to help you get up and running, Scarlett here is very.... obedient." He said the last word with a smirk, and I wonder if he could hear my teeth grinding down.

Alek looked at me at the mention of her name and had a look of realization wash over him, but I ignored him and kept my eyes zeroed down on her waist where he was touching her. I suddenly had the urge to break his hand and every single fucking finger before shoving them down his fucking throat.

Jesus, fuck. I told myself if I ever saw her again, I'd make her regret ever knowing me, and now that she was in front of me I wanted to murder the man touching her. The irony. I wasn't a violent person. I hated the violent aspect of our lives, and my brothers knew this. Yes, I had a gun on me always, and yes I knew how to use it, but I hated using it.

I only used it in dire emergencies when I had no other choice. Now...now my fingers were hovering over it in my front pocket with the overwhelming desire to feed him the whole goddamn chamber.

Alek stood up rapidly as if sensing my distraught and rage and placed the cup down and thanked him once more. He grabbed the contract, and they shook hands in agreement. Alek gave me a harsh look and I bit down hard on my cheek to keep from cursing the perverted fucker out.

I stood up and ran my hands down my suit. When Alek walked out of the office, I followed him stiffly without a thought or a glance back until we were in the elevator.

"Ares."

"Don't." I hooked my fingers at the top of my shirt and almost ripped it off as I loosened the buttons. I ripped the tie off and threw it on the ground. "Did you do it on purpose?"

He narrowed his eyes at me, but I didn't let up either. He out a sigh and his face softened.

"No, I didn't know she worked here."

"Fuck." I swore as I kicked the elevator door. "Fuck this. Fuck. This."

Alek's phone rang and he picked up ignoring my tantrum. "How's Sienna?" He asked. "Good. That's good, I'm happy for you. Congratulation. What'd you name him?"

He smiled and looked over me as the doors opened. We stepped out and headed to his car. "Alias Koslov. That's a handsome and strong name. We'll stop by once I pick Daisy and the kids up. We'll talk about work later. All right, see you." He hung up and put his phone in his pocket.

We got in his car, but neither of us spoke a single word the entire drive home. I insisted he drop me off and I mumbled about seeing Leo and Sienna on a different day. Once inside my apartment, I took off the stupid suit I was forced to wear and poured a drink. She really had to look breathtaking.

Damn her. Damn her for looking effortlessly beautiful, for still having that same trancelike effect on me. Fuck me for thinking about her like this and fuck her for making me think about her like this.
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Scarlett

When Lily told me she saw him in the park two years ago, I thought she had him mixed up with someone else. It's not like the Koslovs didn't live in this city, but there was much talk about them moving from town to town, city to city, and never settling down.

There was much talk about the Koslovs around town. It wasn't gossip as much as it was news whisperings here and there about the many accomplishments they've done. It really wasn't until the eldest, Alek got married and settled down, and then Leo followed in his footsteps.

The only unsteady one that was left was Ares, the youngest. I hadn't seen him since high school, and I couldn't believe it's been that long. It's been almost eleven years. The boy with a crooked smile that would read books under the bleachers blossomed significantly.

I had blue eyes, but they were nothing like his. His resembled angry and stormy nights, unresolved tension and resentment, yet they were magnificent and so vividly beautiful to look at. So mesmerizing.

I remember how short his curls were in high school, but they seemed longer almost past his ear, and they were as disheveled as always. The last time I saw him in a suit was prom....and I wonder if he remembered that night. If he even thought about it. If he knew how much I regretted every word I spoke, that sometimes his face of pure hurt haunted me at night.

I never in my life thought we'd bump into each other, but then again I never thought I'd ever move back to this godforsaken city. When my father's drinking went from a few weeks binge to full-on abandonment, my mother took us, and we left New Jersey.

Now, we were back in this city, and the memories of who I was and what I did haunt me everywhere I go. I couldn't take back who I was in high school, and I couldn't erase the pain I caused him. I could just be the evolved and bigger person and hope that no one held any grudges.

Besides Ares. It was obvious he wanted to kill me when he saw me. I could see that look in his eyes. A look that was too murderous for someone as soft and sweet as Ares, but maybe I didn't know him. Maybe it was all fake. I had insisted on it, so it had to be true.

Right?

That was the odd thing about the whole ordeal. It didn't feel fake. None of it did. Ares...was real, genuine, sweet, and innocent. Every emotion, feeling, and word he offered me came from his heart and it didn't matter how many times I told myself it was all fake, it wasn't. It could never be fake.

What I had with Ares; I've never had with anyone else. Every man that I've ever hooked up with or even spoken to was stupid, couldn't keep their eyes off my rack, or automatically assume that since I smiled at them I wanted to sleep with them. It wasn't like that with Ares. We never got intimate.

Never even shared a kiss. I used to tell myself it was platonic, a way to use him, to take advantage because it was funny. Even if everyone in high school was stupid, pranks always resulted in hurting someone in the end.

I hurt him. I lied to him. I broke his heart, and the worst part was that I laughed while doing it. I knew it was real to him. I knew he liked me, hell he may have even loved me at one point, but I didn't have that anymore. I didn't have the right to have that ever again.

The Ares Koslov that I saw today wasn't the Ares Koslov who used to know the answers to everything and always have his hand raised. The Ares Koslov I saw today was more aloof, chill, laid back, and oddly stoic. I couldn't decipher a single emotion that washed over his face.

Despite what I couldn't see, I could feel everything. I could feel his anger, his distaste, his resentment but maybe that was all I deserved to feel from him. He didn't owe me anything. I should apologize, but it's been years and maybe he's forgotten about it.

Maybe it wasn't that important for him to have ever remembered. Maybe he was angry because he saw my face again, especially since we had left the city right after graduation. Mom and dad fought more and more, and the source was always money problems.

Dad worked less and started drinking more, and then suddenly it was too much for mom, too much for us. Lily was still a child, and she didn't deserve to see our parents fight. She didn't deserve to understand what was going on, adapt to a situation, and for her to be an adult at her age.

Even if she could understand everything that conspired between our parents, she was still a teenager. All she should worry about at that age was if someone were to ask her to prom. She didn't need to see my father drinking so much that he couldn't even pronounce her name or one day for him to drop her off at the wrong school.

Mom and I made the decision to pack up our shit and leave. We found a place and we both dove into any job we could get our hands on. Even though money was tight, we did what we had to, and so far we were doing well.

I gathered up my stuff and tossed my coat on before taking the elevator down. We only had one car and since my mother worked night shifts at the hospital as a nurse, the car was with her, and I had to take the bus. I swiped my card and sat in the front and waited for the bus to reach my stop.

Thankfully, I didn't have to walk far since it was right by our apartment. I walked a few steps to the apartment and pulled out my keys. Lily was sitting on the couch doing her homework with Louie, our dog sitting on the floor at her feet.

Her light brunette locks were in a ponytail with her bangs parted on each side. Even though her eyesight was shit, she had gorgeous golden eyes hidden behind reading glasses that she took off when she saw me.

She looked more like my father than I did and was just as charming and as funny like dad was when he was sober. I on the other hand was like my mother, with my blonde hair and blue eyes, but mom had longer hair. I chopped half of it off when we moved back into the city.

"You're home. Hey, how was work?" She asked, looking up at me.

"Fine. Guess who showed up?"

I tossed my stuff on the ground and plopped down next to her. Louie came up and set his chin on my lap. I petted the top of his head.

"Who?"

"Ares."

She put her book down and her eyes went wide as she waited for more information. "What was he doing there?"

"I don't know. They had a meeting with my boss."

Her nose wrinkled in disgust. "With handsy Charlie?"

I scratched the top of Louie's head. "Don't remind me." I felt bile rise in my throat at the mention of my skeevy boss. "Ares didn't even look at me."

"Scarlett, what do you expect after breaking his heart and humiliating him?" She said with a loud sigh.

I reached for the drawer beside the sofa and pulled out a cigarette from the wrinkled box and a lighter. I lit it, inhaling deeply as the burnt smoky scent filled my lungs. It gave me a brief sense of calmness almost like a false shadow or façade and I basked in it as I exMorgand.

"I don't expect anything. I'm sure I'll never see him again. It's fine. How about you finish your homework and let me whip us up something to eat? Mom's working a double shift, so she'll be home late."

"You're not going to heat up some frozen pizzas in the oven again are you?"

I shoved her playfully. "No, you little shit I'm not. Pasta?"

"Pasta sounds fine."

I stood up and Louie stayed on my trail as I walked into the kitchen. I poured him some food and cleaned out his water bowl and scratched his head before washing my hands. I put an apron around my waist and poured some wine for me to sip on while I took out the ingredients.

The ground beef was frozen so I guess it would be your regular meatless pasta with lots of spice and cheese. Thirty minutes later, I hand a bowl to Lily and sit down next to her. She put on New Girl, and we watched while we ate the decent meal I cooked up.

We laugh at the same scenes we always laugh at and even though we've both watched this show a hundred times, it was a comforting show to rewatch. Lily did the dishes and I helped her clean the kitchen before heading to take a shower and wash up. Lily was finishing up her homework on the bed next to mine, a room we shared since it was a two-bedroom apartment. It was fine. I didn't mind.

At ten, Lily was sleeping with Louie passed out on his bed that was in the corner of our room. He'd leave it in a few minutes and climb on top of Lily and fall asleep there instead. Once in my pajamas, I lay in bed and grabbed my phone. I shouldn't even be thinking about Ares, but my fingers were faster than my brain as I typed his name up in the search engine.

The Koslovs came up with very few results. Some were business, photographs, meetings, and short interviews, but that was it. Nothing to really pinpoint who the brothers really were or what they did behind the scenes.

I guess they liked their privacy, but it only made me more curious as I went from link to link until I found Alek's wife's Instagram. Daisy Cooper Koslov. Most of her posts were pictures of their son and newborn daughter.

Other pictures were cute couple pictures of her and Alek, some on his motorcycle, while others were just random pictures. I went to her following and saw that she was following only one Koslov brother. I clicked on Ares's name and thanked God that his account was public.

He had a huge following, but only followed Daisy. It was clear that the only ones using social media was Ares and Daisy. I went back to his profile and scanned through his pictures. He only had six photos. Five of them were him and his nieces and nephews and the smile he had on his face in these photos made my heart do a backflip.

There was only one photo on his feed. It was a picture of his hand wrapped around some girl's neck and the purple lighting was horrible, blurry, with the caption. 'Best fucking concert with the best girl ever.'

Whoever she was, she wasn't tagged, and I couldn't even tell who she was, but she looked beautiful. I shouldn't be jealous, but fuck it, I was. Was he dating her? Were they a couple? What was her name?

Men never tagged the women in their photos unless the girl wanted to be kept private or they were friends. And by friends, I meant friends with fucking benefits. I turned my phone off and almost slammed it down on my bedside table before yanking the blanket over my face. I fell asleep jealous and angry, and I hated that I did.
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Ares

"He's so...tiny," I murmured looking down at the angel child in my arms. "Welcome to the family Alias Koslov. I'm your cool uncle Ares. Biker baby number two. Has Snakes brought his leather jacket to you yet?"

"No, not yet."

"He's going to look so fucking cute in it." I whispered the curse words. "Aren't you?" I cooed and kissed his forehead and skimmed my fingers against his hand.

He didn't look like anyone yet, still so tiny yet with big and curious eyes. I still couldn't believe I was an uncle. Alek had two children and now so did Leo. It was insane and I was so happy for them that I couldn't even put it into words.

They really found their soulmates and made a whole life and family with them. It was inspiring. Alias's finger latched onto mine and I looked up to see a tired Sienna smiling at me.

"You look like hell," I said with a slight chuckle.

She was sitting with a blanket on her lap, a baby bottle in her hand, and a rag over her shoulder. She looked happy, really truly happy, but she also looked exhausted. Ariana was sitting on the couch on the far side of the living room, gripping some teddy bear in her hand as she watched television.

It was insane. I still remember holding Ariana in my arms when she was a baby, and now she was all grown up and as beautiful as her mother.

"Thirty hours of labor does that to you," She spoke, and ushered for Alias.

I stood up and gingerly placed him in her lap. She pulled him out of his swaddle and rested him over her chest. I saw her close her eyes as she breathed him in. Her fingers ran over his swaddle and back up to the top of his head. She cupped him closer to her chest.

"God," She sniffled, and it was then that I saw her start to cry.

"Sienna, baby, what's wrong?" Leo was suddenly summoned from the kitchen as if hearing his wife sniffle. He ran out and plopped down next to her and began wiping away her tears.

She cradled his cheek. "Nothing. Just happy. I'm happy."

There was so much love that I couldn't breathe. It felt inappropriate for me to be here, like I didn't deserve to see them broadcast their love. The love Leo and Sienna had was unlike anything I'd ever seen.

You could see it in their eyes, feel it in the room and it was suffocating at times. It made me feel bitter sometimes, despite my trying hard not to. Because I was happy for them, for Alek and Daisy, and grateful for the two women who won my brothers' hearts over.

God knew they were hard to live with, but Daisy and Sienna knew they had their work cut out for them. He kissed her forehead and offered to take Alias, but she shook her head and darted her eyes to Ariana who was playing mindlessly with her toys.

"My sweet girl." He called out and his toddler ran to him. She sat down in his lap, and I saw her kiss him on the cheek before cuddling closer to him. "How was the meeting yesterday?" He asked me, and there was something in his eyes that told me he knew about Scarlett.

"Fine." I kept my face and my voice calm. Leo was quiet, and smart, and knew how to read someone's facial reactions and body language.

"Did you and Alek like Mr. O'Brien?"

My face hardened briefly at the mention of the fuckers name. I hated him and I knew it was because he didn't keep his hands off of Scarlett the entire meeting. I gave him a stiff nod and shook my hands out of their formed fists.

"He's fine." I muttered.

"Ares,"

I stood up, cutting the conversation short. "Listen, I got to go and meet Alek at the office. He needs tech help, you know." I kissed Alias's head and hugged Ariana, before kissing the top of Sienna's head. "Congrats. I'm...over the moon happy for you both."

I smiled tightly at Leo, before finding the way out of the house. I barely straddled my bike when Leo stepped out behind me. He placed his hand on mine, halting me from putting on my helmet.

"I...I never thanked you for bringing Sienna back to me. I don't know if it would have worked out without your intervention, but.... thank you."

I shrugged my shoulders uncomfortaby. "Okay. You're welcome. That was years ago, Leo."
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