

CHAPTER 1: COKE AND CHOCOLATES



My heels clanked sharply against the hardwood floor as I quickly made my way out of the elevator and into the restaurant.  I wasn't late, per se.  It was less than five minutes past the time we'd agreed upon but punctuality was something I took pride in.  Still, I paused for a minute before I reached the hostess' desk.  Taking a deep breath to calm my nerves, I spent another futile minute wondering why the hell this, dating that is, scared me to the point that I'd spent the whole of yesterday fretting over what would happen tonight after my brother dropped the bomb on me in the morning.
"C'mon, Bella.  You can't spend the rest of your life married to your job.  You're 26, for God's sake and you live like you're...  I don't know, forty, fifty, whatever.  Look, my point is, you've got to get out there and live a little," he scolded.  Or rather, whined.
"I am living my life, Emmett.  This is the way I want to live.  Why can't you accept that?  And you know exactly why my job matters to me more than anything else in the world and that is not going to change," I reminded him.
His eyes softened.  "Bellie, listen to me.  I know what you want to do, but in the past few months, you've become far too obsessed with it.  To the point that it's not healthy anymore.  Rose and I, we're both worried about you.  I've never interfered in your life before, but enough is enough.  I am your big brother and it's my job to take care of you, especially since you're not doing it yourself."  He reached out to put an arm around my shoulders.  "Dad's not here to knock some sense into you, so he would expect that of me, right?"
"Don't call me Bellie," I grumbled, pushing him away.  "You don't play fair, bringing up Dad."
"Never said I did."
I rolled my eyes.  "Whatever.  So what do I have to do to get you off my back?"
"You have to go on a date."
I stared blankly, waiting for the punch line.  When he didn't laugh or elaborate, I broke the awkward silence.  "I'm sorry, what?  You're kidding, right?"
He sighed.  "I know, I know.  I'm desperate."  He shrugged.  "I chased away boys that followed you in school and now, I'm setting you up, but, really, you've left me no choice.  You can't spend all your life alone, Bella.  And the way you're going, I can see that you have no plans of changing your current loner status.  So, I'm intervening."
"You're crazy if you thi—"  I broke off as Emmett's eyes tightened, his mouth flattening to a grim line.  He was in his Cop mode, as I called it, since it was the same expression he wore while interrogating and negotiating with criminals that came into his police department.  Cop mode meant serious business.  My brother could be the goofiest of all in his personal life, but he was serious as hell when it came to his job.
He could lecture me all he wanted but I knew that the reason he became a cop was the very same which had driven me to obsession in my own line of work.  He was right, I knew he was.  I'd go crazy if I continued to get so deeply involved in my...mission, I suppose you could call it, that I was cut off from my personal life.
Emmett's deep, stern voice pulled me out of my reverie.  "You are going on a date tomorrow evening.  You will go out, have a good time and enjoy someone else's company besides your laptop and files.  That is final, whether you like it or not.  Is that clear, young lady?"
I sighed.  "Crystal.  Who is the guy, if I may be so bold to ask, Detective Swan?"
Elated by my agreement, Em relaxed instantly and smiled, his blue eyes twinkling.  "He's a friend of mine.  Edward Cullen."
"Edward Cullen," I repeated.  "And what does this Mr. Cullen do?"
"Ah ah."  The big oaf shook his head and pointed a finger at me for good measure.  "I'm not telling you anything else.  You can ask him all these questions tomorrow."
"Are you crazy, Em?  You want me to go on a date with someone I know nothing about?" I glared, attempting my best bitch face.
I guess I needed to work on that expression more because Emmett was unfazed.  "I know all the excuses you've given in the past.  One of them was that you wouldn't have anything to talk about.  So, there you go.  You don't know anything about him, he doesn't know much about you.  Break the ice with the little details and the conversation will flow right on."  He looked so proud of himself that I couldn't help but giggle.
"Alright, fine.  I'll do it if it makes you that happy."
"That's my girl!"  He leaned in as if for a hug and pounded me on the back, hard enough to jolt me forward.  He'd been doing that since we were kids and yet, he managed to take me by surprise almost every time.  I narrowed my eyes and proceeded to tickle the shit out of him, our little routine never getting old.
I smiled slightly at my thoughts, a little more relaxed than I'd been before.  Emmett and Rose were all I had in this world and I knew that whatever they did, it was out of pure love and concern for me.
"So suck it up," I mumbled to myself with a determined nod.
"Um, Miss?  Can I help you?" the hostess asked me with a hesitant smile.  Probably wondering if I'm crazy.  Talking to myself and head bobbing...crazy.
"Hi, I'm Bella Swan," I said.  "I'm here to see Mr. Edward Cullen."
"Oh yes, Ma'am.  He's waiting for you."  She smiled politely.  "I'm Maggie, your hostess for tonight.  Please follow me."
I fidgeted with the strap of my dress as we walked into the dining area.  I'd pulled out this off-shoulder, plum cocktail dress from the back of my closet.  It'd been so long since I'd worn a dress that the feel felt slightly foreign to me.  I was more of a jeans and hoodie person, or a shirt at most when required at work.
Emmett was right, I needed to get a life.
Maggie led me to a table far back in the right corner of the room, right next to a huge glass window.  The beautiful view of the twinkling lights of the Seattle skyline could not hold my attention for more than two seconds once my eyes landed on the handsome, no, breathtakingly handsome man waiting for me at the table.
He turned just as we reached the table and stood up to greet me.
Big bro did good was the first thought that passed through my head as I took in everything about my date for the evening.
He was dressed in dark jeans and a pale blue shirt, with a pinstripe jacket over it.  His hair was a delicious mess of copper, his skin paler than mine, and when he looked at me, his lips turned up into a crooked smile and his eyes, dark green, liquid pools, roamed over my face and crinkled at the corners with his charming grin.
"Bella?"
Trying to be as discreet as possible, I cleared my throat and placed my hand in his outstretched one.  "Ye-yes.  Hello, Edward.  It's nice to meet you."
"The pleasure is mine.  You look beautiful, Bella."  His voice was pure, melted honey as it caressed my name, sending a shiver down my spine.  "Shall we?"
He tugged at my hand gently, held out the chair for me, helping me settle, and took a seat across from me.
"I'm sorry if dinner at nine is a little late for you.  I just couldn't get out of my shift before that."
"Oh no," I assured him.  "It's perfectly fine.  My job requires me to keep later hours too."
He smiled.  That same crooked smile with the crinkly eyes.  "Yes, I would imagine.  Emmett said you're a journalist?"
"Yes, The Seattle Times.  It's been four years now.  What is it that you do, Edward?"
His brow furrowed, though his lips still held the hint of a smirk.  "Emmett didn't tell you that?"
I sighed, rolling my eyes.  "No, he didn't.  When I asked, he replied that it'll give us something to talk about, you know, break the ice."
He laughed, a rich, hearty laugh that caused me to let out a little chuckle, too.  "Somehow, I'm not surprised.  With Emmett?  Nope, not surprised."
"Hello."  I was startled as a woman spoke from beside me.  "I'm Jane, you server for tonight.  Can I get you something to drink?"
Edward motioned for me to go first.  I thought about checking out the wine list, but decided to go for a Coke.  I needed a clear head for tonight.  So far, Edward Cullen seemed like a charming man and I didn't want to lose my inhibitions and do something stupid in front of him.
Edward ordered the same and we were left alone once again.
"So, where were we?  Oh yes.  My profession.  I'm a doctor, well, a trauma surgeon."
"Wow, that's impressive," I said genuinely.
"Thank you."
He was going to kill me with those smiles.
"So how long have you known Emmett?"
"It's been a couple of years, I think.  We met while he was working on a case.  There was an accident involved and he needed my medical opinion.  We've been friends ever since," he told me.
"Oh," I said, wondering why the hell Emmett or Rose had never mentioned him to me before.
Maybe because you've never been interested?
My inner rambling was interrupted when the waitress brought out our drinks and took our meal orders.
After she left, I took a sip of the delightfully chilled Coke and moaned out loud.  It was only when I heard a deep, husky chuckle that I realized where I was and what I'd just done.  My cheeks flushed and I had to summon up all my courage to look him in the eyes.
"Sorry."
"No, no, carry on.  Don't mind me.  I've just...never seen anyone enjoy a glass of Coke so much."  His voice was full of amusement.
I shrugged, trying to play it off and appear casual, when I was anything but.  "It's my belief that Coke tastes best only when it's chilled perfectly.  And just the Coke, no ice because that just dilutes the taste and that's no fun.  This one is just the perfect temperature."
He nodded solemnly.  "I will keep that in mind for future reference, my dear Coke connoisseur."
I looked away as I gulped down another sip, cursing myself for my embarrassing reaction.  A few seconds passed in silence.
And why did I have to go ahead and share my...what did I say?  "Belief"?  Stupid!
"Hey," he said softly.  "Look at me, Bella."
I couldn't ignore a request made in that earnest voice, so I nervously raised my eyes to his.
"I was just kidding, you know that, right?  You don't need to be embarrassed at all.  I liked that you told me a little bit about yourself.  That's what we're going to do tonight, isn't it?  Get to know each other."  He gave me a soft smile and held out his glass.  I hesitantly smiled back and clinked it with mine.
"There you go."
My smile grew as big as his and I eased back into the chair, getting comfortable.
"The awkward moment is diffused.  So, what do we talk about now?" Edward asked.
His attention was focused solely on me and that unnerved me the slightest bit.  "I, uh, I honestly have no idea."  I took in a deep breath and decided to be honest with him.  "You seem like a good guy, Edward, but you make me nervous.  This—" I motioned between us.  "makes me nervous.  I- I haven't been on a date in a long time.  Really long time.  My job has been the sole focus of my life for years.  I have no idea how to do this."  At this point, I was getting agitated, regretting opening my mouth, but he saved me another potentially embarrassing moment by interrupting my verbal diarrhea.
"Okay, Bella.  Listen to me.  Trust me, I know what it's like.  My job doesn't exactly leave me with a lot of time for extra-curricular activities either."  He winked and the corners of my mouth twitched up in response.  "I'm a simple guy, so why don't we go with the basics?  Clichés are clichés for a reason, after all."
I frowned.  "What are you talking about?"
"I mean, we could go for the usual topics.  People have been getting to know each other this way for ages, so let's go for it."  He shrugged.  "Okay, Miss Swan, what are your hobbies?"
I had to smile at the serious tone of his voice.  "Hmm.  I love reading, listening to music."
"Good, good."  He nodded with mock sternness and I struggled to hold back a chuckle.  "Well?"
"Well what?"
"You are supposed to ask me now."  He shook his head at me, rolling his eyes for good measure and I let out a giggle.
"I'm so sorry.  Dr. Cullen, what do you like to do in your free time?"
"I like watching movies, specifically, action movies.  And of course, I like music too, so we have that in common.  See, this is working out, isn't it?"
"It sure is."
Our food arrived and we dug in with gusto, but we continued bringing up the usual first date topics and shared our views on them.  We were quite enthusiastic too, getting into debates with wild hand gestures to the point where our food went untouched for several minutes as we tried to get our point across to each other.
While the love of music was shared by both of us, Edward was adamant that Clair de Lune was Debussy's best work, whereas I was conflicted between Clair de Lune and Suite Bergamasque.  Amongst the modern singers, I loved Enrique and levelled Edward with a death glare, daring him to contradict my choice.
He didn't.
Smart guy.
I found out that he was pretty well read, including the classics.  However, he was not a huge fan of Austen, and I gave him the same respect of leaving him to his choices.
It was very hard, though, to keep my mouth shut, to keep myself from spending an hour lecturing him about Austen's brilliance.
But I did it.
Because I liked the guy.
Like, really liked him.
When it was time for dessert, I decided to binge on a slice of chocolate pie while Edward asked for a vanilla trifle.  I did notice the slight grimace that passed over his face when I ordered.
When the waitress was gone, I turned to him with a raised brow.
He bit his lip and shot me what could only be described as a sheepish grin.  "I'm just not a fan of chocolate."
My eyes widened.  "You don't like chocolate?"  My voice had raised an octave, so I toned down the surprise and whispered, "How can anyone not like chocolate?"
"I don't know."  He shrugged.  "I can tolerate dark chocolate, but the sweet one is just...no."
"I might just have to reconsider everything about you, Dr. Cullen.  In light of this new knowledge, I mean."
His mouth fell open in surprise.  "Are you serious?"
I nodded gravely.  "Yeah.  What is the meaning of life without chocolate?"
"Oh, c'mon Bella.  Don't cast me aside over my tastes."  He pouted and his eyes took on such a sweet, pleading look that I couldn't hold it in any longer and giggled, shaking my head at him.
"Okay, fine.  But seriously, how can you not like chocolate, Edward?"
He smirked.  "This is the third time you've asked me that."
"Well, yes, because I can't get over it!  What sane person doesn't love chocolate?  Haven't you heard, nine out of ten people love chocolate and the tenth one is a liar?"  I smiled, smug.
He shrugged again, still smirking.  "I seem to be an exception, then.  It's better to be different from the rest of the crowd, don't you think?"
His green eyes smoldered and I struggled to maintain my train of thought.
"You know what, I'll take on the challenge of converting you into a chocolate fan," I said decidedly.  "You, mister, are going to be turned into such a fan that you're going to wish that there was a Chocoholics Anonymous."
He laughed and I joined in until our desserts arrived and my mind focused solely on the delicacy in front of me.
As I took a bite and the delicious, rich gooey taste exploded in my mouth, I moaned, this time, very softly, and licked my lips.
I looked up to see Edward, his hand with the spoon, raised mid-air while his gaze was fixed on my lips, his dessert long forgotten.  I cleared my throat, smirking when he looked away quickly and continued with my precious, precious treat.
We sat there and chatted for over three hours and it was as if we'd created a little bubble of our own, unaware of the surroundings.  It was only when the waitress approached to let us know that it was closing time that we broke apart, shaking our heads and smiling sheepishly.
Edward insisted on paying the bill and with one of the other guys I'd dated in the past, the feminist in me would probably have been incensed and would not have rested until I'd paid half.  But one look at Edward's earnest face and the protest flew from my mind.
I'd insist on paying next time.
Next time?  Presumptuous much?
Hell yeah!  I want a next time with Edward Cullen.
As we walked out to the elevator, I felt a delightful prickle on my skin and looked down to see Edward's hand brush lightly against mine.
Bolstering my confidence, I reached out and took his hand in mine, reveling when he smiled and entwined our fingers together.
As we rode down the elevator, the air around us seemed charged with the same sparks that I felt flowing between us where our hands were connected.  I gulped and breathed heavily, all the while wondering if he felt the same desire I did.  To press my mouth against his and test if those lips of his were as soft as they looked.
Neither of us said anything, until Edward offered to walk me to my car once I told him that I'd parked a little further down the road in an alley.
By the time we reached there, still in silence, I was nervous.
Didn't he have a good time?  Didn't he want to see me again?
All the breath left my lungs in a whoosh when I suddenly felt myself pinned against the wall, right next to my car.  Edward's arms formed an inescapable cage around me and his warm breath washed over me as he leaned in to whisper in my ear.
"I had a great time, Bella.  Thank you for spending the evening with me.  And for teaching me about the right way to drink Coke."  He chuckled, the rich, deep sound sending shivers down my spine and my heart sped as I raised my arms slowly, wrapping them around his neck.
"You're most welcome.  And I had a wonderful time with you, too," I replied honestly.
"May I kiss you, Miss Swan?"  It was a hypnotizing, seductive whisper and I couldn't have refused even if I'd wanted to.
And of course I didn't want to!
"Yes."
My voice cracked in anticipation.
He pulled back to look at me for a second and leaned in quickly.  Before I knew it, his warm, soft lips were on mine, his fingers entangling in my hair and pulling me closer, pressing me against his hard, muscular form.
As if I was going anywhere.
All thoughts left my brain when he tilted his head slightly, opening his mouth and stroking my bottom lip with his sinful tongue.  I gasped at the sensations he evoked in me, my lips parting and he took the opportunity to explore my mouth.  I moaned when I met my tongue with his, stroking it languidly while his hands roamed over my back.  He tasted like the sugary goodness we'd feasted on and I couldn't get enough of him.
We broke apart only when breathing became absolutely necessary, gasping and panting as he pressed his forehead to mine.
I opened my eyes to find his closed.  I watched as his eyes squeezed shut for a few seconds, opened suddenly and gazed deeply into mine until I was lost in their emerald depths.
A strange expression overtook his face and he mouthed something to me.  I couldn't understand what he'd said or why his demeanor had changed so suddenly.
I was about to verbalize my confusion when I felt a sharp sting at the side of my neck.  My hand flew up instinctively and I caught his hand there.  It held an object.
A syringe.
My eyes widened in abject terror as I looked up at his face.  As a dull, sleepy wave slowly overtook my senses, I couldn't comprehend the emotion that his features held.
My head swam as I fought desperately to keep awake, but I knew in my heart that it was a futile effort and seconds later, I felt his arms around me again.  This time, though, they were trying to hold me steady as my body swayed, totally out of my control.
That same undecipherable expression in his eyes was the last thing I saw before my world dissolved into darkness.
What the hell had Emmett gotten me into?



CHAPTER 2: RAINDROPS AND RULES



Tip...tip...tip
It was the pitter-patter of raindrops that first pierced through the thick fog that clouded my senses.  Having lived in the little rainy town of Forks for the first seventeen years of my life, it was a sound I was well-versed with.  However, in the last few years, ever since I'd settled in Seattle, I hadn't appreciated the rain—its music, its scent—as much as I had in my childhood.  The hustle and bustle of the city as well as the sole purpose that drove my life did not give me the opportunity to just sit back, relax and breathe in the plethora of beauty that nature had to offer.
Inch by inch, my brain determinedly trudged forward toward the promise of consciousness.  My head felt heavy like it always did when I woke up after sleeping like the dead, which usually happened when I took a couple of sleeping pills.
I wasn't addicted to the stuff, not at all.
It just so happened that sometimes, I would consume too much caffeine, without even realizing the number of glasses of coffee I'd gulped down, to stay awake late at night.  Hours later, when the first rays of sunlight would glint off the windows of my apartment, I would realize that I hadn't slept a wink during the entire night.  That was when I'd gulp down the pills for a quick and dreamless two or three hours of slumber, which would allow me to function at work the next day.
Anyway, as the familiar headache started to build up, I winced and groaned, stretching my limbs out on the bed.  The smoothness of the sheets underneath me was very different from what I was used to, and that puzzled me, even in my partially unconscious state.  My right arm also felt sore, very sore, as though it had remained in the same position for a long fucking time.
I tried to move it, but it wouldn't budge.  I was pretty sure my lip jutted out in a pout as I tugged at whatever was holding my arm in this awkward, painful position.
Fuck!  Was it a man latching on to my hand?  Had I slept with someone last night?
Along with that thought came a myriad of images.  I was terribly frustrated as they started out blurry and took their own sweet time to turn more pronounced.
Dark blue jacket and jade eyes...
Tousled hair and long fingers...
Chocolate and coke...
The world spun and I felt nauseous as I sat up quickly, breathing rapidly as the events of the previous evening flooded into my mind.
I looked around the room.  The walls were wooden, which made me think that this was some sort of a cabin.  I was disappointed to find that there was neither a window nor a clock, so I didn't have the slightest idea about where I was or what time it was.
Hell, it could have been days since the fateful date.
If that were the case, then someone would have come looking for me, right?  Even if this guy had my brother fooled about his identity and his intentions, if a certain amount of time had passed, Emmett would have sent out a search party for me, right?
I felt an insurmountable surge of anger rise within my brain and saturate every cell of my body at the thought of my brother and his persistence about sending me on this godforsaken date.
A strange tickling at my wrist drew my attention, and my eyes widened when I saw what was causing it.
The same thing that had bound my arm to the bed.
It was a pair of handcuffs.
And not just the metal ones,
A pair of pink, furry handcuffs!
What sort of a sick bastard had I encountered?  Did he plan to make me a sex slave?  Was that why he kidnapped me?
Where the hell was the fucker anyway?
I touched the kinky handcuffs, tugging at them.  These kinds of things weren't too strong, were they?  I pulled harder, and the headboard groaned in protest, but I couldn't get the restraint to budge an inch.  I only managed to tighten it enough to cut into my skin, which made me hiss in pain.
The sound of a latch being opened had my head turning so fast toward the door that I almost gave myself whiplash.  It was already open, so the sound must have been from the door of some other room.  From my position, I could only see a narrow hallway outside, leading to what seemed like another room, maybe the living room.
My heart started pounding hard in my chest when I heard footfalls.  They were getting louder with each step, which meant that someone was coming this way.  Beads of sweat formed on my forehead and my balled fists turned clammy as I waited, equal parts terrified and outraged, for my captor to show his face.
When he did arrive at the door, my mouth fell open as he showed me much more than just his face.
My eyes first registered the cocky, crooked smirk that stretched upon his lips when he saw that I was awake.  The same damn smirk that had given me goosebumps last night made my blood boil in the light of this new day.
His face couldn't hold my gaze for long as my eyes slid down to his very naked, very wet and very defined chest.  Starting from the taut tendons in his neck, his broad shoulders and his sculpted pecs, all the way down to the delicious V at the end of his waist, I hungrily devoured the fine specimen of man standing before me.  The light smattering of hair across his toned body made me want to run my hands all over him, just to test its softness.
A throat clearing interrupted my ogling, and I felt my traitorous flush spread over my cheeks.  The smirk on his mouth grew more pronounced as he brought up his hand, which held a towel, and rubbed away the drops that travelled down the slope of his abs into the waistband of his low-slung cargo shorts.
What the hell was wrong with me?  Lusting over the guy who was holding me captive against my will to do God only knew what things to me?
Could Stockholm Syndrome develop at first sight?
Okay, I'd officially lost my mind.
Wait, maybe it was the drug that he gave me!
The idea made me narrow my eyes at him, until they were almost slits, and I could barely see him in all his half-naked glory.
Yes, this was good.  If I didn't look, I could stay focused on the kidnapper part rather than the fuck-hot guy part.
"Who are you?" I pushed out through my clenched teeth.
His eyebrows rose; whether at my question or at my tone, I couldn't tell.  Losing none of his easy-going demeanor, he swaggered over to the table in the corner and draped the towel across it.  Finally, he turned to me, cocking his head to one side.
"Why are oranges orange?"
I looked at him like he was crazy.
He shrugged, and fortunately, pulled a T-shirt over his muscular chest.  "I thought we were asking pointless questions."
"It is not a pointless question!"
"Of course it is!  I mean, you can't figure out if they first named the fruit or the colo—"
"My question!  My question was not pointless.  You have me bound to a fucking bed against my will.  I think I have a right to know who the fuck you are!" I snapped at him.
He held up his hands in a defensive pose.  "Relax, Bella."
Now, that just made me snort.  Each second that passed without any useful information coming out of his mouth made me more and more agitated.  I wondered if the anger that was coursing through me was some twisted ploy by my brain to mask the fear and protect itself from a complete breakdown.
"You want me to relax?  You do realize that you have kidnapped me, right?"
He puffed out his cheeks and exhaled a large gust of air.  Slowly, he walked over to the bed and perched at the edge.  I was extremely grateful for the distance he kept between us.
Now, whether it was because I was afraid I would jump him or punch him was a different matter.
"I was just trying to lighten the moment, but I guess you have a point."  He pushed a hand through his wet hair, making it stick out in all directions.  "Look, I do not want to hurt you, but I cannot, under any circumstances, let you go.  So, I hope you won't make this too difficult for the both of us and just co-operate with me."
I was stunned speechless.
Seriously?  Co-operate?
Once again, I wondered about his mental faculties.  
"Let's establish some ground rules, shall we?" he continued, either oblivious or ignorant toward my state of astonishment.
"This is not a fucking orientation program for a goddamned school!  Ground rules," I mocked.  "You.  Have.  Kidnapped.  Me."
His eyes narrowed and his nostrils flared as annoyance began to color his previously neutral expression.  "Princess, you've got to cut down on the cursing," he muttered through clenched teeth.  My eyes fell down at his hands, which were also clenched into tight fists in what looked like an attempt on his part to show some restraint.  I swallowed hard as he leaned in, closer and closer until our faces were hardly an inch apart.  "You are right.  I have kidnapped you.  I've had enough of your yelling and scoffing, and I am not going to put up with it any longer.  Do you understand me?"  He enunciated each word slowly and precisely, and they had the desired effect.
My breathing quickened as his eyes gazed at me intently; the green in them was nearly obliterated by the black depths of his pupils.  They blazed with fury and I could sense that he was at the end of his rope.  The first speck of fear made its way unwelcome into my brain, and I couldn't suppress the shudder that ran down my spine.
Swallowing again to choke down the lump obstructing my throat, I whispered, "Princess?"
He said nothing for a moment, just kept staring at me with the same intensity.  I didn't- couldn't look away.  The range of emotions that played in his eyes, even though I didn't know him well enough to identify each one, mesmerized me.
Eventually, his assessment of me was complete and his eyes softened ever so slightly.  I hoped that he had deduced that I wouldn't be putting up a fight...for now, at least.
"I can choose to call you whatever I wish," he pronounced, raising a daring eyebrow at me, but I refused to take the bait.
Pick your battles, my mother always said.
Right now, it was far more important that I figured out what the hell this guy wanted from me, and pissing him off would not do me any good.
"Okay.  Please, you have to tell me what this is."  I rattled my handcuffed hand.  "Why are you holding me here?  What do you want from me?"
He pursed his lips, as though deep in thought.  "Sorry.  You don't get to ask the questions here, Princess.  You shall have all your answers, but in due time.  You'll just have to be patient until that time comes."
I resisted the urge to slap him by pushing my free hand under my thighs.
"Now, before you distracted me, we were talking about ground rules, weren't we?"  He looked at me as though he really did expect an answer, so I nodded begrudgingly.  "Well, rule number one is that you are to remain respectful—which includes a ban on your cursing—and obey the orders I give you.  You do that, and it means I will not hurt you.  Simple."
I pressed my tongue against the roof of my mouth to keep my mouth shut against the barrage of insults that threatened to spew out.
"Rule number two is that you are to remain handcuffed to this bed at all times."  I opened my mouth to protest, but he silenced me with a hand.  "If you have to use the bathroom, you will let me know, and we will work it out.  Any other needs of yours, you are to tell me about them, and I shall deliver them here.  You are not going to get up from your place.  With me so far?"  The smirk was back on his face.
This time, I refused to dignify his nonsense with a response, but he went on anyway.
"Rule number three.  This is actually more of information.  I know you can't see outside from this room.  So, take my word that this cabin is smack dab in the middle of nowhere.  There is a vast forest full of wild, ferocious and ravenous animals all around us.  Also, the security system I have installed here is military level; nothing, and I do mean nothing other than my fingerprint will be able to open it.  If you try to tamper with it or make three unsuccessful attempts, it will lock itself in such a manner that the only way to get you out will be to break down the walls, and, the way I have had them made, that would also be one hell of a task.  You can't tamper it from the inside anyway; I just thought you should know."
His little speech did nothing but plant the shreds of terror further into my heart and into my mind.  The words "military level" flashed like an alarm in my head.
They gave rise to two important lines of thought.
The first...  Emmett had been in the army for eight years before he joined the police force.  He should know a thing or two about military locks and whatever other tactics they might have used.  At least, I hoped he did.  The big goof had never been the sharpest tool in the box.
The second...  Just who the fuck hated to such an extent that they used a guy well-versed in military techniques to get rid of me?  This required planning, and a shitload of money.
When the answer popped in my head, it came dramatically, out of the blue, and made me feel stupid for not having thought of it sooner.
It had to be someone who hated me, who had ample reasons to want to kill me, and someone who had enough resources to make it happen.
There was only one such person in the world.
Aro Volturi.
