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        Destiny

        I never wanted to be a Mafia Princess, and I definitely don't want to marry the gross old Mafia boss. My father insists, and now that my sister has gone missing, I am the only daughter left. The only thing I can do is escape, wearing a wedding dress, in the middle of the night. While climbing out the window I land on top of the most handsome man I've ever laid my eyes on. With no other resources, I beg him for help to find my sister.

      

        

      
        Luca

        I go to the Petrov estate for one thing: revenge. The man who killed my parents is set to marry one of the Petrov daughters. While casing the Petrov house, one of the daughters falls right into my lap, literally. I know that she's an innocent, but I don't care. I will do anything to pay back the mob boss who killed my parents. I didn't expect to like Destiny, and I definitely didn't plan on falling in love with her. And once that happens one thing is for certain: I plan on keeping her safe and in my bed, by any means necessary.

      

        

      
        Author Note: This is another instalove romance with a former FBI hero who still has a good heart although it's been bruised a little, a quirky heroine who is ready to be reunited with her sister, and more twists and turns than anyone will expect. As always, the reader will get their Happily Ever After.

      

      

      This book was previously released under the name Maya Reed.
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      “But, Papa, I don’t understand,” I say as I watch workers shove my items into boxes.

      “Your sister has left. She was the one who was supposed to marry Tony. So, he has said he’ll take you.”

      Oh, how pleasant. Second place, again.

      “But why are all my things being taken away?”

      “Your sister ran away because she could take things with her. You will not have that. And you need to take these things with you when you move to Tony’s house.”

      I hide my disgust. Tony Delano was the man my sister was supposed to marry and why we came up with a plan for her to run away. Of course, we didn’t expect him to pick me after that. No one picks me.

      “You’re taking all of my clothes, Papa. Am I supposed to get married in my pajamas?”

      The slap shouldn’t surprise me, but for some reason, it does. It’s so hard it knocks me back a few feet, causing me to stumble, but I don’t fall. The sting of it brings tears to my eyes, but I refuse to let him see my cry.

      And as always, the workers just keep doing their job. It’s normal in this household, and they know intervening would only get them fired—or worse.

      “You will wear the dress your sister picked out.”

      Just an FYI, my sister picked nothing out. Our stepmother did because she is just as bad as our father. She is okay with selling off her stepdaughters to forge an alliance with the Italian Mob.

      “But…Papa, my work.”

      He glances at me, and I know he has a plan. I work for him, laundering his money. He takes credit for it, but I’ve been doing it for the last five years thanks to my amazing hacker skills. I have a head for numbers, so that doesn’t hurt either.

      “You will continue to do that for me. And you will teach Tony’s people the same thing.”

      Oh, that is so not good. Not good at all. Before I can respond to that, Drusilla—okay, that’s not her name, but that’s what we call our stepmother— brings in the monstrosity of a wedding dress. It’s yards and yards of tulle, white, with a beaded bodice, and well, it’s just ugly. It looks like something straight out of an eighties rom-com.

      I see one of the workers pick up my laptop, and I want to scream. But I don’t. I hold it all in because my sister Fable and I planned for this. I still hate seeing them manhandle my hardware.

      Drusilla says nothing to me as the workers rush out of the room, but she does hang the dress in my closet. It is the one thing visible. I would laugh at the absurdity, but my father would probably backhand me again.

      Once we are alone, he walks over to me, and I refuse to cower. He would see it as a weakness, and while he scares me, I will not let him know it.

      “Be a good girl, Destiny. This is good for us.”

      For them, he means. He doesn’t care that he is selling me off to a man three times my age or that he is a monster. His last two wives have disappeared.

      I nod but say nothing else. There is no need. If I protest, I will end up getting a slap or two…or worse. And in the end, I would still have to marry the bastard. He leaves me alone, shutting the door and locking it behind him.

      I wait until his footsteps fade, then I collapse on the ground, pulling my knees up to my chest. I knew he would be mad when we got Fable out of here last week, but I thought the wedding would just be called off. I close my eyes and try to combat the tears. It won’t help anything to cry, and I do have a plan. I just didn’t think I would have to do it with my father on the premises. I thought he and Drusilla would just go away, and then I could join my sister.

      I brush away the tears and force myself to stand up and get to work. Fable left five days ago, and I have not heard from her. We have a way to contact each other, but at least I know that she’s somewhere my father can’t find her. Once I get out of here, I will make sure to get in contact with her. I glance outside and notice that the sun is almost set. I only have about an hour before I need to get everything in order.

      I go to my closet and then kneel to pull up the floorboards. Beneath them is my real laptop, along with a bag of things I want to take with me, including the necklace my mother gave me. She gave Fable the same one, a silver heart with our initials. I was ten, and I didn’t truly understand that she was dying at the time, but my mother did. She had made us promise to take care of each other. And we have. Being fraternal twins made us closer than regular siblings. Growing up with Drusilla—who our father married two weeks after we buried our mother—made us even closer.

      And I will find her, but first, I have to figure out how to get out of my room with a locked door and only a window for escape. I’m on the second floor, so it’s going to take some planning. Thankfully, I’m great with plans.

      My only problem is clothes. I didn’t think my father would steal all my clothes, so I did not plan for that. It’s cold outside being November in upstate New York, and all I have are my PJs. Not even a bra. I look at the dress again.

      Yep, that will keep me warm until I can get away from the house. I glance at the time again and smile. This is going to be child’s play.
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      “You know that you don’t have to do this,” Alessandro says as I eye the fortress through binoculars. My hands tighten around the hard plastic. I know he’s right, but I refuse to acknowledge it.

      “Do we have any idea of what’s going on right now? Why he came up here?”

      He is Tony Delano, a mobster who spends most of his time in New York City. Why he’s coming to an estate in upstate New York is a mystery. The man who owns the house has no association with him, although he is part of the Russian Mob.

      “There are rumors he’s getting married again.”

      I glance over at my mentor and my father’s best friend. He had been the one to pull me out of my drunken stupor after Delano killed my parents.  It had been my fault. Everyone knew it. I handed in my badge and walked away from my FBI career. Once I sobered up, I started to plan. Delano had to pay for what he did.

      I look back at the fortress, noting that should have alerted the owners about us. That alone tells me something is off. Petrov isn’t a big name in organized crime, but he’s smart.

      That should worry me, but I just think of the ways I can use it. My years as an FBI agent trained me well. It’s the perfect place to show up to kill Delano.

      “Do you know the daughters?”

      I shake my head. I know Petrov had a set of twin girls from his first wife, but they are never seen. I knew more about Italian Mob operations than Russian.

      “This is not a good idea, Luca.”

      “It’s an excellent idea.”

      Weariness weighs down the sigh that escapes his mouth.  He’s tried to talk me out of this idea for the last eighteen months. Nothing will keep me from it, even if he had invoked the idea of how my parents would feel about this.

      “I’m going in.”

      “I’ll be waiting.”

      “If things look bad, make sure to get out of here.”

      “I’ll be waiting,” he repeats, ignoring my instructions.

      I growl but know better than to argue. Grabbing the earpiece and slipping it into my ear, I leave him in the SUV and creep to the estate. Petrov should have better security up here, but maybe he’s gotten complacent. Living in upstate New York, things seem idyllic. As if you are in another world from the one he occupies in New York.

      It doesn’t take me very long to scale the fence—which has no sensors that I can detect—and then to the house.

      When I called it a fortress, I wasn’t kidding. He built it to look like a castle in Europe. But instead of looking stately, it looks like a reject from Disney, falling apart in areas.

      “Are you seeing what I see?” Alessandro says in my ear.

      “A piece of shit imitation castle?”

      “No. Eleven o’clock. Looks like a lot of sheets.”

      I see it quickly once he directs me to where. It looks like someone tied a bunch of sheets together, and it’s hanging out the window.

      “What the hell?” I ask, but it’s just rhetorical. I make my way over there, making sure to stick close to the ground. The state of the lawn and gardens tells the same story as the house. It’s November, yes, but you can tell the grass and shrubs haven’t been cared for in a long time.

      I stand there, beneath the window, and notice it’s dark in the room. I look down and see there’s a bag sitting there. A rope is tied to it as if somebody had lowered from the window. Muttering sounds from above, and I look up in time to see one shapely leg slide over the edge.

      “I can’t believe this is my life,” I hear a woman mutter. Then, another leg comes out, along with…

      Is that a wedding dress?

      “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, what the hell is that?” Alessandro says.

      As she scales down the side of the house, I hear some kind of muttering that sounds like a prayer. How did she not see me?

      “Oh, no.”

      That’s all I hear before she comes flying down after she loses her grip. I rush closer, directly under her. I have no idea what I’m trying to do, but I hold my hands out. She falls on top of me, and we both go down to the ground.

      She’s lying on top of me, her body splayed over mine.

      “Oh, no,” she says again. Her voice is soft and sweet. Sweet? Get your head back in the game, Luca.

      “Mister, are you okay?” she asks as she scrambles off me, placing her hand near my groin. I go to grab for her, but she’s not trying to run away. Instead, she’s skimming small hands over my body as if checking for injuries. I can smell lilacs, and her long hair is brushing along my neck as she continues to check me out. My cock hardens, and my entire body heats.

      “I’m fine.”

      “Oh, good,” she says, leaning closer, settling her hands on either side of my head. It’s then that I get a good look at her. Long chestnut hair frames a heart-shaped face. High cheekbones, an upturned nose, and hazel eyes. She’s goddamn beautiful. My entire brain stops working.

      “Are you sure?” she asks.

      “Am I sure of what?”

      She nibbles on her bottom lip as she sits back on her knees. “Listen, I can’t help you by taking you inside. And I don’t want to have to hurt you, so please don’t tell my father I’m leaving.”

      I blink, wondering if she’s used some kind of magic to scramble my brain. Did she just threaten me? She’s small, and I could definitely pick her up and carry her around. Or hold her up against a wall while I fuck her.

      Shit, where did that idea come from?

      “What’s going on?” Alessandro is demanding in my ear. I rise up off the ground to tell her that I’m here to kill Tony, then the words she said hit me.

      My father.

      She’s one of Petrov daughters. She apparently takes my silence as a threat because she’s scrambling away and running toward the bag I saw earlier. I panic and jump up, which was ill-advised because my head starts to spin. Damn, she must have hit me harder than I thought she did. By the time I’m steady on my feet, she’s pointing a gun at me.

      “Please don’t make me shoot you.”

      “Does she have a gun?” Alessandro asks, disbelief filling his tone. I ignore him and amble closer, keeping my hands raised in surrender. I was right. She’s wearing a wedding dress. It’s fugly and doesn’t fit her right.

      “I’m not one of your father’s men.”

      She frowns. “Then who are you? You aren’t one of Delano’s men, are you?” She squints at me as if she can’t make me out.

      “No. I’m with the FBI.”

      Well, I was until I quit when they wouldn’t prosecute Delano. Then I handed in my badge and walked away.

      Relief fills her features. “Oh, thank God, please, take this.”

      She shoves the gun at me and grabs her bag. She zips up her back then falters when she sees me.

      “Is something wrong?”

      She swallows. “Nope. But we should hurry before my father realizes that I’m gone.”

      Then, she takes off in the opposite direction of where Alessandro is parked before I can stop her. I roll my eyes and take off after her.

      “Hey,” I whisper shout. She tosses me a look over her shoulder that tells me she’s irritated.

      She sighs, then stops to wait for me.

      “Where are you going?”

      “This is the way to the bus stop.”

      She was going to escape by bus? Of course, she was. She’s wearing a godawful wedding dress during her escape. Maybe her father hid her away because she’s a little looney. Gorgeous, but crazy, that’s for sure.

      “I have a car.”

      “Oh, good. Lead the way, Elliot.”

      “My name’s not Elliot.”

      She rolls her eyes. It’s dark out, but it’s hard not to see the twinkle in the depths of her hazel gaze.

      “Of course, you’re not Elliot. I was calling you that because of Elliot Ness. Good God, man. Don’t you know the history of the FBI?”

      And with that, she starts to take off again. I hurry to catch up. I grab her by the arm to stop her, and she looks down at my hand as if it is the most offending touch she’s ever felt in her life.

      “Be careful,” I say. She nods, motioning with her hand for me to lead the way. And with that, we both take off toward the car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            Destiny

          

        

      

    

    
      We approach a black SUV with blacker than black tinted windows. It’s like the stereotypical car for the FBI in every show on TV.

      As we approach, the door opens, and I stop in my tracks when an older man steps out.

      “He’s with us.”

      He doesn’t look like he’s with us. He’s standing there, his arms crossed over his chest, and he’s really frowny.

      “Does he know that?”

      The man who helped me escape chuckles, and my entire body lights up. I had no idea that the FBI hired gods, but that’s who they sent to my father’s estate. He’s tall, with dark hair and the most amazing dark brown eyes. There are little crinkles around his eyes like he’s done a lot of smiling in his life, although there is an air of sadness that seems to cling to him.

      “Alessandro, this is…I don’t know your name.”

      “Oh, Destiny. Destiny Petrov.”

      The other man says nothing but looks at the FBI man. Now, Aly can’t be FBI because he seems a little too old for fieldwork. Then I realize I don’t know my savior’s name. I look at him, but not directly at him because he is too pretty for me to do that. I would definitely faint from looking directly into his golden-brown eyes.

      “Wait, what’s your name?”

      “Luca. Luca Totaro.”

      “Oh, hmm, that’s nice. Anyway, I’m not sure my father or Drusilla will check on me, so I think we should get going.”

      “Indeed,” Luca says, practically dragging me to the SUV. He opens the back door, helps me in, but he keeps my bag. I frown over that. Other than the empty gun, I don’t have any weapons. Then he stops to argue with Alessandro. They step away from the SUV, so I can’t make out everything they are saying, but the gist of it is that Alessandro is wondering if Luca is crazy. I hope not because I need someone to help me find my sister, and I know that the FBI could probably help.

      After a long argument, they both get in the car, Alessandro in the driver’s seat and Luca in the passenger seat. He sure is dreamy. Like, he could be a movie star or model. What is it that my sister calls them? Book boyfriend. Yeah, he is definitely book boyfriend material.

      Luca opens my bag and starts pawing through my things.

      “Hey,” I say as Alessandro takes off. “That’s my personal property.”

      “I just wanted to make sure you didn’t have any other weapons.”

      “I only had the one, and you have it. And it was unloaded.”

      He stills for a second and looks back at me. The incredulous look on his face makes me want to laugh, but there is enough anger there that I keep my lips shut.

      “Do you mean you were trying to protect yourself with an unloaded weapon?”

      I cock my head to the side. “I thought you knew. I mean, couldn’t you feel how light it was?”

      Alessandro laughs. “Oh, boy, the guys will love to hear that one.”

      Luca—I really love that name, by the way—ignores his friend. He continues to stare at me as if he’s thinking about how stupid I am. I’m not. People always underestimate me because I will be the first person to admit that I’m a little ditzy. My brain is always on numbers, so it’s hard to pay attention to real life. And I am on the small side. I have no idea what size has to do with intelligence, but people tend to think you aren’t that smart if you’re tiny. I like to use that to my advantage.

      “So, I would like my bag back.”

      “No,” he growls. Ugh, even that sounds sexy. And I know that I have to be careful because these men made it even easier to escape.

      “But…” He tosses a look over his shoulder, and I frown. I will not be bullied. “I need to eat. I have snacks in there, and I haven’t eaten since breakfast.”

      He sighs and mutters under his breath. He digs through my bag—again!—and then tosses me a candy bar.

      “Not really nutritional.”

      I shrug as I rip it open. “Beggars can’t be choosers. I mean, I hadn’t planned on having to leave this early, but then Papa told me I had to get married to Tony Delano tomorrow. So, I moved up my escape.”

      I’m munching down on my candy bar, enjoying the way the nougat and the peanuts taste with the milk chocolate, so I don’t notice how quiet the cab of the SUV has gotten. I look up and realize I’m getting another look of…I’m not sure what that expression is filled with right now.

      “You were going to marry Delano?” He growls out the question in his gravelly voice, and I have to suppress the urge to shiver in delight. He’s got to be from Brooklyn, and I love that accent. My mother was from Brooklyn.

      I nod as I take another bite.

      “He’s got to be at least two decades older than you.”

      “More like four, truthfully, and he didn’t even want to marry me.”

      “Why the fuck not?”

      That gets a sharp look from Alessandro, but he says nothing.

      “He was supposed to marry Fable, but thanks to me, she escaped last week. I never thought Delano would go creep on some other twenty-something-year-old, but Papa made some kind of deal with him. I thought you would know all of this.”

      Something moves over his expression, but it’s dark in the SUV, and I’m tired. Plus, he’s handsome, and everything looks super sexy on his face.

      “What’s a fable?”

      “Fable. My sister. I don’t know where she is, and I’m hoping you can help me with that.”

      We are picking up speed, and I notice that we’re getting on a highway. It’s been so many years since I’ve left the estate, a surge of panic hits me. I’ve wanted to leave forever, but it still doesn’t make it any easier. Bile rises in my throat, and the wonderful treat I just ate is not settling well in my stomach. Oh, god. Spots appear in front of my eyes as the SUV feels as if it is spinning out of control.

      “Hey, Destiny,” Luca says as he snaps his fingers in front of my face.  I blink and then focus on him. “Are you okay?”

      His worry stirs something inside of me. Only Fable showed me affection and concern. We were each other’s only support since our father dumped us at the estate after he married Drusilla.

      “Yeah. It’s just…it’s been a long time since I left the estate.”

      He frowns. “How long?”

      “Eleven years, five months, and eight days.”

      “No, I meant since you were out and about. Not when you moved here.”

      I shrug. “We never left the house. We were only allowed out in the gardens with the guards to watch.”

      “To make sure you were safe.”

      “Sure.”

      At first, that was what it was about. I’m sure my father was worried about us being kidnapped. Or at least, I had always thought until the last year or so. Whatever the reason, they were installed when we moved here. They became our wardens these last few years, keeping us both from having normal lives of teenagers and now young ladies. Or young women. You couldn’t always call us ladies.

      He turns back around, and I frown. I like it when he looks at me. In fact, it makes my entire body vibrate with happiness. What is that about?

      “There’s a fast-food restaurant that’s still open. Let’s pull off.”
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