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      Sophie

      Just when I think my life can’t get any worse, my psycho fiancé tries to kill me. But then a dark and broody man saves my life. Lorenzo Moretti. He’s Dante Damiani’s ruthless capo. And now my fate is in his hands.

      

      Lorenzo

      I’ve watched her for weeks. She’s engaged to Giuseppe Vincenzo, through no fault of her own. I know damn good and well it was a forced pairing. She deserves better. Then her clown of a fiancé tries to kill her and he can’t even get that right. I can’t let her die this way, alone and bleeding out on the pavement. So I scooped her up and brought her home with me, letting everyone think she was dead.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.
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      On Dante’s orders, I’ve been following Giuseppe Vincenzo for the past few days. So far, I haven’t seen anything that would help our cause. Giuseppe is the son of a rival mafia don and a worthless piece of shit. Case in point? The young woman, his fiancée, is now laying in the gutter, in a pool of her own blood. She’s still breathing, though she’s as white as a ghost.

      She was supposed to die today, that much is clear. But Giuseppe and his men were sloppy and botched the job. I know for a fucking fact Sophie Messina didn’t deserve this. She was forced into an engagement with sleazeball Giuseppe. Scooping her up, I carry her in my arms, her blood seeping into the fibers of my designer suit. Dante pays me handsomely and I’ve fucked up so many suits with blood and brain matter I’ve lost count. I don’t give a shit. It’s just another day in the life of being second in command to a mafia boss. Who just so happens to be my cousin, who’s like a brother to me.

      “Stay with me, Princess,” I say, my voice low and rumbly as I speed through the streets to my condo. She’s not dying today. Not on my watch.

      Carefully as possible, I lift her unconscious body out of the backseat of my black luxury SUV and carry her to the elevator. The doc steps up beside me as I’m waiting. “Doc,” I acknowledge.

      “Lorenzo,” he says in lieu of greeting. I called him on the way over and paid him extra to not mention anything to Dante. What Dante doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Besides, he’s too busy with his little captive to care about something like this. For now, this stays between me and the doc. If she doesn’t survive, he’ll answer to me. And that never ends well.

      Sophie moans as I step into the elevator. “We’re almost there,” I tell her softly as the elevator glides to the top floor.

      The doors swish open and I stride through my luxurious condo, heading straight to my bedroom. I don’t care if blood gets everywhere. Hell, I’ve almost bled out a time or two in that very same bedroom. That’s why Dante and I have people on our staff who clean up after us and won’t say a goddamn thing. That’s what money can do. And Dante has enough for several lifetimes.

      “Down you go,” I murmur, laying her on her back.

      “Please step out while I examine the patient,” the doc tells me.

      I snort softly. “Not going to happen.”

      He swallows nervously, opening his bag. Pulling out a pair of medical scissors, he cuts away her bloody blouse and pants, exposing a gunshot wound to her side. Newsflash: a gut wound is a very slow death. If the bastards were merciful, they would’ve put a bullet in her skull. But they didn’t and I don’t know what makes me angrier: the fact that they left her like that or that they attempted to kill her in the first place.

      As he probes the wound, a still unconscious Sophie moans and tries to move away from the source of her pain. If he hurts her, he won’t live to see tomorrow. “Can you patch her up?” He doesn’t look up.

      “It’s clean through and through. No major organs were hit. I’ll patch her up. She’ll need rest, antibiotics, and plenty of fluids.”

      I nod, my arms crossed. “Do what you need to do. She’ll be staying here.”

      The doc stops, looking up at me. “She really should be in a hospital.”

      “That’s not an option,” I tell him impatiently. Because it’s not.

      He grabs his bag, takes out an IV, and proceeds to hook it up. “This should help with the pain.”

      That’s a start. He’s cleaning up the wound, preparing to stitch her up, when Sophie moans and starts to mumble incoherently. “A little help here?” he says, his back still turned. If Doc knew how dangerous I was, he’d know not to turn his back to me.

      Sitting on the bed, I pull Sophie gently into my arms, her head and shoulders in my lap. Doc resumes his ministrations and she starts to mumble again. “Shh,” I murmur, slightly bent over her, my lips near her ear. “Doc is going to patch you up.” She settles a bit.

      “Did you give her something for the pain?”

      “It’s in the IV.”

      “Stay with me, Sophie,” I whisper, as I stroke her hair. I wish I could say that it was that easy, but it’s not. Bullet wounds hurt like a bitch. If someone tells you it doesn’t hurt, they’re lying.

      Sitting there, I stroke Sophie’s soft hair, trying to ease her pain. As he stitches her up, I take in more of the woman before me. She’s young, probably in her twenties. Her skin is flawless, her curves generous. I’m trying not to be a perv, but I can’t help but watch her as she breathes, her well-endowed chest moving up and down with every breath. When I learned that they planned to kill her, I had no plans to stop them. She’s just a cog in a much larger wheel. But a part of me, the good part that’s been buried deep down inside of me, knew she didn’t deserve to die. She’s just a pawn in a very sick and twisted game. I’m just pissed that I was a moment too late from stopping those bastards from shooting her. She’s lucky I arrived just in the nick of time. If I hadn’t, she’d have bled out.

      “Done,” he tells me, applying a large piece of gauze over the now stitched-up wound. “Make her comfortable so she can rest. Her bandage will need to be changed regularly. When she wakes up, have water available for her. She’ll need it.”

      “Thanks, doc.”

      He dips his chin. “I’ll leave extra bandages, a couple bags of fluid, and pain killers. Watch her closely. If any issues arise, call me.”

      “Will do,” I tell him as he leaves. He knows his way out.

      For the next few minutes, I don’t move. I just watch Sophie breathe and settle into sleep. The medicine doc gave her is finally taking full effect. Careful not to jostle her, I gently remove her bloody clothes and dirty shoes, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. I’d love to put her in one of my shirts, but I don’t want to move her too much at this point. Plus, there’s the issue of her IV. Pushing the covers back, I gently and slowly tuck her in, covering her up so she doesn’t get cold. It is winter in Chicago. Settling in, I plan to watch over her until she wakes up.
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      I’m jarred awake by an excruciating pain which feels like someone shoved a hot poker into my side, then used a blowtorch on my skin. I can’t even describe how much pain I’m in; it’s just that horrific. Peeling my eyes open, I take in the room before me. It’s a large room, done in grays and whites, with large heavy, masculine furniture. Upon closer inspection, I’m in someone’s bedroom. A man’s bedroom to be exact. Where am I? I don’t remember coming here…

      Then it all comes rushing back. The fight with Giuseppe, the crack of the gun, and then the bullet slamming into me. I fell to the ground and then all I felt was the pain. OMG, the pain! When I heard him and his goons leave, I thought for sure I was dead. There was so much blood that I think I eventually lost consciousness, accepting that I was going to die. But now here I am, clearly not dead. Speaking of…what’s poking me? I try to lift my hand and…oh, it’s an IV. Clearly, the person who saved me wants me to live. But who saved me and why am I here? I try to sit up, but the pain is too much. I try again, grunting softly, successful this time. I’m about to swing my legs over the bed, when I notice I’m in just my bra and panties. Oh, God…

      “Stop.”

      A deep masculine voice pierces the stillness of the room, stopping me. I freeze, gingerly turning towards the voice, wanting to see who saved me. “Where am I?” I ask, my mouth dry as a cotton ball.

      “My condo.”

      “And you are?”

      “Lorenzo.”

      I gasp. Lorenzo Moretti! He’s Dante Damiani’s capo. And it chills me to the bone. I’ve been kidnapped by a rival mafia don’s second in command. What does he want with me? Why would he save me?

      “I can see the wheels turning in that pretty little head of yours. Get back into bed. I need to change your bandage and hook up a new IV.”

      Albeit slowly, I do exactly what he says. I’m too injured and scared to do anything else at the moment. “Don’t touch me,” I grind out, holding onto the covers for dear life. I’ve heard the rumors; he’s ruthless.

      He shakes his head and peels the covers out of my cold, clammy fingers. Instantly, my hands fly to my chest and between my legs, trying to cover my bits. That little act costs me—my side is screaming at me and I’ve broken out in a cold sweat.
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