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CHAPTER ONE
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TROUBLE

CATCH

To be the cousin of the bodyguard who let the Don’s woman slip through his fingers wasn’t an ideal place to be. But he was my cousin. My flesh and blood. I’d defend him in the depths of turmoil. Ritchie took his job seriously. As the bodyguard to the most notorious underworld bosses in New Jersey, you had to be on top of your fucking game.

Most of the bodyguards wouldn’t have traded places with Ritchie. Guarding the boss’s most prized possession was hard work. 

However, my cousin performed his job thoroughly. And enjoyed his position. He and Lexis had a special bond. He helped her discard a woman’s body. The woman was obsessed with Lexis’s boyfriend. So you see, she had to go.

The day all hell broke loose, Lexis walked out the front door of her father’s house. Lexis waved goodbye to a security camera, cementing the fact that she left Luca Esposito. This was a bodyguard gray area. The woman wasn’t kidnapped. She plotted and planned to leave the boss. Perhaps he should’ve been in the house. But Ritchie guarded her for so many years, he didn’t think she’d leave the boss. Hell, none of us did.

Anyone in the mafia or watched a mafia movie knew the only way out of the mafia was death. I often wondered if the boss would have her killed.

I kept that thought to myself. For now.

In recent days, after Lexis fled, Ritchie acted strange. He took time off. Something my cousin never did. 

I took it upon myself to search him out before the bosses Luca and his brother Marco, who I worked for, asked questions.

I talked to Kagan, Marco, and Luca’s cousin. He was a computer genius. Kagan was a self-taught fucking prodigy. The man knew how to manipulate a computer. I admired him for his ability to use the computer and the wide-open web as his bitch.

As soon as Kagan found him, I sought Ritchie out. 

He was held up in a three-star hotel. What the fuck? With the type of money we had, he didn’t have to stay in less than a five-star hotel.

When I found my cousin, I couldn’t believe what had happened. He got tangled up in some tough shit. Ritchie Toscano was at risk of going to war alone over a woman.

My cousin didn’t do women. He fucked them, but that was it. No pillow talk. No, ‘I’ll call you again.’ Or ‘we can become fuck buddies.’ None of that bullshit.

His dick and heart were totally two separate entities. In our line of work, that was probably best.

I loved to have play time with multiple women. I had sex parties on my weekends off. I dipped out of town where no one knew me and fuck four or five women on the same night.

My bodyguard role was different from Ritchie’s. I sometimes laid on rooftops staring out of sniper scopes for long periods of time. 

Before I became a bodyguard, I wanted to see the world. So how did I do that? Joined the marines and became a bad ass sniper. Because my family was rich, that wasn’t the way they thought I should see the world. They said, “Travel for a year. See the world.” Like go backpacking across Europe or some shit. 

Not me. I chose to blow shit up legally for the United States Government. To this day, they still called on me to do odd jobs. I was getting ahead of myself. That we’d discuss later. 

After sitting in the hotel room with my cousin and learning about his stent of trouble. It was time to call in reinforcement. We had the upper hand on Man-Man. We knew the best bodyguards in the business who loved to go to war. So I called on my buddies. Asked them to be on standby. I even called our cousin Nickulas Pitucco. Everyone in the family called him Nicky or Nick. If an enemy made the mistake of calling him Nicky, they’d be dead. 

Anyway, I brought Nick up to speed just in case we needed more back up. Ritchie and I couldn’t let our bosses Luca and Marco know what was going on. Luca would’ve dragged Lexis back home against her will. Ritchie didn’t want that. He chose to watch over her as long as it took.

In the meantime, Ritchie needed to return to Jersey to show the boss he was still a strong soldier. I agreed to remain in Chicago and watch over the woman who had my cousin by the fucking balls. 

When I arrived at Tori’s house, I didn’t expect to have a run in with the little terror.

A petite woman swung the door open. “We don’t want whatever you’re selling?”

Did the khakis and green polo shirt give off salesman vibes? Probably. Shit.

“Hello.” I smirked as my eyes moved over her curvy body. She was fucking beautiful. But that mouth was going to get her in trouble. “I’m not selling anything. Is Tori here?”

Her eyes widened. “She is.”

“Can you ask her to come to the door?”

“No,” she blurted out.

What was her problem?

My brows lowered. “You’re too pretty to have all that attitude.”

She released a long-exaggerated sigh. “Who’s asking?” 

I ignored her question when I heard voices coming from deeper in the house. “Listen, it’s important I talk to her.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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THE DISPUTE 

CATCH

“I don’t think so,” she replied.

She rocked back on her leg, poked out her hip, crossing her arms over her chest. “What’s with all the white men in my friend’s life recently?”

I didn’t know how many men Tori was involved with. Guess I’d find out while I had her under surveillance.

We stared into each other’s eyes long and hard. 

“Bombshell, can I speak to Tori?” I asked through bared teeth. I was two seconds away from clamping her mouth shut with mine.

“Still, the answer is no,” she responded in a bitter tone.

“You cannot see Tori,” the woman huffed.

I had reached my limit with the woman who had a chip on her shoulder the size of Chicago.

This was new. A woman who refused to give in to me.

Challenge accepted.

“Well then, Bombshell, I’ll wait here.”

“Stop calling me that,” she gritted out.

Since she wouldn’t cooperate, I figured I’d keep poking the bear.

“Whatever you say, gorgeous,” I chuckled.

I noticed her fists curled at her sides.

The door opened wider, and a woman appeared. “I’m Tori. Who wants to know?”

“Hello Tori. My name is Catch.”

Her eyes widened. “You work with Mr. R.”

“Sorry I mean Cliff. Instead of calling him Mr. Richards. I call him Mr. R.”

I smiled and nodded. “Got it. Cliff is actually my cousin.”

The bite size Terrier snarled at me like she was Tori’s protector.

“Come in.” Tori motioned for me to enter.

My eyes fell over Tori’s friend. “Cute little attack dog you have here.”

She craned her neck, glaring at me. “Now you’re calling me cute?”

I flashed a cocky smirk. “You skipped the part where I called you an animal?”

“Will I still be cute if I slam my fist into your nose?” Her pouty lips thinned, and her semi-slanted eyes narrowed.

I thought about fisting her shoulder length black hair and clenching her earlobe with my teeth, but that would guarantee me a knee to the balls.

Instead, I backed her against the wall. “Do it. I’m not afraid of blood.”

She jabbed her fist toward my face. I grabbed her curled hand, then the other, locking them in my huge palm over her head. She was so fucking pissed and turned on at the same time. I think she was more upset with herself for wanting to fuck my brains out. 

“We’re getting off to a bad start. What’s your name?”

“Let me go,” she growled.

“Not until you calm down,” I bit out.

“Tori, get Reaper and Slasher. Tear his ass from limb to limb,” she snarled.

I leaned into her ear. “I bet you’ve never been so wet for a man. If you behave, I’ll tongue your pussy until your walls are squeezing my tongue as your cum pours into my mouth.”

Lust took a hold of those thick thighs and rubbed them together like match sticks. 

I let go of her hands, stepped back, holding her gaze. A flicker of desire pooled in her eyes for me. It was the most attractive thing I’d ever seen. That was when I realized I had to conquer her. 

Tori clapped her hands, ripping us from our intense stare down.

“Bianca, lead the way.” Tori gestured a hand toward the kitchen.

The entire time I spoke to Tori, I couldn’t keep my mind off Bianca. I loved the way her name rolled off my tongue.

Once my conversation ended with Tori, I turned to her friends. “It was nice meeting you, ladies. Especially you, Bianca. I look forward to seeing more of you while I’m in town.”

Bianca’s lip curled in a snarl as she flipped me off.

A dark chuckle left my throat. “You’re not ready for that. We’ll take things slow,” I said before I vacated the house.

I meant what I said to Bombshell. I’d take my time as I watched her come on my face.

She and I had a play date at the playhouse. Bianca better be ready.

[image: ]

While Ritchie was away, I had access to his hotel room. 

Standing in front of the surveillance monitors with only a towel wrapped around my waist, I stared at the boss’s woman. Shit, ex-girlfriend. Lexis didn’t look happy on the video footage.

Ritchie had her schedule broken down. I’d surveil the restaurant where she worked to get a glimpse of her face. Just to make sure she was in her right mind. Seeing her in person would help me read the situation better. Maybe I’d get a sense that someone was threatening her. If she was worried, her mannerisms would give her away.

My plate was full today. I’d monitor Tori, Lexis, and Bianca.

Bianca had my attention. I was intrigued. I didn’t know how she really felt about me. But of course, it was too soon to tell. What was my goal with Bianca? I had no idea. It wasn’t like I lived in Chicago. Not to mention, my job was very dangerous. I protected two of the most notorious Dons in the mafia underworld.

Starting a family wasn’t something I planned. I worked eighty plus hours a week.

Unlike Ritchie, I lived in a mansion in a gated community. There was also a private gate surrounding my home. Guess you could say I was a little paranoid. Because of my presence in the mafia underworld, I had to be cautious. Taking the same route home twice in a week wasn’t an option. I never knew when my bosses’ enemies would attempt to kidnap and interrogate me for answers about their territories.

I acknowledged Ritchie’s point of view. Marrying a woman and starting a family in our line of work was a precarious tightrope walk, teetering on the precipice of vulnerability.
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CHAPTER THREE
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A VISIT TO THE SOUTH SIDE

CATCH

Later that afternoon, I monitored Bianca’s neighborhood. I noticed Tori’s neighborhood was just a step below Bianca’s. Tori’s house was the nicest on her block. 

Men patrolled Bianca’s street like it was the fucking U.S. border. They had a system. Those living in the neighborhood drove or walked to their homes. Non-residents parked their vehicles and visited friends and family as well. 

Where it got interesting was when a car halted at the corner in front of the abandoned liquor store. They were probably looking to score drugs. A man holding a little oblong black speaker directed the person to different positions within the block. He’d step back from the car and yell out a signal to one of his men. The guy returned to the vacant store, resting his foot on the brick wall, bobbing his head to the music bellowing from the speaker. Then the cycle continued. 

This was Man-Man’s territory. I had to hand it to the guy. He had a smooth operation. 

I circled the block a few times within the hour to get an idea of how many men were working the neighborhood. 

After parking my truck, I holstered my weapons in my waist holsters, placed silencers in my tan colored cargo pants pockets, then exited the vehicle. I felt the corner boys’ eyes on me. That wouldn’t deter my visit to Bianca’s. Probably should’ve worn a bulletproof vest under my t-shirt today. I was in dangerous territory. Adjusting my mirrored aviators on my face, I checked traffic, then strolled across the street. The heat from the sun beat down on my black t-shirt clinging to my body. It was late August. The sound of kids’ happy screams hung in the air. Many of the children darted through water sprinklers in their front yards. I smiled as I admired the kids enjoying the summer heat. 

My visit to Bianca’s home would raise suspicion. The corner boys would wonder if I was a cop. I didn’t dress like one. My attire today was more combat related. I had no clue what I was walking into. Didn’t make sense to wear a suit. Maybe next time I’d wear my mafia attire. 

My knuckles rattled on the black screen door. The brick bungalow was in good condition. Her family took care of their property.

An older woman with chestnut skin swung the door open. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders.

“Yes. How can I help you?” she asked.

“Hello, is Bianca home?” I smiled as I removed my sunglasses.

I knew she was here. About thirty minutes ago, I watched her carry groceries into the house. I didn’t assist because I wasn’t finished monitoring the neighborhood.

She raised an inquisitive brow. “And you are?”

“Catch,” I replied as I hung the arm of the sunglasses on my t-shirt.

“Bianca, someone’s at the door for you,” she yelled through the house.

“Coming,” I heard her reply.

“It’s best I don’t say your name, or her brothers will come running to the door.” She gave me a thorough glance from head to toe. “And you don’t want that.”

Telling her I wasn’t worried about Bianca’s brothers would get us off on the wrong foot.

“Are you Bianca’s sister?” I asked.

A little charm never hurt.

She smiled wide, placing a hand on her chest. “No, I’m her mother.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Landry. It’s clear Bianca gets her beauty from you.”

I pulled the deed to the house and found out the owners’ names: Mila and Eric Landry. 

Mrs. Landry chuckled. “Well, thank you. But I don’t want to take all the credit. Her father helped too.”

We both laughed.

Bianca appeared next to her mother. 

“What took you so long?” Mrs. Landry asked.

Bianca’s brows pinched together. “I couldn’t just jump off the toilet, Mom.” 

Her mother’s mouth dropped open. “Bianca, you’ve been acting strange lately. What’s gotten into you?”

“Him.” Bianca pointed, snarling at me.

“I loathe him.”

Laughter poured from my throat. “Did you tell your boyfriend you met a guy who pushed your buttons?” I crawled under Bianca’s skin, right in front of her mother. She might as well have witnessed our dark and ugly relationship.

“Bianca doesn’t have-” Mrs. Landry started.

Just what I wanted revealed. Bianca didn’t have a boyfriend.

“Mom, don’t finish that sentence,” Bianca demanded. 

“You love flexing your ego around. Don’t you?” Bianca gritted out.

“I enjoy watching your round nose scrunch up, and those beautiful eyes darken when I make you mad.”

“You’re disturbed,” Bianca bit out.

I tugged at the screen door handle. “Bianca, will you please step outside so we can talk? I came over to properly ask you out on a date.”

Mrs. Landry’s hand flew over her heart this time. “How romantic. Bianca, not many men put forth effort anymore. They say everything in text messages nowadays.”

Bianca rolled her eyes, then glared at her mother. “Mom, don’t romanticize this.”

“Bianca, I promised you something else, too. Step outside and we’ll discuss it.”

“Girl, I want to get back to my Netflix show. Go outside and talk to this man,” Mrs. Landry ordered.

Bianca unlocked the screen door and stepped out.

“Thank you, Mrs. Landry. It was a pleasure to meet you. I look forward to coming in next time and meeting Mr. Landry and Bianca’s brothers, too.”

“We’d love that. If you don’t mind her three brothers grilling you, you’re welcome to come over for Sunday dinner.”

“Mrs. Landry, it would be an honor.” I grinned.

She flashed another smile. “See you soon.”

I waved at Mrs. Landry before staring down at my little troublemaker. 

“Bianca, you’re driving me to the brink of insanity.”

“It doesn’t look like my actions are driving you away. How can I make you leave me alone?” Her arms crossed her chest.

Did she think that gesture would keep me at a distance?

Pulling her close, I leaned into her ear. “I know you want my tongue in that tight little pussy.”

“Oh, God, Catch, don’t say things like that,” she panted.

“Why not? I’m serious.”

“No, you’re not. You’re on some Jedi mind tricks bull shit,” she bit out.

Gripping her arms, I stepped back. “Bianca, I don’t normally behave so...”

She lifted her beautifully sculpted brow. “Brazen?”

I chuckled. “Bianca, I usually say what’s on my mind.” My smile withered.

“Women don’t usually yell at me unless...”

I reframed from telling her women yell, ‘Fuck me harder Daddy’. What could I say I liked when women called me daddy?

“I’m trying to say women don’t yell obscenities like get Reaper and Slasher to rip him apart.” It was my turn to raise a brow. 

“Bianca, why did you want to harm me?”

“I thought you might’ve been sent to hurt my friend. We’re big on protecting each other.”

“Who would want to harm Tori?”

“Release me, Catch.”

She refused to answer my question.

Was Tori in trouble with someone else Ritchie didn’t know about? Fuck, my cousin really stepped into some shit.

My palms remained on her arms. “Back to tonight. I’d like to cook dinner for you.”

“What? No,” she barked out.

I pressed my lips to her temple. “Bianca, I promise I won’t try to fuck you. However, I want you to come on my face.”

There was a deep need within to satisfy this woman. I couldn’t explain why.

“Bianca?” I heard in the distance.

“Oh, shit,” she murmured. 

Lifting my head, I turned in the direction of the voice. 

“Who the fuck is that?” the man asked as he stared me up and down.

A sinister smile curled my lips as I leaped off the porch.

“Catch, no,” Bianca shouted in a whisper.
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BEEF

BIANCA

Catch jumped off the porch, then stalked toward the man. “You want to know who the fuck I am?”

My heart felt like it was in my throat as I ran toward Catch and Lendel.

They stood a few feet apart. Their chests rose and fell as they snarled at each other.

Noisy neighbors peeked out of their windows across the street. Luckily, my mother watched T.V. in her bedroom today, so she couldn’t hear the commotion. Didn’t mean the neighbors wouldn’t be quick to tell her.

Lendel was my neighbor from down the street. He had a crush on me since we were kids. I had always let him down easily. I told him I wasn’t interested in dating him. That never deterred him from buying spontaneous meals or Valentine’s Day candy for me. Lendel might’ve been a corner boy and a killer, but he was nice. Well, to me anyway. 

My fingers curled around Catch’s tanned, muscled forearm. Tingles slipped over every inch of my body. I had no right being turned on by a man who was a stranger. But his seductive words felt real. Bianca, he’s probably a total asshole with a woman in every state.

If so, why did he have to be so sweet toward my mother?

Oh my God, Mom invited him to Sunday dinner, and he accepted. Why didn’t I shut the dinner conversation down? Catch wanted to meet my father. Oh, shit! Was Catch serious about us? No, no, no...

Get a grip woman and focus.

If they killed each other in front of my house over me, I’d never forgive myself. Catch’s large hands rested on his torso. I peeked between them. Lendel’s palm wrapped around the handle of his sidearm. And the handle of Catch’s Glock was visible. Who was this man? And why did he carry a gun?

Lendel’s dark brown eyes moved from Catch’s gun to where my hands were positioned on his arm.

“Who the fuck is this guy, Bianca?” Lendel huffed.

His raven cornrows dangled over the nape of his neck. His white t-shirt hung past the butt of his knee length khaki shorts. Lendel was attractive. Lanky but strong. I’d seen him fight in the streets with guys. He always held his own. Lendel had full lips, and his nose widened at the base. His nose fit his face. My lips parted as my gaze moved over Lendel’s five ten frame to Catch who was around six two.

“Lendel, you and I are friends. Nothing more. We’ve discussed this so many times over the years.”

Maybe this was the clean break I needed from Lendel. “I’m dating...”

“She’s my woman.” Catch flashed a cocky grin. 

My lips parted. This man was dead ass serious. What the fuck was on Catch’s mind?

Lendel chuckled. “I know you’re not dating this wanna be blond curly haired Ken doll?” he spat with all the insult he could.

Catch threw his head back, laughing. “I might look like a Ken doll, but I promise I don’t behave like pussy ass Ken. I’m a fucking war hero who could blow your head off from three blocks away. There are kids in the neighborhood, so I won’t pull my weapon. We can fight like men. Right here.”

“Ok, guys, that’s enough.” I smirked as goosebumps prickled my skin.

This man. I didn’t know where to begin. Catch affected me in so many ways in such a short time.

“Lendel, my boyfriend,” I stated through bared teeth.

I hated to use Catch like this, but something told me he didn’t mind. 

“His PTSD gets triggered. And he has flashbacks. I believe this is one of those times.” A nervous snicker rattled in my throat.

Catch’s gaze never left Lendel. It was like he zoned out for real.

“He seems like a loose cannon, B,” Lendel noted.

I raised my hand. “Thank you for your concern.” My fingers intertwined with Catch’s. He squeezed them hard.

My touch seemed to calm him.

“I’ll see you later, Bianca.” Lendel shook his head as he ambled down the street.

“Catch, I’m sorry I lied to Lendel about us.”

Chest heaving, he turned, staring down at me. I couldn’t determine what I had witnessed in his gray eyes. Was it a storm? He gripped my face and crushed my lips. His tongue pried my mouth open, and he snaked it around mine. There was so much in that kiss I couldn’t unpack.

My fingers swept along his abs. Fuck, they were rock hard.

Bianca, just yesterday you wanted to kill him.

I pressed my hands against his chest, breaking our kiss. Shaking my head, I took a deep breath, then exhaled. 

“Catch, this isn’t real. We aren’t in a relationship.”

“Where would you like me to cook for you? I can rent an Airbnb for tonight?” he asked in the calmest tone.

My brows lifted. “No, that’s unnecessary. Meet me at the playhouse.”

“I’ll pick you up at seven sharp.” His lips pressed against mine again before he stalked toward his truck.

That wasn’t supposed to happen. I took the two steps leading to my front door and plopped into the blue lawn chair. 

I should probably start from the beginning. The second I hit puberty and my ass and breasts blossomed, boys and men whistled at me. They’d say stuff like, ‘look at that ass.’ It wasn’t big. Just noticeable. As I got older, I hated when men objectified me.

The other day, as I turned the doorknob and came face to face with Catch, time seemed to come to a standstill. In that moment, our gazes locked, and my connection with reality momentarily faltered. The man standing before me exuded an intoxicating allure that bordered on discomfort.

He was a pretty boy, but it was clear there was a roughness about him.

His chiseled jawline, sharp and angular, had an almost magnetic pull. It had an irresistible quality, making me yearn to trace it with my fingertips. And his nose, yeah, it was fucking lickable. I knew that was an odd thing to admit. I found myself caught in a trance, unable to look away, as if his face held secrets waiting to be unveiled.

For hours, I could have lost myself in the captivating sight of him. There was a certain pain in his beauty, a stunning quality that seemed to evoke a mixture of awe and envy. And he was acutely aware of the effect he had on others. His lips curled into a cocky grin, oozing with confidence and a touch of arrogance.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of conflicting emotions coursing through me. On the one hand, I despised my own weakness, as if I were reduced to a primal instinct. The desire to claim him, to possess him, washed over me like a tidal wave. I loathed the intensity of this animalistic attraction, an impulse that threatened to consume my rationality. It was as if I were a dog, driven by an insatiable longing, ready to hump his leg.

And yet, as I stood there, torn between my unwelcome desires and the desire to push him away, I found myself compelled to play the part of a complete ass. It was a defense mechanism, a feeble attempt to regain control over the whirlwind of emotions he had stirred within me. I wished he would’ve left, knowing deep down that I secretly craved his presence, even as I tried to push him away.

––––––––
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It was unfathomable to comprehend why this man desired me. A self-proclaimed nerd girl, I never expected to capture the attention of a man like him. Turned out he only desired me because I treated him like shit. 

My mind swirled with confusion as I tried to decipher his intentions. I overheard my mother conversing with a man, his voice resonating through the walls. What was he thinking, coming to my home?

I knew it was him. Catch had a distinctive voice that I’d know if I were buried underground. It was deep, rich, and commanding.

I did what any woman would do. In a flurry of anxiety and uncertainty, I raced to the bathroom and applied layer upon layer of makeup. I hoped to conceal the vulnerability etched on my face.

Of course, I wasn’t on the toilet. But again, I told him that hoping to push him away, but he didn’t seem to be affected by my antics. 

I remembered Tori said Cliff was in town for a month. Catch would probably leave with his cousin. For now, I’d let him pleasure me. Yup, I said it. I’d let him eat my pussy until he couldn’t get enough. So far, I’d been the only person to bring myself to orgasm.

My daydream the other day was so vivid. My fingers twisted around Catch’s golden curly locks as he devoured my pussy, bringing me to total bliss. Tonight, I’d let him feast on my pussy like the starved man he was.

“Am I disturbing you, B?” A deep voice brought me back from my thoughts.

My eyelids fluttered open. “What’s up, GT?”

His icy white sneaker was poised on the second step. He ran a large hand over his inky black gruff beard as he rested an arm on his knee. “Who was that white dude?”

“A friend of mine.” The lie felt foreign on my tongue. However, GT might’ve controlled the block, but he didn’t control who came to my house.

Catch and I weren’t friends. Clearly, he was trying to be something more.

I sat up, meeting GT’s gaze, letting him know I wasn’t afraid of him.

My heart lurched in my chest, telling a different story. GT was tall and built like a linebacker. He could crush me if he wanted. There wouldn’t be anything I could do about it. Not here on the porch, anyway. My Glocks were in the house.

“Bianca, he was here roughly thirty minutes and stirred up trouble. He drew attention to the block. And you know we can’t have that,” GT snarled.

“Lendel instigated what was happening on my property. Catch faced off with Lendel. He isn’t a bitch, if that was what you thought.”

I stood. “Am I reporting to Man-Man we have a problem?”

“Don’t pull that card with me over some white man.”

“He’ll be back tonight to pick me up for our date. No one will stop him from pulling into my driveway.”

I gave GT my back as I approached the screen door.

“Are you going to bat for that sorry motherfucker?” he huffed.

Baring my teeth, I glanced at him again. “Yes. Goodbye, GT.”

Storming into the house, I didn’t wait for him to say another word. It seemed I just put a target on my back for Catch. Shit.
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FIRST DATE

BIANCA

My three younger brothers said they’d report to our older brother Jacquel about Catch. He attended UCLA on a football scholarship. After college, he accepted a job in L.A. Jacquel was technically a year and a half older than me. I was twenty-four. So there wasn’t that much of a difference. Jacquel would overreact like he often did. You’d think he was ten years older. Or even worse, our father.

It sucked being the only girl. However, I was fortunate I had my best friends. They were my sisters.  

Catch said he’d be at my house at seven. Somehow, I knew that meant sharp. Waiting outside wasn’t an option anymore. I didn’t want Catch to witness a heated conversation between GT and me about him.

So I planned to make sure I was out of the shower and had my hair styled by six thirty. My nerves had sweat dripping down my cleavage and back like the air-conditioning wasn’t working. Damn, why did I agree to have dinner with him?

Oh yeah, I made him my fake boyfriend to get Lendel off my back. Was it really worth it? Catch would milk our fake relationship for all it was worth.  

Luckily for me, Dad was working a double shift at the plant today. He couldn’t interrogate me or Catch. But soon as he talked to Jacquel, he’d insist Catch join us for dinner at least twice over the next two weeks. So he could get a feel for my new fake boyfriend.

With only five minutes to spare, I pulled myself together. The second I saw Catch’s truck roll into the driveway, I tore the front door open.

“Bye mom,” I shouted.

“Have fun, Bianca. Don’t pull out that laptop,” she yelled from her bedroom. 

I sucked my teeth as I squeezed my laptop bag that doubled as a purse close to my side.

My brothers, Austyn, Kamden, and Leven ran into the tiny hallway and wrapped their arms around me.

“We love you, Bianca,” they each said.

“I love you guys, too. Bye.”

I darted out the door and almost halted in my tracks when I noticed Catch held the passenger door open. He wore a devilish grin on his face.

Why did the man have to be so fucking gorgeous?

The sun hadn’t gone down yet, so I was sure the nosy neighbors watched as my date acted chivalrously.

I felt his eyes roam the short, tiny pink sundress that flared out, halting mid-thigh.

“You look good enough to eat,” Catch chuckled.

Rolling my eyes, I climbed into his fully loaded black Escalade. Wait, was this the same truck he drove earlier? It looked different.

My body melted into the cool cream leather seat. What did this man do for a living again? Catch climbed into the driver’s seat, then rolled out of the driveway.

Hopefully, he didn’t want to make short talk until we exited my neighborhood.

My eyes remained on the road ahead. I could hear my heart beating in my ears.

Please sweat, don’t drip now.

So many scenarios ran through my mind. What if one of these assholes tried to rob Catch?

“Are you ok?” he asked.

Keeping my gaze steady on the guys standing in the street off to the side, I held my breath. The last thing I wanted to do was shoot someone in broad daylight. Even worse put my family in jeopardy. After the heist, I’d devise a plan to take care of GT. I wondered if I should tell the girls.

“Yes, I’m fine, Catch. Not every day I go on a date with a man I loathe.”

He laughed, then continued bobbing his head to a 2 Chainz song.

“Bianca, I hope you like pasta because that’s what I’m cooking.”

“Don’t kill me with your meal?”

His brows lowered as he turned onto the main street leading to the playhouse.

Peering out the window, I exhaled. We were home free. For now.

“I can cook, Bianca,” he spat.

“Sure, you can, Catch.”

***P***

About seven minutes later, we sauntered into the playhouse. Catch insisted on checking out the house before he started cooking. What did he expect to find? I detoured to the liquor station that was set up in the dining room. I poured a double shot of vodka into a red solo cup.

I brought the bottle of Grey Goose into the kitchen with me. The second my ass hit one of the kitchen chairs, I sat my drinks on the table before I unpacked my laptop.

Catch entered the dim kitchen, then flipped on the light before heading for the sink. He lathered his hands with soap, then rinsed them in the stream of water.

“Are you cooking lasagna?” I asked.

He dried his hands with a paper towel, laughing. “Anyone can make lasagna. I’m cooking something a little more elegant. Chicken marsala pasta.”

My brows rose as my tongue slicked over my lower lip. “Sounds delicious. If you burn it, I’m not eating it.”

“Burn it?” he questioned, like I insulted him.

Still staring at me, he went on a rant. “It will be delicious,” Catch stated with confidence.

He shook his head. “Burn the food,” he said in a sarcastic tone, like he just couldn’t believe I said those words.

“Why would I volunteer to cook if I’d burn the meal?”

“You know what? Bianca, I’m not worried. You’ll love it.” He removed all the groceries from the bags he sat on the counter when we first arrived.

“Let’s get to know each other. We can start by pointing out I don’t drink vodka that often. I’m a scotch guy. However, tonight I’ll take a cup of vodka neat.”

“Sure thing.” I prepared his drink using the extra solo cup mine rested in.

“Not sure why we should bother. We aren’t really in a relationship, Catch.”

He turned on the flame and placed a large skillet on the iron.

“We are in a real relationship, Bianca,” he snarled.

“Fine, if that’s what you want to believe, what choice do I have? I needed Lendel to back off, and you were there.”

He slid a knife through the freshly washed plump chicken breasts that rested on a glass cutting board.

“You know I could get rid of him for you. It would be my second gift to you. I’d actually wrap his body in a bow, then drop him into nonexistence where no one would ever find him.”

I pushed his cup to the edge of the table as my mouth hung open. “Catch, I don’t want Lendel dead. He’s been nice to me over the years. I just don’t like him like that.”

Catch shrugged. “Bombshell, if he disrespects me in a dark alley...” His eyes met mine. “I’ll end him.”

His words felt final. Didn’t Tori say she thought Cliff was a P.I.? Did they go around killing people? I didn’t know that was a part of their job description. He was probably a hit man, too. That would explain the expensive truck. Hit men for hire made big money.

Catch held the glass cutting board over the skillet. He used a butcher knife to push the chicken inside the olive oil. He lowered the flame, then covered the skillet.

Actually, our little date worked out fine. I needed to get out of the house and double check surveillance for the heist tomorrow night. My fingers moved over the keys.

I felt Catch’s steamy, sexy eyes on me. If I told myself he meant nothing to me, maybe my body would listen. And wouldn’t overreact in his presence.

He gulped the vodka, still staring.

“Catch, I know this is rare. You aren’t the center of attention. But you’ll survive.”

Before I could catch my breath, my chair went flying across the floor toward him. Catch kneeled in front of me. He wore an expensive dark gray t-shirt that clung to his muscled chest, jeans, and black boots.

My eyeballs felt like they’d leap out of their sockets.

“You act unaffected.” He flashed a cocky grin as he yanked my panties down my ass and legs.

“Something tells me it’s a front.” He shoved my panties into his back pocket.

“I have a feeling I affect you a great deal.” Catch spread my legs and stared at my pussy.

My heart raced in my chest. Oh no, my hand would be revealed.

Gripping my trembling thighs, he leaned in, circling his nose against my mound. He inhaled my scent. What the fuck?

“You smell addictive,” he muttered, more to himself than to me.

He slid my ass to the edge of the seat. His tongue slowly slid from my ass to my clit.

My fingers curled over the sides of the wooden chair. “Oh...fuck...Catch,” I moaned as my body betrayed me, coming alive for him. His sea of golden curls was on full display between my legs. Honestly, it was a beautiful sight. One I planned to enjoy later.

“I fucking knew it. You are soaked...only for me.”

Busted.

He pulled my dress down, scooted my ass back to its original position, and moved my chair in front of my laptop. “I won’t eat your pussy now. We have plenty of time. After dinner, we’ll cuddle on the sofa.”

He pressed his lips to mine. “Do you smell that? You smell so good. I’m not sure I’ll be able to come up for air later tonight.”

I couldn’t swallow past the lump in my throat. The sweat was back dripping down my cleavage. And I believed a gush of come just poured out of my pussy. 

I’m fucked.

Catch turned back to the meal. “What’s the name of that body wash? I really like it.”

Unbelievable. The man licked my pussy to see if he’d like it.

“Listen, outside you can pretend you don’t like me. But behind closed doors, you’ll show interest and behave the way your pussy does. Wet and bothered,” he chuckled.

“Catch, just because I find you attractive doesn’t mean I like you.”

“Do you remember tongue kissing me back today?”

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Like I said, act like a real girlfriend, and maybe.” He lifted a finger. “I’ll give you seven orgasms.”

That got my attention. I was orgasm depraved.

I sauntered to Catch’s side, grabbed his hand, and pushed his long index finger inside my pussy as I held his gaze.

My lips parted as I used his finger to fuck me.

Catch bit my lower lip. “I’ve got a freak on my hands. One who knows what she wants.”

His tongue slid into my mouth, then he pulled back. “If another man so much as watches your ass too long, he’s dead.”

“Catch!” my brows lowered as I withdrew his finger from my body. “You can’t do that. I live in a big city. Men do that every second of every day. Think of something bigger. Like you notice, a man gropes me.”

His eyes darkened. “Yeah, you’ll probably need to move to Jersey. I won’t be able to keep my kill count under control here.”

My eyes widened again. “Catch, no.”

Panic set in as I inched backward. He pulled me to his side, then lowered pasta noodles into a large pot of boiling water.

He sighed. “Bombshell, I’ll try not to kill too many men over you.”

“Catch, you can’t expect me to move to Jersey. I could hate you. Wait, I do hate you.”

His lips pressed against my forehead. “We’ll table this discussion for another time.”

Was he serious about moving me to Jersey? Something told me he was.
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CHAPTER SIX
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HONESTY

BIANCA

Sitting across from Catch at the kitchen table, arms crossing my chest, I glared at him. Although his comment about me moving to Jersey was heavy on my mind, I had to shake it off.

Bianca, you’re your own woman. He can’t move you anywhere.

My shoulders relaxed at that realization.

Bianca, Catch doesn’t mean anything he says. He’s being cute.

My heart warmed. I liked his cuteness. I’d accept his sweet possessive ways. A month from now, he’ll return to Jersey without me.

In the meantime, enjoy the attention.

When he leaves, you can return to your nerd bubble full-time.

His eyes moved to the piping hot plate of chicken marsala pasta in front of me.

He’d devoured three forkfuls of his pasta. I was sure that was slow for him.

“Stop worrying about Jersey. Eat.”

“I’m not worried about Jersey. This is my home. I live here.”

“And your man lives in Jersey City,” he snarled.

I snorted. “You’re hilarious.” Picking up the utensil, I twirled the creamy pasta around the fork, and stabbed a cubed chicken breast.

“Here goes nothing,” I stated as I slipped the pasta into my mouth.

A cocky grin lifted his lips as he watched me intently, waiting for my response.

The herbs, cheese, pasta, and chicken melted on my tongue.

Don’t close your eyes, Bianca.

That would boost his ego even more. I nodded. “It tastes good.”

He chuckled as he twirled pasta around his fork. “I’ll tell my mother you said her famous recipe taste good.”

My eyes widened. “Your mother’s recipe?” I asked.

“Tell the truth. How’s your meal?”

Ugh!

“Tell your mother she should be proud. The pastas delicious.” I smirked.

He laughed again. “I know, stubborn woman. I’ll tell her.”

“What is your favorite meal?” he asked.

The biggest smile crossed my lips. “My grandmother’s Sunday dinners. Well, I used to love them. Now my mom has taken over the Sunday dinner task. But growing up, my girls and I would kill for some of my grandmother’s sweet potato casserole and peach cobbler.”

“I love hearing that.” He flashed a wide smile.

“Family is important,” he said.

“I agree.” My fork swirled around another forkful of pasta.

“What about you? What’s your favorite meal?”

He shrugged. “I love Italian food. Probably because I’m Italian. My grandmother’s Bolognese sauce was a pure delight. That sauce made every red sauce pasta dish a sensation.”

Catch poured red wine into my glass.

Getting to know each other was futile. He helped me out of a situation. In turn, I agreed to have dinner with him. It didn’t matter how much my body wanted his hands all over it.

I must’ve zoned out because I didn’t notice Catch remove our empty dishes.

“Catch, I understand how you want me to act behind closed doors. I’m physically attracted to you. That’s all. There won’t be real feelings developing between us.”

“Take your laptop and our drinks into the living room.” He stalked toward the table.

“Choose a good movie. Something action packed. After I clean the kitchen...” Catch braced a hand on the table and leaned over me. He took my lips. Again, I bit and nipped his lips, begging for more. My heart banged wildly against my ribcage. Why did this man know how to shut me up?

“Catch, stop kissing me like that.”

His lips brushed my lips. “Like you’re mine?”

He gripped my throat and shoved his tongue into my mouth, showing me how he owned it. Fuck, that kiss was the best I ever had. Was that the norm with him? Would all our kisses be amazing?

Catch pulled back. “Get moving,” he growled.

I did as I was told. Could you believe that? He couldn’t boss me around. The heist came to mind again. After placing our drinks on the coffee table, it took all of thirty-seconds to find an action movie, then I opened my laptop and got to work.

The couch dipped to my right as my fingers flew across the keys.

“What are you working on?” Catch asked.

“On one of my projects,” I said as I closed my laptop.

The girls and I were all set for tomorrow night.

“I’m ready to watch the movie.” I placed the laptop on the coffee table.

Catch picked up the remote, then pressed play. He pulled me closer and nibbled my ear. “While the movies playing, I want your eyes glued to the TV while I lick and slurp your needy pussy.”

My fingers fisted his shirt.

“Catch, I-I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do, Bianca. You want my mouth. My cock. You wanted my lips on your body the second our eyes met the other day.”

He kneaded my pebbled nipple with his thumb and forefinger through my dress. “Now tell Daddy how you really feel about him.” He trailed kisses along my neck.

“Catch, I’m losing control.”

“I know, sweetheart. That’s something that will happen a lot when we’re together. You can admit it now or one day soon when you’re lying in my bed. Make no mistake...”

Catch tugged my hair, exposing my neck. “...You are mine,” he growled, clamping his teeth on my flesh.

“Catch, you’re making it impossible to resist you.”

“That’s what I want,” he snickered.

He placed my leg at his side, spreading me wide. My pussy pulsed, begging for his fingers and tongue.

“Catch,” I’m not that experienced.

His teeth dug into the side of my neck as his fingers left my nipple and circled my clit. “So what? Anything I think you need to know, I’ll teach you.”

“Catch, I’m a nerd. Books and computers are my favorite pastime,” I moaned, placing my hand over his as he sped up his pace.

“Soon, Bombshell, my tongue and dick will be your favorite everything.”

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. “Catch, this is crazy.”

He removed his hand and mouth from my body and sat back. Catch took two fingers and squeezed the bridge of his nose. Then his gray eyes met mine.

“I got it. This analogy will make perfect sense and this conversation will be over.”

My brows lowered. “No, it won’t.”

“Damn, that sassy mouth is hot. Keep it up and I’ll slide my dick inside and watch in delight as you play with your pussy while you suck me off.”

“I’m not-”

He shut me up with a dirty kiss. “Listen to me, bombshell,” he said, sitting back, staring into my eyes.

“Our relationship is like an arranged marriage. The only difference is I made it that way for us. We will get to know each other along the way.” He pointed between us. “This is permanent.”

My eyes widened.

“We’ll spend a lot of time together. I need to learn everything about you.”

My brows inched together. “You sound like a stalker.”

He smirked. “And you like it.” Catch tore his t-shirt over his head and tossed it aside.

Fuck, he wasn’t lying. His words only made my pussy wetter.

Catch placed my hand over his heart. Colorful tattoos graced his chest. A fire breathing black dragon breathed fire over his heart. What was the meaning behind that? There was a silver dagger lying on a bed of red roses. And on the other side of his abs was a black rifle resting on top of a bloody skull. In time, I’d ask him what his tattoos meant.

“Do you feel that?” he asked.

It was beating at top speed. “Yes.”

“Bombshell, that’s what you do to me.”

“I can’t believe I make you nervous.”

“Bianca, I really like you.” His gray eyes held lust and adoration.

He grabbed the hem of my sundress and pulled it over my head, throwing it on the coffee table.

Catch licked his lips as his wide eyes roved my body. “Fuck,” he muttered.

“If anyone tries to harm you,” he paused.

His gaze flicked to mine. “They’ll die.”

My heart plummeted to my belly. Oh, shit.

I could see he was dead fucking serious. How would I hide the GT situation from him? 
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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THE BOMB O

BIANCA

“Catch, that’s not...”

He placed a finger over my lips. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it. You won’t even notice. They’ll be here today. Gone tomorrow.”

I pulled him with me onto the couch. His eyes on my body made him crazy and ready to kill people.

He rested his forearm next to my head. “No talk of killing anyone. We’re together. I’m yours.”

A sly smile lifted the corner of his lip. “I know you’re trying to calm me down. I’ll accept it.”

He sank lower, twirling his tongue around my brown nipple. My fingers slipped through his golden curls.
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