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      Where do your loyalties lie?

      

      Locke Russo has one last job and then he’ll gain his freedom.

      He’s been working for the mafia since he was eighteen, paying off a debt. It’s not the life he would have chosen for himself, but he didn’t exactly have a choice.

      

      He’s been tasked with tracking down the mafia boss’s mistress after she stole from him and then skipped town. All he has to do is bring her back to New York and his debt will be paid; he’ll be free to do what he wants with his life.

      

      Then he steps into the apartment and instead of a thieving mistress, he finds an angel.

      

      Keyera Barclave is not the girl Locke is looking for.

      

      She just got to town and moved into her new apartment. When a situation back in New York traps them both in her apartment, she’s given time. Time to prove she’s not the girl he wants. Time to fall for the lonely mafia enforcer.

      

      When their time is up, will Locke believe that he had the wrong girl? Or will he turn his fallen angel over to his boss and finally be free of that life?

      

      She isn’t the girl he’s looking for…but she just might be who he needs.
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      Locke

      

      My phone buzzes in the cup holder of my car and I grab it, not bothering to check the caller ID before hitting accept. There aren’t many people who call me and I know whoever it is, they’re only calling about a job. I have a feeling this is going to be my contact calling and I hope he has an address for me. I can’t wait to get this latest job over with.

      “Yeah,” I answer the phone, looking around the mostly deserted streets of Pittsburgh.

      It’s getting late so most of the shops are closed, their lights turning off one by one. The occasional drunk guy or couple stumbles by, but I’m not worried about them noticing me parked here. The windows are tinted anyway, so they’d have a hard time seeing inside.

      “I got the address that you wanted,” comes the nasally voice of Pete Liviano. He’s a painfully thin man that frequents the poker games back in New York. He is a coward and a snitch, not someone that I would usually do a job with since he can’t be trusted, but he’s terrified of me so I know that he’ll keep his mouth shut and get me whatever I need.

      “What is it?”

      He rattles off the address and I end the call, pulling up the map. The apartment is only two blocks over, so I pull out of the parking lot and head that way. I park in the alley next to the apartment building, doing my best to scope out the place before I go in.

      I like doing my work in the dark. Too bad for me, the sign across the street seems to light up half the goddamn block. I glare at the neon pink Eye Candy Ink sign. Of course my target just had to live across from the most obnoxious store on the block. I mean, Eye Candy Ink? What a stupid name.

      If I go up the fire escape, I could get away without being seen on the streets, but then you run the risk of going into the wrong apartment or someone seeing you on the stairs. It’s harder to get away, too, but in this case, I’ll have to make an exception.

      I’m about to climb out of the car when a lone figure hurries past the alley. I catch a glimpse of her face and my heart stops.

      She’s a goddess.

      She’s slim with long legs that I can’t help but imagine wrapped around my waist as I drive into her. God, I can’t remember the last time I had such a dirty thought about a woman, let alone slept with one, but my dick twitches in my jeans, making me bite back a groan.

      The woman’s blonde hair is a halo around her angelic face, blowing gently in the breeze. A long strand cuts across her lips and I have the urge to tuck it behind her ear so I can brush a kiss there. I mean, what the hell? First I want to fuck her and now I want to give her sweet kisses?

      She glances my way, her big blue eyes meeting mine for just a second. Maybe she can sense my predatory gaze or maybe she can feel the same pull between us that I can. For just one second, our eyes meet and my cold heart starts to beat once more.

      My chest grows tight and my breath seems to be caught somewhere in my throat. I can’t move. Those clear blue eyes pierce me through and through, making me feel oddly vulnerable.

      The moment is broken as she steps out of my sight. My heart lurches and jerks in my chest like it's trying to escape and follow the goddess. I want to get out of the car and head after her as well, but then I remember why I'm here. I need to finish this job.

      Kidnapping the runaway mistress of the mob boss I work for and bringing her and the money she stole back to New York is the last thing I have to do for the family. After this, I'm leaving this life. I'm going to disappear and live a quiet, solitary existence somewhere remote where no one knows my name.

      After two decades of clawing my way up from nothing, to securing a place in the Gambino family as a trusted enforcer, I’m ready to retire. My debt will be paid and I’ll have my freedom. Thirty years old and finally starting to live life on my own terms. Better late than never, I suppose.

      A light clicks on above me and I know my target is home. Now I just need to wait until she falls asleep. Then I can sneak in, drug and bind her, and get back on the road. I could be back in New York tomorrow morning and on my way to my new life by tomorrow night.

      I’m not sure exactly what I want to do, and that feels like a breath of fresh air. No more assignments, no more jetting around the country whenever my phone rings. Just me and whatever the fuck I want to do.

      I weigh my options between a tropical destination or a remote cabin in the woods while I wait for my target to fall asleep. It takes another hour for my target to finally go to bed and for the Eye Candy Ink light across the street to finally be turned off, leaving me in the dark. I wait another half an hour just to be safe before I climb out of the car and head over to the fire escape.

      I climb up slowly, taking care not to make a sound on the metal rungs. The mistress lives on the top floor and I stop outside the window, looking in to make sure I have the right apartment. No pictures are hanging on the wall, no keepsakes or personal touches anywhere. Exactly the apartment I would expect to find from someone on the run or hiding.

      I use my knife to pick the lock, prying the window open and slipping inside. The light on the microwave is on and I use that to see as I move stealthily down the hallway toward the bedroom.

      It’s only a one bedroom apartment; small, but tidy. The bedroom door is open and I peek around the edge to see a body under the covers on the bed. There’s a nightlight plugged in across from the bed and I push the door open wider, slipping inside as I pull the syringe out of my coat pocket. I move around the other side of the bed, sticking to the shadows.

      I grab the zip ties out of my other pocket as I stop beside the bed and look down at the sleeping figure. My heart starts to race when I get a look at who is lying in bed.

      My angel.

      She’s the mistress?

      My boss never told me what she looked like or showed me a picture. He’s being extra secretive about this target since he promised his wife he was done with all of his other women. I was just told a name and to find her.

      But could this girl really be her? She doesn’t look or seem like the type to rob someone or be a mistress for a mob boss. Usually, those women are a little harder, they have more of an edge to them that this woman is sorely lacking.

      I don’t know how I know that about her, but it’s true all the same. My gaze travels down her body and then back up to her face. I study her delicate cheekbones, the few freckles splashed across her nose, and her light blonde eyelashes fluttering against those rosy cheeks.

      She looks...precious. I don’t think I’ve ever used that word to describe someone. Hell, I don’t think I’ve ever used that word before, period. Her skin is porcelain, smooth, and delicate. I want to sink my teeth into her flesh and make her wear my mark.

      Jesus Christ, get it together!

      This woman, angel or not, is in this apartment. I have good intel, even if I hate the prick who gave it to me. Plus, who am I to question Mario Gambino, the feared and respected head of the family? This is my last job; no time to be making waves. Get in, get the girl, get out. That’s the plan.

      Besides, I’ve been lurking in the shadows, working off my debt for the family long enough to know looks can be deceiving. The women who come and go around mafia men are often manipulative, always looking for an angle to play, some sort of agenda to press. She’s probably no different.

      My mind flashes to an old acquaintance, Rocco. He’s another enforcer, though he works for the Moscatelli family over in Chicago. He found himself a wife and even has a kid, from what I hear. In fact, everyone who works for the Moscatelli’s seems to have found love, including the boss himself, Matteo.

      Alright, so fine, not every woman is deceptive, but this one sure is. She has to be. How else would she get herself in this position?

      Focus. She’s not yours, Locke. She never will be. Put the attraction aside and get this job over with.

      I step closer and when she still doesn’t wake, I set the syringe on the bed and get the zip ties ready. No use drugging her if I can shut her up and get her bound without it. Despite being the coldhearted bastard Mario made me, I still don’t like the thought of hurting or drugging a woman, especially this one.

      I lean down closer to her and barely resist the urge to bury my face in her hair and breathe in her sweet, tangerine scent. The woman sighs and snuggles deeper into her pillow. A picture of curling up behind her and pulling her lithe little body against my much bigger one flashes across my mind, but I shut that shit down immediately.

      Angry with myself for my wayward thoughts, I yank the covers off her body and quickly roll her onto her stomach, gathering up her wrists and securing them with a zip tie behind her back.

      “What…?” Her groggy voice indicates she’s still half asleep, though I know she’ll snap out of it any second now. “What the hell?!” There it is. The panic in her voice lances my heart, causing my hands to tremble as I grab her kicking feet and secure them with a zip tie as well.

      I hate every second of this, but I keep going. She’s a job. She’s a mistress. She’s a thief and a manipulative liar, no different than the other women Mario messes around with.

      The target flops around on the bed, rolling to the side and revealing her face to me once more. Fear clouds her blue eyes as tears threaten to spill over those delicate cheeks I want to kiss.

      Dammit, focus!

      She opens her mouth, undoubtedly to scream for help, but I grab a scarf I see hanging on the edge of her mirror and stuff it in her mouth, tying it behind her head with a tight knot. The woman whimpers, her eyes pleading with me as those tears break free and wet her cheeks.

      I grab the syringe, needing her to stop looking at me like that when my phone vibrates in my pocket. I pull it out, letting out a curse when I see it’s my boss.

      I hold one gloved finger up to my mouth, letting her know to be quiet before I answer. She makes a whimpering sound that pierces right through me, nearly toppling me to the floor.

      I squeeze my eyes closed and take a calming breath before turning around and walking out of the room, taking the call out in the kitchen. I can’t look at her while talking to Mario. I don’t want to think about his grubby hands on her.

      Taking one more deep breath, I answer the phone. “Yeah, boss?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWO

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Keyera

      

      My breaths are coming so fast that for a second, I’m afraid that I might hyperventilate and pass out. The scarf in my mouth certainly isn’t helping things. The plastic of the zip tie is cutting into my wrists and my fingers are starting to go numb as I lay on my side on the bed.

      What the fuck is going on?

      My head is still spinning as I watch the intruder walk out of my bedroom and into the hallway. Trying to piece together the last few minutes, all I can come up with is this is a huge mistake. I’ve hardly been here a week and already my life is danger. Shit.

      At first, the only thing I could focus on was that the intruder was wearing gloves. But then I saw the syringe and nearly passed out for real. This isn’t some random robbery. The man who tied me up means me serious harm.

      I try in vain to escape, but as expected, my restraints don’t give at all. The ties on my ankles are just as tight as the ones on my wrists and panic starts to claw at my throat. I know it’s pointless to fight, but I didn’t come this far just to be kidnapped and tossed back into my old life.

      My whimpers are muffled by the gag but something tells me he can still hear them from wherever he’s hiding in my apartment. He has to be able to feel my fear.

      I take advantage of the precious moments I have alone in the room and flop around on the bed, rolling slightly so I’m right at the edge of the mattress. The only sounds are my ragged breathing and the rustling of my sheets as I squirm and try futilely to loosen my binds.

      I try swinging my legs over the side of the bed, but the zip tie around my ankles bites into my skin and I feel a trickle of blood trail down one side of my foot.

      “Goddamnit, stop moving before you hurt yourself again,” the man growls as he steps back into the room. The sound comes from somewhere deep in his chest. I’m confused by his words or why the man who tied me up is concerned about me hurting myself, but my brain is too scrambled to dwell on that for long.

      I can only make out half of his face. The other half is still covered in shadows, making the already intimidating man look even more menacing. He stares at me, one gray eye and a thick, dark eyebrow visible in the light. I don’t think I’ve ever seen eyes that color before. He’s...beautiful in a brutal way I don’t understand.

      The man reaches for me and I try to recoil from his touch, but my restraints make it hard to move. He wraps his fingers around my leg and pulls me closer to him. It’s then I notice he grabbed a tissue from the box on my nightstand.
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