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      In the darkest chapter of the Tortured Souls series yet, the stakes are bloodier, the secrets deadlier, and the passion more dangerous than ever. This dark mafia romance delivers a broken heroine with a killer past, a ruthless protector willing to destroy the world for her, and a truth powerful enough to shatter everything they thought they knew.

      Luna Lupo was a weapon—cold, controlled, and stripped of everything that made her human. Her past is a blur, her memories scrambled every time she completes another mission for the man who claims to be her father. She lives in the shadows, unseen, half-alive.

      Until him.

      A brief encounter with Dario sparks something deep within her. Something she’s never felt. Something she won’t remember.

      Dario Revello, heir to a powerful mafia dynasty, can’t forget the woman from the bar. When their paths cross again, he knows she’s hiding something. Secrets linger behind her haunted eyes. 

      When the truth surfaces, Dario will go against his family to protect her. And to keep Dario safe, Luna will risk it all to take down the monsters who made her.

      She’s done living in exile.

      Now, she wants freedom.

      But some enemies don’t want her free.

      They want her gone.

    

  


  
    
      For my bestie without you this story wouldn’t be. Thank you again for asking me to be a part of this journey.
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CHAPTER 1


          

          LUNA

        

      

    

    
      I sit outside the vineyard fence and watch the woman in the gazebo. Her light purple hair hangs over her face as she reads. Her legs are curled beneath her dress. She looks at peace. A smile tugs at her lips, probably at something in her book. A bassinet sits next to her. She has no idea I’m here. I could end her life and she would never see it coming. Her guards walk the perimeter, blind to my presence. My gear and my training keep me hidden in plain sight. I could destroy her world with a single shot, but I didn’t bring the long-range rifle tonight. I just have my sidearms and knives.

      I’m not here to harm her. She and her child are safe from me. They are not my target. I’m not supposed to be here, but I couldn’t stop myself. Something called me to this vineyard outside Venice. Ever since the memories began to plague my dreams, I’ve been drawn to this property. I remember the garden. I remember sitting in that very gazebo, playing with dolls.

      There has always been a huge gap in my memories, but lately that space has been shrinking. With every pounding headache, a flashback surfaces, revealing bits of a past I can’t fully recall. A past I was told never existed.

      Growing up, I was told I wasn’t wanted. That I’d been left at a church, and then the doctor came for me. But that was a lie. I know now I had a loving family. I have a brother and a father who cared about me. I know this because today, I remembered the moment I was taken to the church.

      A woman drove me there. She handed me over to the priest and told him to get rid of me. Then she looked down, grabbed my chin, and squeezed so hard she left marks.

      “They love you so much, they are blinded by it. And he won’t give me a child because of you and your brother. I must have an heir if I want to control this family. Therefore, you must go far, far away.” She shoves me away from her. “Father, maybe you should make sure she’s pure.” Her laugh is evil as she walks out.

      I scream for Dante and Papà, but they don’t come for me.

      The memory flashes through my mind, sharp and sudden, sending a stabbing pain into the side of my skull. I grab my head and shut my eyes, hoping the pain and nausea subside. Instead, another memory flares behind my lids.

      I’m giggling as I run through the garden’s maze. I glance back to see a tall, dark-haired boy chasing me.

      “No, caro fratello, no.” I laugh as his long legs eat up the distance.

      He scoops me up in his arms, and I squeal in delight. He’s laughing too. When he hugs me close, I bury my face in his shirt, breathing in the scent of the vineyard on him. He squeezes me tighter to his chest.

      “Love you, Luna Lou.” He kisses my forehead before setting me down.

      A stick snaps, and my eyes flash open. The memory vanishes instantly as I take in everything around me. I’m dressed in black, my face camouflaged with grease. I shift carefully and spot someone moving closer to my position. It’s not one of their guards. This is a soldier. I watch him for a moment before turning back to the gazebo.

      That’s when I see a man walk up and take the woman into his arms.

      Dante. My brother. I know his name.

      He’s bigger than he was in my memories. He was in his teens then, and now he’s a grown man. An imposing figure. Part of me wants to rush in there and hug him, but I know his guards would be on me before I took three steps onto the property. The other part of me wants to demand why he never saved me.

      He lifts the woman, holding her close as he kisses her hard on the lips. He must say something, because she blushes, and I can see it even from here. Then he reaches into the bassinet and picks up a bundle wrapped in blue blankets. A boy. I have a nephew.

      Another twig snaps, and I barely suppress the urge to shake my head at these idiots. I need to draw the enemy away from my family. I can’t let Dante or his little family get hurt because I disobeyed orders and came here.

      Silently, I stand and move along the fence until I’m out of sight of the vineyard guards. Once I’m far enough away that they can’t hear me, I take off running. My feet almost silent on the grass.

      The need to get as far as I can overwhelms me and makes me move faster. I need to get away. Punishment will be severe for coming here. This is nowhere near the location of my last assignment. I went dark back in Rome and didn’t check in after my last hit.

      Something pricks the back of my neck, and I pull it out as I run. It’s a dart. I toss it away before I crest a small rise and come into a gulley where I can fight without attracting attention.

      I almost want to laugh at them for trying to use darts on me. They know he trained me to resist most sedatives. I take a deep, calming breath to steady my pulse, giving the sedative less chance to hit me fast. Then I stop dead in my tracks and turn to face the first man, my knife out, the blade arcing in the darkness. I use black tactical knives so they won’t reflect any light.

      We are in complete darkness out here, far from Venice, where the Lupo vineyard is located. The doctor’s guard falls to the ground, but before I can turn and run, another is on me. He shoots, and the bullet grazes my side as I dodge out of the way. I come at him with my gun raised and pull the trigger, the silencer muffling the sound. His head explodes in a splatter of blood and brain matter, some landing on me. Unbothered, I don’t react. I’ve been killing for years. His body lands with a thud near my feet.

      A second dart hits me in the back. I can’t reach it to pull it free. I turn to face the wimp as he steps back. Fear flashes in his eyes as I move toward him, then my legs give out. I drop to my knees as the sedative takes hold. Through the haze, I watch the doctor making his way toward me.

      “Oh, my daughter, you’ve been a very bad little girl. Father will have to punish you now.”

      His voice is thick with promise, rough from the damage left in his throat after an old fight. He speaks with a Russian accent he tries to hide but never quite manages. Even after all his years in the KGB, before his job at the school, it still bleeds through. He’s the doctor to my monster.

      I have the urge to spit at him, but that will only make my punishment worse. He punches me, knocking me to the ground. Just before I lose consciousness, he hovers over my body.

      “Father is going to show you what happens when you disobey me.”

      I fall into the bliss of whatever tranquilizer concoction he made to bring me down. Good, because I don’t want the memories of what he plans to do. I have too many of those already. At least he’ll be fired if he rapes me again, or so the deputy chief threatened. It gives me some comfort, but not much.
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        * * *

      

      I come to in the warehouse in Léon. It must have been a few hours since I was at the vineyard. I know this because of the distance from Venice to here.

      The warehouse is the same one I wake up in after every assignment. This is where they erase everything I’ve done and punish me for any mistakes or delays. It’s also where I give my final reports. I’ve seen other operatives here before. There used to be almost a dozen of us. I’m not the doctor’s only patient, but I’m his longest surviving one. So many before me ended up killing themselves after going crazy from all of the drugs they were given or the shock therapy treatments. I don’t know why I haven’t lost my mind yet. I’ve thought about giving up. Every time the headaches come and memories surface—memories they tried to erase—I want to end my pain.

      I try not to move or change my breathing, hoping no one realizes I’m awake yet. I’m already strapped to the table, my head locked in place with a bite block in my mouth. I hear Deputy Chief Moreau’s voice, hissing in anger.

      “You told us she was good. You said she was completely under your control and wasn’t slipping. I told you, if she isn’t under control, we’ll have to get rid of her too. She knows too much. She could bury us both, or she could snap and go on a killing spree. Neither of us can afford another hit to our careers. You were barely hanging on at that school when we found you. Do you want to go back to that?” He spits out the word school.

      It wasn’t a real school. It was where I was trained to become what I am now. The comment about getting rid of me makes me wonder if the other assassins didn’t commit suicide like I was told. Maybe Moreau and the doctor killed them.

      “I have complete control over her. She isn’t slipping. I don’t know why she was there, but we’ll take care of it now. I decreased her dose last time because we haven’t had an operative under this kind of control for so long. I don’t know the risks.” Doctor Formanski defends himself. He’s not really a medical doctor, but a chemist and torturer.

      I’m not slipping from their control because of less medication. I’m certain my mind has simply decided enough is enough. My body and mind are finally fighting the drugs and torture he’s put me through for years. Ever since I was a child, he’s been giving me a mix of vitamins, medications, and illegal or controversial drugs.

      I did some research on the ones I could remember. I have a photographic memory, so before he drugs me, I memorize the names from the bottles on the counter. Later, with enough concentration, I can recall them. I leave myself notes to remember certain things.

      This time I won’t be able to leave a message for myself, only the backup plan I’ve already set in motion. I need to get out of here before the doctor turns my brain to mush or the agency sends a hit squad after me.

      I’ll never be able to return to my family as long as both of these men are alive. Deputy Chief Moreau works for Interpol, but this agency of his is a side project. I wonder if Interpol knows he uses his own company to do contract work for them.

      I refocus on their voices.

      “We need her for at least two more assignments. Then you can do whatever you want with her, or if she is still good, we’ll use her for other side projects.” I hear the glee in the deputy’s voice. “But we need her for this one in six weeks. It’s the key to getting her into the other.”

      A folder slaps down on the counter behind me. I keep my breathing steady and my eyes closed, hoping to learn more.

      “Get her ready for this one. She’ll need hand-to-hand combat and some sex appeal.” I don’t understand why he doesn’t think I’m sexy. They made me this fit. They demanded I look like this. “Then we’ll set her after them. She’ll start with the family in Vicenza and then move to them.”

      I wish I could see who my next hits are. I don’t know what “them” they are talking about, but something in my gut turns.

      “And stop fucking her.” I hear bodies shuffling, and I imagine Moreau grabbing hold of the doctor. “We can’t have her get pregnant or be repulsed by sexual contact. We need her to lure him in. I’ve warned you once. I won’t warn you again. I’ll set her on you to kill next time.”

      “She won’t kill me.” There is a touch of tenderness in the doctor’s voice. He thinks I care for him. I fight the urge to vomit. He makes me sick. “Besides, she can’t get pregnant. I had a vasectomy years ago, and I control her body. She’s medicated every three months,” he spits out.

      Bile rises up my throat, and I cough, making them aware I’m awake. The doctor is lying, but he’d kill me if I told anyone why he can’t get me pregnant. He’s been sexually abusing me over and over since I turned fifteen, but lately, I know he does it before he wipes my mind because I feel it afterward.

      The fear that he’s done something to prevent me from ever getting pregnant isn’t there. I don’t deserve that miracle. I’m a monster. Just like Frankenstein’s beast.

      They move toward me, and I prepare myself for what’s to come. I hate this chair. I hate what it does to me.

      “I know you’re awake, suka.” The doctor calls me a bitch in Russian. He doesn’t think I know what it means. He thinks he knows so much about me. My eyes snap open, and I don’t hide the hate from them. “Oh, my pretty little daughter. You were a bad girl.” His hand brushes down my cheek, and I growl around the bite block, unable to move away from his touch.

      I pull against the cuffs around my wrists. When I try to fight with my legs, a guard comes over and tightens the straps. I’ll have bruises, but I don’t care. I will fight them with everything I have.

      I want to remember.

      I want my life back, the one they took from me.

      The first drug hits my system in a warm blush across my body. Euphoria and weakness slam into my brain. It’s a blend of different drugs, including LSD and something the doctor used in the KGB to wipe people’s memories. I’ve never been able to figure out what it is, but I know it contains scopolamine. I can’t move, but I’m aware of everything they are doing to me. My senses are dulled, yet I still watch them. The helmet with the electrodes is strapped onto me and tightened under my chin, the bite block secured another notch. My lips crack from the strain. I taste blood, but the bite block keeps me from biting my tongue. Automatic intravenous pumps are attached to the IVs in my arms.

      Everyone steps back once the cables are attached, and they watch, including the deputy chief. I don’t see pity in his eyes, only calculation, while the doctor’s eyes gleam with glee. He gets off on my pain. The first jolt of electricity hits, and I arch off the table. Muscles that were loose from the drugs now lock up, and my mind goes blank. Before the second hit, I feel something cold enter my veins, then nothingness.
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CHAPTER 2


          

          LUNA

        

      

    

    
      SIX WEEKS LATER

      I sit outside the deputy chief’s office, waiting for him to call me in for my next assignment. The door is slightly open, and I hear him yelling at Doctor Formanski about how long it’s taken for me to get back to work after my last mission.

      I stare ahead, not understanding what they’re talking about. I’ve been in training for weeks, continuing my work with guns, knives, hand-to-hand combat, and languages.

      I don’t look at the receptionist. She’ll report to them if I show any emotion other than indifference. But I’m confused. Their words don’t make sense. The doctor has been running a lot more tests on me, or I think he has. I can’t remember.

      “Adams,” Deputy Chief Moreau yells, and I stand.

      I brush my hands down my legs to smooth any wrinkles. The black slacks fit my body perfectly. The green shell I’m wearing brings out the green in my hazel eyes. My black jacket hides the weapons I have concealed. I step into the office and close the door.

      “Who are you?” he asks, and I figure he’s testing me, just like the doctor has these past few weeks.

      I stare him down, not blinking. “I’m Luna Adams.”

      I’ve been trained to give only the basic information needed. Saying too much can blow my cover. I’m never to be caught, and if I am, I must take my own life. It’s been ingrained in me for so long I wonder if I’ve ever known anything else.

      A bolt of pain stabs behind my eyes, but I don’t acknowledge it. I can’t. I hold my body perfectly still. The sharp ache fades to a dull throb, and I continue to ignore it. No emotions cross my face, not even pain.

      “Tell me,” he demands, and I fight the urge to smirk.

      Memories flood my mind of standing here before, answering the same questions. This isn’t new. Why did I think it was? Another memory hits. I’m looking into his eyes as I lie vulnerable. Again, I don’t physically react. I answer his question in full this time.

      “I’m Luna Adams of Spokane, Washington. I am the only child of a couple who died in a car accident while I was away at college. I graduated early in May with a master’s in art history from the Royal College of Art in London. While taking classes, I managed a gallery and studied to become an art appraiser. I speak English and know some Latin.”

      I focus over his shoulder, to the view out his window, not wanting to give away the fact I know every word is a lie. I don’t know how I know, but I do. Something deep in my core knows I’m not this person.

      “See, I told you she was fine.” Doctor Formanski throws his hand toward Moreau.

      “But she was there,” Moreau argues. He looks at me like he can see right through me, like he knows me. I was trained by the best, yet they think I can’t lie to them. “Where did you go after your last assignment? Why were you in Italy?” he yells as he rises from his desk. He thinks his height will intimidate me, but I’m five nine without heels. Today, my shoes are high enough that we meet eye to eye.
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