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​Chapter One
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Chantilly

I wiped down the walnut bar top, everything inside of me quivering as I did my best to ignore the intimidating, bearded man sitting at the very end of the bar with his frothy beer. Even without his perfectly tailored dark suit and the firearm holstered at his chest, his air of menace was enough to send me weak-kneed. 

But I avoided his type like the plague now. I’d learned the hard way to keep away from dangerous men, particularly ones who exuded arrogance and dominance. I sighed heavily. That he looked like he’d learned how to survive against all the odds long before he’d become a man only added to his allure. 

I knew better than to give myself to a man who was way older than his years. I refused to go down that path ever again.

It didn’t stop my body from responding further. My thighs clenched together, liquid heat rushing to my core and my heartbeat as unsteady as my breathing. Fuck. This was the last thing I needed while I was trying to stay inconspicuous and under the radar.

It’d taken me months to feel safe again, to feel as though Sean O’Malley, the don of the Irish mafia, had finally moved on and forgotten I’d ever existed. I bit my bottom lip and shut down a sudden urge to weep. Sean would never move on. I’d humiliated him the moment I’d escaped from him. He wouldn’t rest now until he’d caught me and made me suffer for my so called offense.

Only when he’d torn strips off me, likely both physically and mentally, would he finally kill me.

My hand clenched around the cloth, and I bowed my head as I struggled to regain my composure. Seeing the tall, bearded man had made my mind lapse back to the past, one I was trying so damn hard to forget. 

That he watched me now with assessing, too perceptive eyes, only made me want to ignore him twice as hard. But how could I ignore a man who made my pulse pound and brought my every cell to life? 

I turned away from Mr. Armed and Dangerous—no amount of passion and pleasure was worth dying for—and managed to smile at a handsome regular as he walked through the front doors. His answering grin was cheeky, his green eyes twinkling.

“William! Long time no see,” I joked weakly. He’d been coming in every afternoon at 4:00 p.m. for the last month, almost from the time I’d started working at the bar. Though I was teased all too often from the other bar staff that he only came in to see me, right now I was grateful for the distraction. Aside from his impressive height, he was about as normal and average as a man could get.

“The usual?” I asked, dropping my cloth into the bar’s sink to grab an icy-cold glass and pour his favorite beer on tap.

He nodded, his clean-shaven cheeks dimpling. “You know me too well, Suze.”

I winced at my alias. Did I even look like a Suze or Suzy? No, I was too exotic for that. With my Cherokee, Mexican and Scottish heritage, I was a mongrel through and through, a tough cookie who’d faced the devil and survived...so far.

Suzy was more suited to some blonde American cheerleader gal who’d broken a dozen jocks hearts before marrying a barrister, then giving him a tribe of children while being a prominent member on the local school board. 

But I’d taken on a different name with every new town I landed in and Suzy AKA Suze had seemed appropriate somehow for this one. I wasn’t Chantilly anymore; I probably wouldn’t ever be again. I was someone else now and I was doing everything possible to keep at bay the Irish mafia who’d be hunting me down. 

The beer sloshed as I recoiled. Was Mr. Armed and Dangerous one of them? I jerked my head around, my tight muscles relaxing only a little at seeing him gone. I hadn’t even noticed him leave.

Damn. He’d been as stealthy as a panther hunting then abandoning its prey. Except I wasn’t his prey, I was nothing but paranoid. That he hadn’t spoken one word to me—aside from his beer order—and yet still affected me so profoundly wasn’t something I was ready to dwell upon just yet. 

I had enough on my plate.

I bit my bottom lip. Either way, it was probably time I left this town. I’d lingered here too long already.

“Everything okay Suze?” William asked, his green stare clashing with his red plaid shirt.

I swallowed hard, then managed a bright smile as he took the nearest barstool and I placed his beer in front of him. “Everything’s fine now, thanks for asking.” 

I wiped my wet, sticky hand on my red waist apron, thankful that it protected my black work pants and black singlet top from the worst spillages. Along with my long mass of midnight hair I’d pulled into a high ponytail, I was about as emo as a person could get. All I’d need was to throw off my red apron and apply some black lipstick and eyeliner, and I’d pull the look off perfectly.

He took a deep pull of his beer and it seemed natural for me to grab a clean cloth, then lean forward and dab the froth off his top lip. I froze, realizing too late just how intimate the act was even as our eyes caught and held.

I blinked, then snatched my hand free. “Sorry, I-I don’t know what—“

“Did you hear me complain?” he interjected gruffly, his ruffled brown hair making me suddenly want to push my fingers through it and mess it even more. “I’ve been waiting for a sign to show me you might be interested.” He put his beer down, his gaze direct. “I’ve been desperate to make a move, but you always seem so twitchy, like a deer ready to bolt at the first sign of interest.”

I’d been that obvious. So much for being inconspicuous and blending in. Any other bar women would probably have been underneath him by now. Lord only knew he was handsome enough in his own way, with his roguish smile and friendly green eyes, with not a murderous glint to be found in his gaze.

That he had nothing on the bearded man who’d inflamed my body with a single heated look was my own stupid weakness, a flaw I intended to fix. From now on men like William would be my focus, men I could trust and who wouldn’t have the faintest idea how to snap someone’s neck for the smallest transgression.

“Tell me your shift is ending soon?” William asked.

I nodded. I seriously needed to get laid, my needs heightened to fever pitch after Mr. Armed and Dangerous had emanated copious amounts of testosterone. “The usual time.”

“So I have an hour to impress you with my charm and wit?” 

I wasn’t sure if he needed to impress me. I wanted the strength of a man’s arms to surround me, the dominance of his mouth on mine while the driving force of his cock expelled all my memories and fears, at least for a little while.

I held his gaze and said softly, “You’ve impressed me enough.”

His eyes widened and his nostrils flared, tension exploding between us as heady as a rollercoaster ride. He reached out with one hand, curling his fingers through mine. “You have no idea how much that means to me. How much you mean to me.”

I didn’t want to call him out on his bullshit and ruin the moment. He’d only known me for a month at most. All I wanted was his cock inside me. Then I’d leave him and this town behind and take on another new life and identity. That his touch didn’t send fireworks through me was my only concern. Was he enough for me, even temporarily?

He’d have to be. It wasn’t as if Mr. Armed and Dangerous was here to accommodate my needs, and even if he was I’d promised myself to avoid his type. I needed a trustworthy, placid man who just happened to be good in bed.

Yeah, and Tinkerbelle is actually a giant, a voice mocked inside my head.

Withdrawing my hand from William’s clasp, I asked, “Your place or mine?”

His green eyes flashed as need pierced them, sharp and deep. “My place is half-an-hour away.”

“Then my place it is,” I said huskily. It was only two blocks away, an easy walk before I’d take him to my bedroom where he’d hopefully satisfy me, and douse the primitive, burning need inside.

William had drained beer number four by the time I took off my apron and collected my handbag. He stood and escorted me out of the bar and onto the tree-lined street, the late afternoon sun turning the green leaves into gold as he curled his arm around my shoulder. 

He glanced down at me, “My car is just around the corner.”

I shook my head. “Leave it there. It’s a short walk to my place.”

He exhaled heavily, his gaze sweeping over me and his hold tightening. “That’s a relief,” he admitted with a twisted smile. “That was the longest, most excruciating hour of my life. I can’t remember ever being this hard.”

I sniggered, while secretly speculating if his present condition would impact on his performance. I certainly didn’t want him to finish inside me prematurely. I needed to be fucked hard and long, and to enjoy an orgasm or two along the way.

A few minutes later, I led him to one of the many aged apartment blocks in the area, before turning to him and explaining, “It’s not much, I know, but it’s good enough for me temporarily.”

If he was unimpressed he didn’t show it. Instead he turned to me and asked shrewdly, “Temporarily?”

I wanted to stamp my foot at the slip of my tongue, instead I smiled demurely and said, “You don’t expect a girl like me to stay in a place like this forever, do you?”

He grinned, seemingly appeased. “Of course not. You’re a princess, you deserve a palace.”

“Are you saying you’re my prince?” I asked with a genuine giggle. As corny as the conversation was becoming, it was kind of fun. Flirting wasn’t something I was naturally good at, not with the life I’d led.

“I’ll be anything you want me to be,” he said before he bent and picked me up. I giggled as I directed him up the exterior stairs to the second level of the apartment block, where my dingy abode awaited. 

I was impressed by his strength. Not that I weighed much. I was all tits and dark hair, my calories burned up fast thanks to my constant flight reflex. I was ready to run at a moment’s notice. I wound my arms around his neck and he bent his head and kissed me, pressing me against my door then as we made out while I fumbled for my keys inside my handbag.

Only once they were jangling in my hand did he peel his mouth off mine and take the keys off me, inserting the biggest one into the door before pushing it open and slamming it shut behind us. 

Damn, I needed this. If I closed my eyes I could even imagine it was the forbidding Mr. Armed and Dangerous who was about to claim me. Then reality intruded as William placed me on my feet before undressing me with fumbling, desperate hands. 

I ignored a pang of disappointment as I stripped him in return while walking backward with him toward my bedroom. My passion dimmed a little more at uncovering his broad body that bordered toward outright bulk. If he overindulged, he apparently didn’t bother to work off his vices. 

I mentally shook my head. I was being picky. Tossing my handbag onto the floor, I flicked on my bedroom light to fight off the approaching gloom. The bulb glared down at us as he unclipped my bra and let it fall, then pulled my thong down to expose me to his lustful stare.

“I’ve died and gone to heaven,” he said hoarsely, even as he straightened and looked back down at me.

I winced. He’d taken corny one step too far. If Mr. Armed and Dangerous had taken me home, he wouldn’t have spoken clichéd sentiments, he probably wouldn’t have spoken at all. He would have kissed me until I was gasping for oxygen, then gone down on me with his beard scraping me raw as he peeled my folds apart and sucked on me like his latest drug.

I shivered a little, the hairs on my nape standing on end. I was fantasizing about the other man so much I almost imagined he was in my bedroom, feasting on my nudity with his dark stare and shamelessly enjoying the show. 

It was enough for me to let go of any inhibitions. Winding my arms around William’s neck, I said huskily, “No more talking, William. I need you inside me.”
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​Chapter Two
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Valentino

I stayed motionless as I looked through the slats of Chantilly’s inbuilt wardrobe like some perverted voyeur. Not that I suffered an inkling of shame. I’d done far worse in my life than watch a couple fornicating. 

I’d lost count of the sex parties and strip shows I’d attended. Not to mention the hookers I’d shared with the Agostino brothers.

So why was this woman making me harder than concrete? I’d grown immune to other people’s...vices.

Live and let live was my motto—until they died at my hands.

The man—William, my mark had called him—had already taken off her pants and singlet, and I swallowed a groan as he stripped off her bra. Damn, her tits were glorious. That they were natural made my mouth water. I’d gladly kill to suck her pink nipples while squeezing her plump globes.

Then William drew down her thong and everything inside of me clenched.

Sucking her sweet little pussy was now my priority. I bet she’d taste divine, like a ripe peach grown by the sea.

My dick jerked, growing so hard it bordered on painful. 

But then, I’d been aroused from the moment our eyes had met, the high-powered charge between us undeniable. When I’d sat at the bar and ordered a beer, it’d been clear she’d been affected too. Her breasts had rose and fell sharply beneath her black singlet, her trembling hands and wide, dark-chocolate eyes giving away her frazzled emotions. 

William didn’t deserve her. Though he clearly enjoyed kissing her, he hadn’t made any move to taste other parts of her delectable body. Apparently foreplay wasn’t a part of his skillset. 

I almost shook my head. Rookie mistake. Movement could end my concealment sooner rather than later. If I had to kill her, the least I could get out of this assignment first was a free sex show.

So why did my every cell vibrate with a need to instead kill the bastard who wasn’t giving his lover what she deserved? 

Instinct overcame logic when I withdrew my revolver and I pushed open the closet door. William was rolling on a condom as I stepped into the bedroom behind him.

Chantilly’s gasp and wide-eyed stare was his only warning. 

He rolled onto the other side of the bed, his latex-covered cock rapidly shrinking and his eyes bulging. “What the fuck?” 

“Surprise,” I said in a low voice that throbbed with feral menace. I pointed the gun at him. “You have ten seconds to get out of here before I shoot.”

My lip curled as he scrambled to grab his clothes before hightailing it out of Chantilly’s bedroom, the front door then opening and slamming shut. That he hadn’t once looked back at Chantilly or tried to protect her spoke volumes. I should have damn well shot him. A pity I needed to get in and out quickly, with this job done cleanly and without suspicious noise or activity.

Chantilly slowly sat up, her tits and bared pussy making me groan.

Her dark eyes flashed with self-awareness, but she didn’t cover up. Instead she lifted her chin and said, “Sean sent you, didn’t he?”

I didn’t bother answering; I was too busy drinking my fill of her. That it wasn’t just her looks that attracted me was an irritation I could do without. I wasn’t like most other men. I fucked who I liked when I liked, then I walked away.

I’d never wanted more.

“Who are you?” she asked next.

I sighed heavily. It wouldn’t hurt to tell her my name. It wasn’t like she’d be using the information against me once she was six foot under. “Valentino.”

“I guess you already know mine.”

I smirked. “Chantilly suits you a whole lot better than Suze.”

“I change my name with each new location. One means no more than another to me now.”

She sounded so detached and distant, like her life still wasn’t her own.

That I was now a part of that made my eyes narrow, the heated ember inside a heady combination of fury and desire that only heightened my most fundamental need. I unzipped my pants, my released cock a cobra ready to strike. 

She inhaled sharply, but otherwise appeared...fascinated.

Son of a bitch.

She should be terrified, begging me to show mercy. Instead her eyes shone like rich chocolate as she licked her lips, looking ready to devour me. 

My heart jerked along with my cock, pre-cum glistening on its tip. 

Curling my fingers around my bulging shaft, I moved my hand up and down in long, slow strokes. “Touch yourself,” I commanded hoarsely. When she didn’t comply, I tipped my revolver at her and growled, “If you want to live, you’ll do what I say.”

Though she glared fearfully at me, there were shades of lust in her eyes, with glints of gold inside the brown. She was as turned on as me! Or perhaps it was a coping mechanism, a way for her to survive. As the Irish don’s woman, I had no doubt she’d lived through many of these types of scenarios.

No doubt it was also one of the reasons Sean was so desperate to get her back. He’d shaped her into the woman of his dreams. She wouldn’t have had a choice but to submit and do exactly what he’d asked of her—until the moment she’d escaped.

She was years of training in the making, Sean’s personal plaything. But she’d disrespected him by leaving, made him look a fool in front of his men. A sliver of ice moved through my veins. His retribution wouldn’t be pretty.

At least I’d ensure her ending was swift.

Not that I was overwhelmed with guilt. I’d learned a long time ago to compartmentalize my emotions. It made it easier to live without a conscience, just as it made me the perfect fit for my job as a mobster enforcer.

“Is this what you want?” she asked hoarsely.

My shoulders tightened as she spread her outer lips wide then massaged her clit. But there was no faking her enjoyment. Her legs fell apart to reveal her wet, inviting core, her eyes glazing over as she stared at me staring at her.

I pulled my dick harder, wishing her wetness was my lubrication as my hand pumped up and down. And though I wanted to taste her plump clit and stick my tongue deep inside her, something held me back. 

I frowned. What was I trying to prove? I wasn’t a gentleman, I wasn’t even nice. I killed for a living and protected dark-hearted men just like myself...men who I imagined were my best friends.

Men I’d kill for. Men I did kill for.

My balls tingled and lifted as she rubbed her nub harder. She was already pushed to the edge having my dick and revolver in her face, it wouldn’t take much to topple her over. 

She wasn’t alone. 

I hadn’t experienced this heightened level of arousal in what seemed like forever. Heat built in my spine and tingled deep in my balls, pleasure building so fast it threatened to spill from me before I was ready.

I wanted to savor this moment before ending her. I wanted—

Her lashes fluttered and she arched her back as she cried out. Fuck. Her orgasmic bliss was a sight to behold, as was her honeyed scent that infiltrated my nostrils. This woman meant nothing to me, and yet—

I stalked closer toward her, euphoria almost bringing me to my knees as my seed spurted out, covering her tits and her flat belly, a few beads catching in the runway strip of dark hairs on her pussy. 

They looked like diamonds.

I was still breathing heavily after every last drop had been ejaculated, my dick now limp in one hand. I gripped my rock-solid revolver in the other. I could shoot her now and be done with it. Getting rid of her body would be less complicated than what I’d managed so far. Instead I muttered, “Stay there.”

After ensuring I rested the hammer of my revolver on its empty chamber, I reholstered it before zipping up my pants. Pivoting away from her, I stalked into her bathroom and wet a washcloth.

I returned to the bedroom, then sat on the edge of the mattress before I wiped my seed off her luscious tits. I had no idea if she liked or hated that I cleaned her, she didn’t give anything away. She’d become empty, void of any feeling or expression.

That she seemed too much like me now caused my usually sterile emotions to awaken yet again, the anger pulsing inside making me want to shake her, and tell her to keep fighting for her freedom and her life.

Instead I left the room to discard the cloth.

That I chose to leave the tiny specks of my seed on her pussy meant nothing. I was simply marking my territory. 

Despite the fact I’d never stalled on any assignment given to me, a grin spread across my face.

Chantilly was mine...for now.
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​Chapter Three
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Chantilly

What the hell had just happened?

I’d been about to enjoy a one night stand when the barbarian—Valentino—I’d been fantasizing about had appeared inside my bedroom, threatening William with a gun. That William had run off without even attempting to protect me hadn’t really surprised me.

He wasn’t like the men I’d escaped from.

Valentino was everything like those men. He took what he wanted without regrets. My stomach contracted. I didn’t doubt he killed in the exact same manner.

I exhaled wearily. I also didn’t doubt he was a hitman who’d been sent here to return me to Sean. That Sean hadn’t used his trusted enforcer was a mystery I couldn’t unravel. Was he injured or dead? It wasn’t uncommon for the mafia or their rivals to make someone disappear, but the risk multiplied as an enforcer.

Valentino returned then, his expression unreadable. “Pack a bag. We’re leaving.”

Nausea swirled and made my throat thick. I’d been planning to leave, but not with him. And I certainly hadn’t planned on returning to Sean. “Where are we going?” I asked, anything to put off the inevitable. 

“You’ll see,” he grunted.

I climbed off my bed and stalked to my closet, aware of his eyes on me. Did he like what he saw? My pulse surged, beating like a drum in my ears. Of course he did. I hadn’t yet met a woman-loving-man who didn’t appreciate my form. It was why Sean had taken me away from my family with nothing more than a wad of cash to quiet their outraged cries.

Could I use this man’s attraction to my advantage?

I snorted. He wasn’t stupid. He’d know my ploy. But whether he’d enjoy using me for a few days first was another matter, days in which I might genuinely have a chance to escape again.  

I dressed into a white mini-skirt that barely covered my ass and a silver crop top that showed off my midriff, before I stuck my feet into heels. I didn’t bother with underwear. If there was even a smidgen of a possibility to seduce him and sway his mindset, then I’d do everything I could to improve my chances.

No doubt he was getting paid a whole lot of cash to return me. But what if he preferred a whole lot of pleasure? Sex might be something he’d get on a regular basis, but was he bored by it all? Passion was fleeting, but his fascination with me was strong.

If I could hold the attention of Sean for over five years, maybe I could prolong this man’s interest too?

Suddenly he was behind me, his big body pressing against mine as he reached the top of the closet to drag down a bag. “You’d best hurry,” he advised. “William might not be who you think he is.”

I stiffened. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“I think you know exactly what it means,” he said. “He wouldn’t be the first man lured to a life of wealth, women and drugs at the expense of someone else’s fate.”

I inhaled sharply. “You think he’s an associate of Sean’s?”

“Why don’t we hang around for a few minutes and find out?” he said harshly. “I’m sure a gun fight should be proof enough.”

I didn’t waste any more time. I threw clothes into the bag along with my purse. Though it held no identification inside, nothing to link me to my past life with Sean, it did have some cash. It’d be handy if—when—I managed to escape again.

Minutes later I was led through the rear of the apartment block’s tiny back yard, my bag slung over Valentino’s shoulder. At the shadowed picket fence, Valentino threw the bag over, then hoisted me next before he effortlessly catapulted after me and re-secured the bag.

A dog barked somewhere behind us, a muffled shout then filling the air. It wasn’t until a gunshot cracked like a whip that I froze, my lungs incapable of drawing breath while my overstimulated brain imagined every future horrific thing happening to me possible. 

“Look at me,” Valentino said harshly. I did as he asked, his dark eyes then holding mine in the near-darkness. “You need to focus more than ever now.” At my jerky nod he took my hand in his, lending me untold strength. “Let’s go.”

I followed him down a laneway that reeked of piss and mold. Old buildings loomed either side of us as we skirted bits of garbage and straggling grass sprouting through cracks in the asphalt. Only once we’d stepped off the laneway and turned right onto a concrete pathway did I notice a black sedan parked ahead.
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