
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The following is a short story from the Shadows & Secrets romantic thriller series. 

	 

	Content warning: sexual scenes (18+).
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	The Last Goodbye

	The key to Luna’s Whitechapel townhouse was one of the hardest things Alex had had to earn, a privilege he’d finally been granted through a combination of lethal persuasion and the simple, unassailable fact that he belonged there. He slipped inside on a rain-slicked Friday night, the silence of the empty house a stark contrast to the week he’d just had—a messy, wet-work extraction in Minsk that had left two bodies in a canal and the taste of cheap whisky and regret in his mouth.

	He’d had this weekend free; a rarity. And he’d known her schedule down to the minute. Her own mission, a tense diplomatic surveillance op in Berlin, would have ended six hours ago. She’d be tired, wired, and craving the specific brand of quiet only he could provide.

	He moved through the dim flat with a predator’s silence, shedding his dark, damp coat (and also the shoulder rig holding his CZ75) in the entryway. He’d brought things. A bottle of ridiculously expensive Sangiovese. A small, black velvet box that did not contain a ring, but a custom-made garrotte tied like a fashionable bracelet—a deadly inside joke. And tucked into his inner pocket, something far less practical.

	An hour later, the lock on the front door finally clicked. Luna entered, her movements economical but heavy with fatigue. She dropped her go-bag by the door, the scent of jet fuel and cold city air clinging to her trench coat. The house was dark save for a single, warm glow coming from the living area.

	Her hand automatically drifted toward the SIG at the small of her back before she recognised the presence. It was a specific, calm stillness that only ever meant one thing.

	She rounded the corner into the living room.

	The scene was… disarming. Alex stood by the floor-to-ceiling glass doors, looking out at her rain-streaked backyard. He’d changed into dark sweatpants and a simple grey t-shirt that clung to the hard planes of his pecs and shoulders. The low light from a single candle caught the glint of the wine glasses on the coffee table, and the dangerous sparkle of the bracelet next to them. But it was the music that got her. Not something classical or predictably romantic, but the low, thrumming bassline of a triphop track, something dark and sensual.

	He turned as she entered. He didn’t smile with his mouth, but she could see it in his impossibly blue eyes. They softened, drinking her in, reading the weariness in her posture, the residual tension in her jaw.

	“Rough week?” he asked.

	She let out a breath she didn’t realise she’d been holding, “The usual. Politicians lying, assets flaking. You know, same king and country bullshit.” Her gaze flickered to the wine, the candle, the bracelet. “You?”
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