Savage Devotion
The Orsini Empire
Anna Kailey
I was just a job—a mafia princess to guard, a hostage to keep alive. Until she made me want to burn it all down.
As the Orsini family's most lethal enforcer, my orders were simple: hold Elena DeLuca in a gilded cage until the truce holds. But she's no wilting flower. She's fire and defiance wrapped in curves that make me forget my duty. She paints, she schemes, she tempts me with every breath—and I'm losing the battle to keep my hands off her.
But Elena hides secrets that could ignite a war between our families. When a shadowy conspiracy emerges and a traitor closes in, I'm forced to choose: the only loyalty I've ever known, or the woman who's claimed my scarred soul. I'll protect her from a storm of blood and betrayal, even if it means turning my back on the Orsini name. But the enemy is everywhere—and saving her might just be the last thing I ever do.

Chapter 1
My jaw ached from clenching it.
Don Alessandro Orsini sat behind his desk like a king on a throne, fingers steepled, eyes cold. The old man hadn't blinked since I walked into his study. Outside, the Naples sun was a blade through the shutters, cutting stripes across the Persian rug.
"The DeLuca shipment went sideways," I said. "My sources say Franco DeLuca is blaming us. He's already moving men toward the docks."
Alessandro's mouth twitched. Not a smile. "The shipment was intercepted by federal agents. An anonymous tip."
"The DeLucas think we sold them out."
"They do." Alessandro leaned back, leather creaking. "Which is why you're going to fix it."
I waited. In this house, you didn't ask questions. You listened, you nodded, you bled.
"Elena DeLuca," Alessandro said, sliding a photograph across the desk. "Franco's youngest. She was at the docks when the feds moved in. Witnessed the whole thing. Agent Torres has her name and a partial ID. If the FBI picks her up, she'll flip—and the DeLucas will start a war thinking we put her there."
The photograph showed a woman with dark hair pulled into a messy knot, paint smeared on her cheek, laughing at someone off-camera. She didn't look like a mafia princess. She looked... dangerous.
"You're going to bring her in," Alessandro said. "Keep her at the Sorrento penthouse until we smooth this over. She doesn't leave. She doesn't make calls. She's a ghost until I say otherwise."
"Franco DeLuca won't take this quietly."
"Franco DeLuca will do what he's told if he wants his daughter back alive." Alessandro's eyes flicked to mine. "You're the only one I trust with this, Luca. Everyone else has an angle. You're just a hammer."
A hammer. Right. The enforcer. The one who broke bones and buried bodies while the real players made deals in back rooms. I'd been in the Orsini family for fifteen years, and I was still just muscle to him.
"When?" I asked.
"Now. She's at her studio in Vomero. Carlo Bianchi has eyes on the building. You'll take a team, extract clean. No bodies unless necessary."
"And if she resists?"
Alessandro's smile was a razor. "Then you'll have to be persuasive."
---
The studio was a converted warehouse with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the bay. Carlo met me in the alley, his breath fogging in the January chill.
"Second floor," he said. "She's alone. Two exits—the front and a fire escape on the east side. I've got men on both."
"Any sign of DeLuca people?"
"Not yet. But Franco will figure out she's missing within the hour."
I motioned to the three men behind me. "No guns unless she runs. We're not here to hurt her."
We moved fast, taking the stairs two at a time. The door to the studio was unlocked, and I pushed it open with my palm flat against the wood.
She was painting.
Elena DeLuca stood before a massive canvas, back to me, barefoot in ripped jeans and a tank top splattered with crimson and gold. The air smelled of turpentine and something floral. Lily, maybe. Her hair was pinned up, exposing the long curve of her neck, and she was humming—a low, tuneless sound that made the hair on my arms stand up.
"Elena DeLuca."
She didn't flinch. Didn't drop her brush. Just tilted her head, like she'd been expecting me.
"Took you long enough," she said. "I saw your men outside an hour ago. You Orsinis really think you're invisible?"
She turned, and the photograph hadn't done her justice. Her eyes were the color of aged whiskey, sharp and unafraid. She looked at me like I was a stain on her floor.
"You're coming with me," I said.
"Am I?" She wiped her brush on a rag, slow, deliberate. "Because I don't answer to Don Alessandro, and I don't take orders from his errand boys."
"This isn't a request."
"Obviously." She set the brush down, crossed her arms. "Let me guess. My father's shipment got pinched, the feds have my name, and now your boss is afraid I'll talk. So he's sending his favorite pit bull to lock me up until he can figure out how to spin this."
She wasn't wrong. That was the problem.
"The FBI has Agent Torres on this," I said. "She's good. She'll find you. And when she does, she'll offer you a deal—witness protection, a new life—and you'll take it because you're a DeLuca, and you've been looking for a way out since you were sixteen."
Something flickered in her eyes. Surprise, maybe. I'd done my homework. Elena DeLuca had tried to run three times in her life: once at sixteen, once at nineteen, and once two years ago, when she'd gotten as far as Rome before her father's men dragged her back. She'd been a prisoner long before I walked in.
"You don't know me," she said, but her voice had lost its edge.
"I know enough. I know you're smart enough to understand this isn't about you. It's about keeping your father from starting a war that'll tear this city apart."
"My father." She laughed, sharp and bitter. "Franco DeLuca doesn't care about me. He cares about his pride, his shipments, his precious reputation. You think he'd start a war over me? He'd use me as an excuse to start a war, sure. But not because he loves me."
Her honesty was a gut punch. I'd grown up in this world. I knew what it did to daughters. But hearing her say it, flat and matter-of-fact, made something twist in my chest.
"The penthouse in Sorrento," I said, forcing my voice steady. "You'll have a room, food, whatever you need. It's temporary."
"Temporary." She took a step closer, and I caught the full scent of her—turpentine and lilies and clean sweat. "You mean until Don Alessandro decides I'm more valuable dead than alive."
"He gave his word you wouldn't be harmed."
"His word." She shook her head. "You really believe that?"
I didn't answer. Because she was right. Don Alessandro's word was worth less than the paper it wasn't written on. But I had my orders, and I'd follow them. I always did.
"Let's go," I said.
She studied me for a long moment, those whiskey eyes peeling back every layer I'd built. Then she shrugged, grabbed a leather jacket from a hook, and walked past me like I was a bellhop.
"Fine," she said over her shoulder. "But I'm not your prisoner. I'm your hostage. There's a difference."
I followed her down the stairs, watching the way her hips swayed, the defiant set of her shoulders. Carlo fell in behind us, his expression unreadable.
"She's trouble," he muttered.
"All DeLucas are trouble."
"This one's different."
I didn't answer. Because he was right, and I already hated it.
---
The Sorrento penthouse was all glass and marble, perched on a cliff above the sea. Elena walked through it like she was a critic at a gallery, running a finger along the arm of a white sofa, peering at a sculpture on the mantel.
"Nice cage," she said. "Do I get a key?"
"No."
"Wifi?"
"Disabled."
"Phone?"
"Confiscated."
She turned, and the look she gave me was pure DeLuca fire. "So I'm a prisoner."
"You're protected."
"From my own family." She laughed, but it was hollow. "You know what my father will do when he finds out you have me? He won't negotiate. He'll send a team to take me back, and he won't care if I'm caught in the crossfire."
"Then it's a good thing you're here and not there."
"Is it?" She stepped closer, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in her irises. "Because from where I'm standing, I just traded one cage for another."
"I'm not your enemy, Elena."
"You're holding me against my will."
"To keep you alive."
"How noble." Her voice dripped sarcasm. "The big, scary enforcer with a heart of gold. Do you honestly think Don Alessandro cares if I live or die? I'm a pawn. You're a pawn. The difference is, you're too loyal to see it."
My hands fisted at my sides. "I follow orders."
"And if those orders told you to put a bullet in my head?"
I didn't answer. Couldn't. Because the truth was, I didn't know. Fifteen years of loyalty, fifteen years of being the hammer—and in that moment, looking at her, I felt the first crack in the foundation.
She saw it. Her mouth curved, not quite a smile.
"That's what I thought," she said softly. "You're not a monster, Luca. You're just a man who's forgotten how to say no."
She walked to the window, looking out at the churning sea below. The sunset was bleeding orange and pink across the water, and the light caught the curve of her cheek, the stubborn line of her jaw.
I should have left. Should have posted guards and walked out and locked the door behind me. But my feet wouldn't move.
"I'm sorry," I said, and it came out rougher than I intended.
She glanced back, surprised. "For what?"
"For this. For all of it."
"Don't apologize." She turned back to the window. "It's not your fault you were born into this nightmare. Just like it's not mine."
For a long moment, there was only the sound of the waves.
Then she said, "Will you at least bring me my paints?"
"Your paints."
"If I'm going to be a prisoner, I need something to do. I'll go insane staring at these white walls."
It was a small thing. A human thing. And I found myself nodding before I could stop.
"I'll have them sent in the morning."
She didn't thank me. Just nodded, still facing the sea.
I left her there, a silhouette against the dying light, and locked the door behind me. But I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted. Something I couldn't name.
She wasn't what I'd expected. She was fire and fury, sharp-tongued and unbroken. And she'd looked at me like she could see straight through to the man I used to be.
The man who still knew how to say no.
I leaned against the wall in the hallway, listening to the silence.
This was going to be a problem.
The afternoon sun cut through the grimy windows of the warehouse, illuminating dust motes like flecks of gold suspended in the stale air. Luca Romano stood with his back against a steel pillar, the chill of the metal seeping through his jacket, and watched the situation unravel.
Carlo Bianchi—jumpy, sweating through his cheap suit—kept glancing toward the loading bay doors like he expected the FBI to burst through at any second. Across from him, Franco DeLuca’s man, Gianni, was stone-faced but his knuckles were white where he gripped the edge of the crate.
"We had a deal," Gianni said, his voice low and dangerous. "Half the shipment is gone. My people are asking questions."
Carlo swiped at his forehead with a trembling hand. "It wasn't my fault. The feds were crawling all over the Amalfi checkpoint. We had to dump the cargo."
Luca’s jaw tightened. He’d told Nico this truce with the DeLucas was fragile as a soap bubble. And now Carlo Bianchi—Sofia’s idiot cousin, who should have been exiled along with his disgraced father—was proving him right.
"You dumped it," Gianni repeated, disgust curling his lip. "Do you know what was in those crates, Bianchi? Do you have any idea—"
"Enough."
Luca pushed off the pillar, his boots echoing on the concrete. Gianni’s eyes flicked to him, and some of the heat dimmed. Luca had that effect on people. Six-foot-three, built like a boxer, with a face that hadn't seen a smile since he’d buried his mother. His presence was a cold front moving in.
"The loss is on our side," Luca said, tone flat. "The Orsini family will compensate the DeLucas in full. You have the Don’s word."
Gianni’s mouth twisted. "The Don’s word. And what’s that worth these days, Romano? Last I heard, Alessandro Orsini’s word sends people into exile. Or into a grave."
Luca didn’t blink. "We’re not here to discuss history. The shipment was compromised. We’ll make it right."
"Make it right." Gianni shook his head, already backing toward the exit. "Tell your Don that Franco DeLuca isn’t Marco Bianchi. He’s not going to roll over and take scraps."
Carlo made a strangled noise. "Hey—"
"Shut up, Carlo." Luca didn’t even look at him. His eyes stayed locked on Gianni until the man disappeared through the loading bay doors, the rusty hinges shrieking.
The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by Carlo’s ragged breathing.
"Luca, I swear, I didn’t think—"
Luca turned, and whatever Carlo saw in his face made him stumble back. "You didn’t think. That’s the problem."
He was already pulling out his phone, thumb finding Nico’s number. The Don needed to know the truce was splintering. A war with the DeLucas was the last thing the family could afford—not with Don Alessandro still a phantom in Sicily, Petrov’s mess barely cleaned up, and the legitimate fronts under international scrutiny.
The call connected. "Nico. The meet went south. Franco’s man just walked out. They’re not going to let this go."
A beat of silence on the line. Then Nico’s voice, calm and hard: "Return to the estate. Don Alessandro is already calling a council. He’s got his own solution."
Luca’s stomach knotted. Don Alessandro’s solutions always came wrapped in blood.
---
The estate was a hive of quiet tension when Luca arrived. Security was doubled—men with hard eyes and harder weapons stationed at every gate. Luca bypassed them all, heading straight for Don Alessandro’s private study on the third floor.
The old man was seated behind his massive mahogany desk, a glass of amber whiskey untouched at his elbow. He looked thinner than the last time Luca had seen him, the exile wearing on him, but his eyes were still as sharp and pitiless as a hawk’s.
"Romano." Don Alessandro gestured to the chair across from him. "Sit."
Luca sat. He didn’t relax.
"The DeLuca situation is untenable," Don Alessandro began, steepling his fingers. "Franco will use this botched shipment as an excuse to test our borders. He’s got his father’s ambition and none of his patience."
"I can handle the border skirmishes," Luca said. "Put a few of my men—"
"No." The Don cut him off, a faint smile playing on his lips. "I have a more precise solution. Franco DeLuca has a daughter. Elena."
Luca’s expression didn’t change, but something cold slithered down his spine. He knew where this was going.
"She’s an artist," Don Alessandro continued, as if discussing the weather. "Twenty-six years old. Rebellious. Franco keeps her on a short leash, but she’s been known to wander into… unfortunate places."
"You want me to use her as leverage."
"I want you to keep her safe." The old man’s eyes glittered. "There was an incident this morning. A warehouse near the port where some of Franco’s less legitimate transactions are conducted. The FBI conducted a raid. Elena DeLuca was on the scene."
Luca went very still. "She was involved in the deal?"
"No. According to my source, she was in the wrong place at the wrong time. But the feds have her on surveillance footage. They’ll want to bring her in for questioning."
"And Franco will assume she’s a liability."
"Franco will assume she’s a witness who can be turned. He’ll either lock her away—or silence her himself." Don Alessandro leaned back, the leather of his chair creaking. "We cannot allow the DeLucas to fall into chaos. Not now. And we certainly cannot allow Elena DeLuca to fall into federal hands with whatever she saw."
Luca understood. A DeLuca daughter in FBI custody was a ticking bomb. She might know shipping routes, safehouses, names. The whole underworld could unravel.
"So we take her into our custody first," he said.
"Precisely. You will bring her to the Amalfi penthouse. Keep her there. Protected, but contained. Until Franco DeLuca agrees to negotiate the new terms of the truce."
Luca’s jaw worked. He was an enforcer—a soldier. Not a babysitter for some mafia princess who painted pretty pictures and caused international incidents.
"For how long?"
"As long as it takes." Don Alessandro picked up his whiskey, swirling it once. "Agent Torres has been sniffing around the port district. She’s got a hard-on for the DeLuca operation. If Elena talks to the feds before we secure her, it’s not just the DeLucas who burn—it’s all of us."
Luca absorbed that. Agent Torres was a ghost in the FBI—methodical, relentless, and untouchable. If she had Elena DeLuca in her sights, the clock was ticking faster than he’d thought.
"And if Elena doesn’t want to come quietly?"
Don Alessandro’s smile was winter itself. "You’re very persuasive, Romano. I’m sure you’ll manage."
---
Two hours later, Luca was parked outside a crumbling artists’ warehouse in the Vomero district, engine idling. His intel said Elena DeLuca rented a studio here—a converted space with peeling frescoes on the ceiling and the constant smell of turpentine.
He’d seen her file. Dark hair, dark eyes, a face that could have been carved by a Renaissance sculptor. She’d been kicked out of two art academies, arrested once for vandalism during a protest, and had a reputation for being as stubborn as her father was ruthless. Franco kept her at arm’s length, ashamed of her defiance but unable to control it.
Luca killed the engine and stepped out. The evening air was thick with brine from the bay. He adjusted his jacket, feeling the familiar weight of his Glock pressed against his ribs, and pushed through the rusted metal door.
The interior was a chaos of canvases and drop cloths. Splatters of paint covered every surface—a violent explosion of color against the grimy walls. And in the center of it all, back to him, was Elena DeLuca.
She was hunched over a canvas, brush in hand, barefoot and wearing paint-stained overalls. Her hair was twisted into a messy knot, loose strands clinging to her neck. There was a smear of crimson paint along her jaw like war paint.
"The studio’s closed," she said without turning. "Come back never."
Luca took a step inside, deliberately making his boots crunch on a dried paint spill. "Elena DeLuca. I’m here on behalf of Don Alessandro Orsini."
Now she turned. Slowly. Her eyes were the color of strong espresso, and they raked over him with open, hostile assessment.
"Let me guess," she said, voice dripping with scorn. "You’re the muscle. Sent to deliver a message from the old man who thinks he still runs Naples."
"You need to come with me."
She laughed—a sharp, humorless sound. "Is that a request? Because it sounds like an order. And I don’t take orders from Orsini dogs."
Luca felt a muscle tick in his jaw. He’d dealt with hostile assets before. They were usually men, and they usually broke after a few minutes in his presence. But Elena DeLuca wasn’t afraid. She was furious.
"The FBI raided a DeLuca warehouse this morning," he said, keeping his voice level. "You were caught on camera. By tomorrow morning, your face will be on every federal watchlist in the country."
For a fraction of a second, something flickered in her eyes—surprise? Fear? But it was gone before he could name it, replaced by that burning defiance.
"So what? The feds can’t touch me. I’m a DeLuca."
"Your father doesn’t see it that way. He sees a loose end."
Her chin lifted. "My father doesn’t see me at all. Which is why I’m here, painting, instead of playing hostess at his stupid villa."
"You’re a liability," Luca said flatly. "To your father, to the Orsinis, to every family operating in this city. The only way to keep you from becoming a bullet wound is to keep you out of sight. Voluntarily or not."
She set her brush down with deliberate care, her knuckles white. "You’re kidnapping me."
"I’m protecting you."
"From what?"
"From yourself, mostly." Luca took another step closer, close enough to see the rise and fall of her chest, the way her jaw was clenched so tight he could hear her teeth grinding. "From your father’s paranoia. From the FBI agent who’s building a case against your family and would love to turn you into a cooperating witness."
"You mean Agent Torres." Elena’s voice was tight. "I know about her."
"Then you know what she’s capable of. You’re not safe here."
"And I’ll be safe in Orsini custody? Locked in some gilded cage while your Don uses me as a bargaining chip?"
Luca didn’t answer. Because she wasn’t wrong.
The silence stretched, thick and charged. Somewhere outside, a Vespa sputtered past. The scent of turpentine and something floral—lilies, maybe—clung to the air.
"Fine." Elena’s voice was suddenly flat, all the fight draining out of it. She bent and grabbed a canvas bag, stuffing it with a handful of brushes and a worn leather sketchbook. "Take me to my prison. But know this, Orsini dog—I won’t break. And I won’t forget."
Luca watched her move, the economy of her motions, the way she refused to let her hands tremble. She was terrified, he realized. But she’d rather spit in his face than show it.
He respected that.
"Let’s go," he said.
---
The penthouse was a fortress wrapped in silk. Perched on the top floor of an unmarked building overlooking the Amalfi coast, it had floor-to-ceiling windows that made the Mediterranean look like a postcard. Modern furniture, cold marble floors, a kitchen stocked with enough food to last a month. And locks—multiple deadbolts, a security system with biometric scanners, and a panic room hidden behind the wine rack.
Elena walked through it like a queen inspecting her new domain. She didn’t speak. She didn’t react. She just touched the edge of the marble countertop, stared out at the sea, and then turned to Luca with eyes that were dark and unreadable.
"All this for a mafia princess who paints," she murmured.
"You’re a high-value asset," Luca said, leaning against the doorframe. "To your father, and to us."
"An asset." She laughed, but it was hollow. "That’s what I’ve always been, isn’t it? A thing to be traded. Protected. Held."
She sank onto the edge of the white leather couch, her bag clutched in her lap. The fight seemed to seep out of her bones, leaving behind something raw and tired.
"The FBI," she said quietly, not looking at him. "What did they find?"
Luca hesitated. The real answer was more than he was willing to share. But something in her voice—not anger, not defiance, just exhaustion—made him answer honestly.
"Enough to put your father in a bad position. Enough to make you a target."
"And you? What do you get out of this?"
"Orders."
"That’s it? Just orders?" She looked up at him then, and her gaze was a blade. "No personal satisfaction in locking up a DeLuca? No old grudge to settle?"
"I don’t have personal feelings about you," Luca said, and the words were cold enough to frost the glass. "I have a job. Keep you alive until your father plays ball. That’s all."
"That’s all," she echoed. She stood abruptly, her bag dropping to the floor with a thud. "Then I’ll stay out of your way, Orsini dog. You can go back to your Don and tell him his prize is secured."
She walked past him, close enough that he caught the scent of paint and something softer underneath—jasmine, maybe, from her shampoo. She didn’t look at him. She disappeared into the bedroom, and the door clicked shut.
Luca stayed where he was, listening. The silence was absolute. No sobbing, no breaking things. Just a steady, defiant quiet.
He’d guarded witnesses before. Hostages. High-value prisoners. None of them had ever gotten under his skin. But Elena DeLuca—with her paint-stained hands and her fire-and-ash eyes—felt different. She wasn’t going to be an easy asset. She was going to be a problem.
A problem he couldn’t afford.
But as he settled into the armchair facing the elevator, one hand resting on his holster, he realized something else: he’d just made an enemy who was smart enough, proud enough, and desperate enough to tear this whole arrangement apart.
And some small, buried part of him was almost looking forward to it.
The elevator hummed in its shaft. Outside, the sun bled into the sea, painting the sky in shades of copper and rose. Luca leaned back, eyes fixed on the bedroom door, and waited for the storm to break.
Chapter 2
Luca leaned against the doorframe of the guest suite, arms crossed. Elena DeLuca sat on the edge of the king bed, legs folded under her, staring at the locked balcony doors like she could will them open with spite. She hadn't spoken in an hour. That was worse than the earlier stream of insults.
"You're wasting energy," he said.
She didn't turn. "You're wasting oxygen."
He let that slide. She'd made four attempts to get past him since he'd brought her here—once with a butter knife she'd palmed from the dinner tray, twice by trying to sweet-talk the housekeeper, and once by simply walking out the front door as if he wouldn't notice. Each time he'd blocked her without a word, and each time her fury had sharpened. Now she was in the quiet phase of rage. He knew the pattern. His mother had been the same.
Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.
Elena's spine straightened. Her gaze flicked to the screen, then away, too fast. Luca didn't move. The phone buzzed again. And again. A stream of messages, rapid-fire.
"Expecting something?" he asked.
"None of your business."
He crossed the room in three strides and picked up the phone. She lunged off the bed, but he held it out of reach, angling the screen. A string of texts from an unsaved number. The first one was a string of numbers and letters—gibberish at a glance. The second was a single word: *Posizione?* The third: *Rispondi o mandiamo qualcuno.* Respond or we send someone.
"Who's messaging you?" His voice flat.
She grabbed for the phone again, but he caught her wrist, gentle but firm. "I'll scream," she threatened.
"Go ahead. No one will come."
Her eyes went glassy with frustration. "It's probably just a wrong number."
"In code?"
"It's not code. It's... a group chat. For artists. We talk in shorthand." She tugged her wrist free, rubbing it. "You wouldn't understand."
Luca studied her. The pulse fluttering at her throat. The way she'd angled her body toward the door. She was lying. But why? She'd been defiant all evening, but this was different—this was fear. Not of him. Of whoever was on the other end of that phone.
He pocketed the device. "I'll keep this."
"You can't—"
"I can. Until you tell me the truth."
She stared at him, chest rising and falling. For a moment he thought she might cry. Instead, she laughed—a bitter, cracked sound. "The truth? You want the truth? Fine. My father is going to kill me. Those messages? They're from his people. He sent them to find me before the feds do, and when he does, I'm dead. So congratulations, you've got a hostage with an expiration date."
Luca didn't blink. "I won't let that happen."
"You don't have a choice. You're one man, and Franco DeLuca has an army. You think your Don cares if I live or die? I'm leverage. Leverage gets used up."
He stepped closer, until he could see the flecks of gold in her dark irises. "I'm not Don Alessandro. And you're not leverage. You're under my protection now."
Her lips parted. Something flickered in her expression—surprise, or maybe disbelief. "You don't even know me."
"I know you're terrified. And I know you're brave enough to fight anyway."
That hit its mark. She turned away, wrapping her arms around herself. "I'm not brave. I'm cornered."
"Same thing, sometimes."
She didn't answer. He watched her for a long moment, then walked to the door. "I'll be outside. We'll talk more in the morning."
"Wait." Her voice was small. "The phone. If I don't respond, they'll come looking. They'll find this place."
Luca paused, hand on the doorknob. "Let them."
He left her standing in the middle of the room, the silence thick as a held breath. Outside, he leaned against the wall and pulled out the phone again. Scrolled through the messages. The code was basic—a location request with a threat attached. He'd seen similar patterns during his years as an enforcer. Franco DeLuca was hunting his own daughter. And the penthouse's security was good, but not perfect. If DeLuca's men traced the signal...
He made a decision. In the morning, he'd move her. Somewhere off-book. Until then, he'd stand guard. And he'd get her to trust him—because without her cooperation, she was already dead.
Inside the suite, Elena pressed her forehead to the cool glass of the balcony door. She could see the
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