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      Christmas Secret Baby Second Chance Romance Collection

      

      Start Reading Christmas Secret Baby NOW!

      https://books2read.com/u/31ROev

      

      Santa's list has never been naughtier…

      

      If your Christmas wish list includes bad boys, single daddies, older men, second chances and secret babies, then these hot alpha-hole billionaires are sure to heat things up for you these cold winter nights!

      

      Get lost in this sizzling collection that includes SIX full length bestselling contemporary romance novels in one naughty package.

      

      Books included:

      

      The Doctor's Claim (Billionaire Passion Book 1)

      Destined Desire (Billionaire Passion Book 2)

      Loved (Billionaire Passion Book 3)

      Investing in Love 

      The Hero She Needs

      The Rogue's Baby

      

      Start Reading Christmas Secret Baby NOW!

      https://books2read.com/u/31ROev
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      One mission, Forbidden Love, A Secret Romance!

      

      I was hired to do a job for my Mob Boss.

      The plan was simple, get close and murder him.

      It was easy money, and there was nothing to worry about.

      

      I never paid much attention to small details on my missions, which was my error.

      I should have stayed away from him from the moment we met, but he was an expert at seducing, and he got me right away!

      

      One night turned into an adventure, which led to many nights together.

      Love was inevitable, and so was our secret baby.

      

      Now we have the whole mafia after us, and closing the contract is not an option.

      

      There is no going back. Now we have to face the consequences and fight together to stay Alive!
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      Date: July 19, 2018

      Timestamp: 5:38PM

      To: K. McDonough

      From: A. DuBois

      

      Kieran:

      The Lucchesi family has sent an assassin after you. I am assuming that this is an answer to your refusal to work for them. Your continuing loyalty to me is most appreciated. As a courtesy, I will send you what information I have on the hitter. This message will erase and overwrite itself within five minutes.

      Adrian

      I sit back,  sinking into the thick leather-covered padding of my desk chair, and sigh. If my boss was signing his full name on an email, it meant I would be a fucking idiot not to pay attention. The finest hacker and most powerful up-and-coming independent criminal mastermind in the underworld doesn’t do that—or call me, his money guy, by my first name—unless he’s sounding the alarm.

      So now some of the local mobsters want to take me out. And all because I refused to launder a pile of cash for Lucchesi after he killed his own guy in a fit of rage. From what I heard, his money guy wasn’t even screwing him. Lucchesi just pulled the trigger because he was in a bad mood. And I’m supposed to pick up the slack for his lack of control?

      Nope.

      I told him I only work for one guy. Now he wants me dead because I’m loyal. Lucchesi is a real piece of fucking work.

      I reach into the humidor on my desk and pull out a hand-rolled blunt the size of a cigar, running it under my nose. The mix of cannabis and tobacco tickles my nostrils, and I consider my options for a moment. I really could use the chance to unwind after news like this, especially when I’ll soon have a penthouse full of people I have to be easygoing and cheerful with.

      No. I sigh and lay the potent smoke back in its box. Tempting under the circumstances, but I want my head clear while I figure this shit out.

      I’m really not all that worried. I’m Kieran Fucking McDonough, a modern wizard of Wall Street, and financial right hand to the most powerful man in the underworld. Next to DuBois, Lucchesi is a violent clown in a bad suit.

      But even a clown can still cause problems. Like this unknown assassin that the boss just warned me about.

      I get up and walk across my office to the wall of armored glass that makes up the whole southern face. Far below me, Central Park West bustles its way through the late afternoon. The glass is bulletproof, and just polarized enough that no one could get a clear shot through it anyway, but I am still aware of every possible placement for a sniper's nest in the buildings around mine.

      A man like me makes his fortune by taking every possibility into consideration. Right now, I am faced with too many unknown factors to calculate a course of action. However, I don't expect this to last. I am working for the most brilliant hacker this world may have ever seen, and if anyone can get me the intel I need to deal with this assassin, it's him.

      I really do hope he hurries up. I can’t nag him, of course, but I’ve been left in a bit of a fix.

      It's almost time for me to leave my home office and prepare for tonight's party. I haven’t canceled one of my ragers since I made it big in the early 2000s. This assassin situation makes me hesitate, though. The last thing I need is for some asshole to shoot up one of my parties and end up terrorizing some of the coolest, most interesting, most well-connected people in New York City. Some of them might get hurt, and of course, no one would ever return.

      I can't let anyone else get drawn into a dangerous situation because a dumbass mobster with an anger problem can't find anyone to launder his money. But at the same time, if I start hiding, it will alert whoever it is that I'm on to them. Not to mention that it will make me the biggest party pooper in my crowd for at least a week.

      “That can’t happen,” I mutter to myself as I stare down at the crowded street. I have to find a way to head off this assassin instead. Neutralize them. Kill them, if nothing else will work. But before I can do that, the boss has to come through with information on who exactly I’m keeping an eye out for.

      I wait impatiently in my office for over an hour as the sun starts to set outside. In the meantime, I decide on a nice outfit for the party and check with my staff to make sure that we have enough refreshments. Beer, wine, top shelf liquor, cannabis, hallucinogens, molly, and of course, enough variations on sugar and caffeine to keep everyone running for the entire night. I have a reputation to uphold, even if I have to spend half the night looking over my shoulder for a potential murderer.

      Just as I'm debating telling my staff that I am going to be late and that they should start greeting guests downstairs, I get another email from my boss. And with it comes an unexpected attachment—a picture:

      The assassin's name is Atalanta. She is young, very talented, and apparently comes from a disadvantaged background. Her usual mode of operation is to get close to a man, seduce him, and then kill him as soon as she has him alone.

      There is a well-circulated rumor that she’s never actually let a man—any man, not just a job—do more than kiss her. Apparently, she’s willing to enforce that with violence if the issue is pushed. Given that Lucchesi’s men are often as slimy as he is, I’m almost certain that a few of them learned this firsthand.

      I suspect that you will find her among the guests at your gathering tonight.

      My eyebrows lift. A black widow virgin? Intriguing. But is she violently protective of her virginity...or is she just that repulsed by the men she has to work with?

      Probably the latter. Lucchesi’s scumbags aren’t worth her interest, obviously...and she probably doesn’t want to do something as messed up as sleep with a target. Suddenly, I feel a whole lot less worried. A lopsided smile tugs at my lips. I can easily handle a lady like that.

      Women are always throwing themselves at me in search of a ring and a promise of a rich life together. I’m not the kind of guy who loses his cool just because his dick gets hard. But I’ve made plenty of women lose their cool.

      Plenty.

      And I’m definitely five cuts above Lucchesi’s people. Not that it took much to be better than them.

      “So let’s see what I have to work with,” I muse, opening the photograph.

      My mouth goes dry for a moment. My smile slowly widens as the idea of what to do about my would-be assassin gels in my mind.

      She’s beautiful. Maybe half a head shorter than me, athletic, with a thick red braid, and big green eyes she lines in kohl. She has those sweet little rose-petal lips that I would love to see parted with desire, and her body’s got curves to spare.

      My cock’s already getting hard just from looking at her. I send my thanks to the boss, and reassure him that I have everything under control and will contact him tomorrow morning. Then, I go back to looking at Atalanta’s photo, a lazy smile on my face as I make my plans.

      She never lets any man she’s after get beyond a kiss, hmm? Now I’m grinning.  We’ll see about that.
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      Atalanta

      

      “You sure about this, Gianni?” The boss’s brother Mario is the cautious type: churchgoer, father of two, acts as consigliere because he can’t bring himself to put a bullet in anyone. Right now, he’s twisting his porkpie hat in his hands nervously, like he can smell trouble.

      He has far, far more sense than his brother, who is a head shorter than him and twice as wide, and who goes red even at the suggestion that he’s misjudged something. “The fuck are you talking about, am I sure? That fucking asshole has everything we need to move the cash, but he won’t budge! He has to answer for it. I won’t let him insult me and just walk away.”

      “The guy works for DuBois on retainer,” I say. “He’d be going against his contract with the guy to work for us. He already explained this! Gianni ... you really want to piss off DuBois by killing one of his best guys?”

      “DuBois has gotten too fucking big for his britches anyway,” Gianni says. “Criminal overlord, my ass. He expects everyone from every family to give him a cut, especially if we want our information kept outta circulation. He needs to be cut down some, and losing a guy like McDonough will work nicely.” The boss juts out his weak chin, jowls sweaty with anger.

      “Work nicely to piss off DuBois, you mean,” Mario says. “You know how many favors that guy has to call in? Everyone owes him something around here, including some of the guys! I just don’t know. I think maybe you should rethink this.” He has twisted his hat almost completely around, like he’s wringing out a towel. He’s going to crush the small brim at this rate.

      I’m already getting bored. I’ve been sitting in the boss’s overdone, black-white-and-gold seventies-style penthouse for the last twenty minutes listening to them discuss whether they actually need me for the job. I showed up in my usual disguise as one of Gianni’s support staff, in a prim gray suit that isn’t too expensive-looking, and a pair of round glasses with plain glass inside the frames. But all I have done since sitting down is listen to the two bastards argue.

      A single glass of champagne, barely touched, bubbles away in front of me as I wait for them to come to a decision. Its sharp-sweet smell tempts my nostrils, but I let it sit. I don’t drink in the brothers’ presence. I have trouble enough not telling them what I really think about them both without alcohol mudding my judgment.

      It’s even more important that I keep my opinion of the situation to myself. I’m here to act on whatever they decide, not to help them decide it. I really don’t care which way they choose to go at this point. Either I’ll kill another rich, sociopathic crook for them and get another fifty thousand dollars closer to buying off my debt, or I’ll be able to sleep well for another week without the nightmares that come after a mission.

      When I followed my dad into working for Gianni Lucchesi, I didn’t do it because I wanted to be a mob hitter. He doesn’t turn women into made members of the mob anyway. I’m technically a freelancer. But I’m a freelancer who started with over a million dollars in medical debt thanks to how my dad died, and Gianni holds that marker.

      So I kill for him. Just like my dad did before me, but without the oaths, the ranks, or the respect. Just a ledger balance slowly creeping toward the black.

      Ten souls so far. Ten men who made the world better by disappearing from it. But I still live with the guilt and wish there could be a better way of dealing with these people besides just ... offing them.

      I don’t believe in cops. Not just because I wasn’t raised to believe in the “justice” system, but because I’ve never seen them do anything but bully the wrong people and get in the way. So turning in Gianni won’t work either. Especially since his brother would get into trouble too. And then, of course, the cops would turn on me, because I was conveniently there and they could just lie about my being granted immunity. That alone makes going to the cops impossible.

      And yet … I don’t like killing people. It makes me sick. I’m just very good at it. And right now, I have to do it. The only other “service” Lucchesi was willing to accept as payment for my debt horrified me even more than killing people.

      Ten more and I’ll be free. This McDonough guy is potentially number eleven—assuming these two can make up their damn minds.

      I pick the dossier up off the table in front of me and look through it again. There are multiple photos of my target tucked in with the rest of the information, and I have to admit that this eccentric party boy is very easy on the eyes.

      The photos were taken while he was standing on a balcony in some posh hotel: shirt hanging open with the sleeves rolled, scotch on the rocks in his hand, the fly of his jeans half-unbuttoned. He’s only a few inches taller than me by the look of it, with thick, wavy blond hair that touches his shoulders, and narrow, sly-looking blue eyes with heavy lids.

      I lick my lips as I look at him, tasting drops of champagne as I imagine the smell of his cologne. Though I’ve never had sex in all my twenty-eight years, it’s not for a lack of desire. It all boils down to having some basic standards while also running with the entirely wrong crowd. I only want to sleep with people I’m actually attracted to—it’s as simple as that. And since I spend my time surrounded by smirking, aggressive mobsters and have to avoid dating civilians to keep my secrets ... pickings have been less than slim.

      It really doesn’t help that the few times I’ve come close to having sex have been ... less than memorable. Uncomfortable, awkward, and unsatisfying. Once you’ve lain there after some heavy petting, wondering, “is that it?” every damn time, sex starts to lose its allure. You always find yourself worrying that yet another selfish idiot is going to turn you on just enough to get his own rocks off, and then forget about your needs entirely, proving why you shouldn’t have bothered with him in the first place. Every time that has happened to me, my standards have gotten higher—and my chances of having sex at all have dropped as a result.

      That’s fine. I get lonely, I get curious about sex, but my will is strong enough to avoid a standards drop even with five beers in me. I know that there are rumors circulating about me and my sexual activities—or lack thereof—but they don’t bother me.

      Actually, they’ve helped more than once. It’s crazy how much of an ass a man will make of himself when trying to score with a virgin. It helps me know who’s heard about me, and who might have their guard up. At a certain point, it became a huge advantage to me, so I just stopped trying to lose my v-card altogether.

      But I like the idea of getting close to a guy like this Kieran. Drinking him in, getting some attention, teasing him with kisses. Maybe more, for once.

      Suddenly I’m thinking of crashing that party tonight whether they decide to hire me or not. Hell, if it wasn’t for the fact that he’s a target, I might actually consider sleeping with him. It would be my first time, sure, but ... he really is that gorgeous. Just the photos have drawn me in in a way I haven’t felt since I was in high school and staring at pictures of my latest movie star crush. Maybe I could...

      Wait, what am I thinking? Focus, Atalanta. This isn’t a game.

      The boss folds his arms, face almost purple now, glaring at his brother, who looks sheepishly worried. “I swear to God, if you weren’t my brother, I’d kick your ass for second-guessing me like this. At least you didn’t do it in front of anybody important.”

      Fuck you too, boss. It was ironic. I could turn around right now and blow both of these men’s brains out of the back of their heads before they could draw. Yet, somehow, they saw me as less than them: just a goon, an extension of the boss’s will.

      But contracts end. I
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