
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_974d2e7eda1a68789ff2a92043bbc9a4_x81Qi2_html_3de11183.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_974d2e7eda1a68789ff2a92043bbc9a4_x81Qi2_html_6bd667c.png]

Published by
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2021 Sam
Crescent

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0476-0

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Audrey Bobak

 


 


ALL RIGHTS
RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction
or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of
this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print
without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


HITMAN NEXT
DOOR

 


 


Sam Crescent

 


Copyright © 2021

 


[image: tmp_974d2e7eda1a68789ff2a92043bbc9a4_x81Qi2_html_m2f557912.png]


Chapter One

 


“Do you think I’m going to
be the only one to find out?”

Nate Evans looked into the eyes of the
contract killer he found lurking a few feet from his neighbor’s
house. This was what he’d been warned about. To most, keeping an
eye on Lemon Bosworth was a shit assignment, but Nate knew what his
boss wanted.

“It doesn’t matter. Do you
think you’re the first guy here?” He pulled out his knife, and
before the bastard could respond, he jammed his knife deep into his
throat. He wasn’t lying when he said he was the first man he
killed.

His boss was right.

Whoever had leaked the information
about his neighbor being the bastard daughter of Alessandro Rocco
had all but put a death warrant out for the young woman. This was
why Rocco asked him to come here. To move in next door and do
whatever it took to keep the woman safe.

He’d been on this assignment for six
months, and in all those times, Lemon had never once reminded him
of the man who fathered her. She was nothing like his other
children either.

Her life shouldn’t touch the Italian
mafia, but her mere existence was too much of a temptation for all
the people who wanted to take from Rocco. At the kitchen sink, he
rinsed off the blood and spent the next hour dealing with the dead
body.

This was the first time he’d caught a
guy so close to Lemon’s house. It wasn’t good. Pretending to be
into security and setting up a personal shop in the local town was
starting to wear thin. He had his own office and had paid for a
couple of employees, both of whom were associated with Rocco, just
to protect his daughter.

He was on the way out to the car to
take the body for disposal when he saw Lemon on a ladder outside
her house.

Rather than pause to admire her curvy
ass that he’d become addicted to, he quickly dumped the package
into the back of his trunk and locked it.

The men were waiting for him for the
body, but he turned to admire Lemon’s handiwork.

“Hey, Nate, what do you
think?” Lemon asked.

They were four weeks away from
Christmas, and he knew how excited she was about it. Just as she’d
been over Halloween and Thanksgiving.

On Halloween she’d displayed a
graveyard outside her house, dressed as a witch, and offered candy
to all the local kids. He had no choice but to dress up for the
occasion, seeing as he needed to protect her and every potential
moment was a threat to her life.

“Looking good.”

Unlike some of the other hitmen who
worked for Rocco, he got this assignment for his ability to blend
in. He was a pretty boy, had been all his life. His good looks made
men trust him, believing his loyalty, and well, women were more
than happy to drop to their knees for him. He’d never been lacking
of female company, but from the moment he met Lemon, that had all
changed, which screwed with his fucking head.

Lemon, bastard child or not, was his
boss’s kid.

She was completely
off-limits.

But, and this was a big but, he wanted
her, badly. He’d never wanted any woman the way he wanted this one.
It made no sense. She wasn’t his type, not even a little bit. She
wasn’t blonde, greedy, a gold-digger, or a whore.

She had long, brown hair that caressed
the top of her butt, which was so fucking curvy and round. All he
wanted to do was get his hands on her curves, to grip her tightly
and hold her to him so he could drive inside her hard and deep.
Brown eyes that were so damn expressive. Even when she tried to
hide her feelings, she failed.

Lemon was a beautiful woman, smart,
funny, and her father’s dark world hadn’t touched her. It had only
glimpsed her.

He’d been given every single little
detail of her life in order to protect her. He knew Lemon never
spoke to her father, refused to live with him, and had even turned
down a fully furnished apartment, complete with a bodyguard and
allowance.

Instead, she had used the money her
mother had left to her, purchased this house in a small town, close
to nothing and nowhere, and took a job at a supermarket, far away
from her father. What Lemon didn’t know was that the money she
thought her mother left her was from her father.

Alessandro was an evil bastard. One of
the deadliest Italian mafia capos of all time. He’d become a legend
in a few short years after taking over from his father. However,
Alessandro had one weakness in his entire life—Lemon’s mother.
Instead of giving her up, he’d kept her. Trying to play happy
families.

Nate pulled out of his thoughts as
Lemon climbed down the ladder, stepping off with a bounce to her
step.

“Do you think so? It’s not
too much?”

He glanced up the street. “You’re the
first person to put their decorations up.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I don’t care
about waiting. My mom always put hers up on Thanksgiving. She
wanted the house to sparkle during a time of gratefulness. I like
it.” She clapped her hands and turned toward him. “Could I interest
you in a little hot chocolate?”

“I would love some, but
I’ve got a couple of errands to run.”

“You work way too
hard.”

“I know, but there’s no
rest for me.” He winked at her, playing along. She had no idea
there was a dead body in the trunk of his car. “Can I come over
after?” Nate didn’t know why he even asked that. This was only
going to torture him more. Being close to Lemon always did. He’d
never met a woman who affected him this deeply.

“Sure. I’d like that. You
can help me put up the tree.” She put a hand on his arm and went
back to her part of the house.

They lived together in the tiny
cul-de-sac at the bottom of a long road. Most of the people in
residence were families, and it was all a little too clean-cut for
him. He had dirt on most of the people. This was what made him good
at what he did. He was thorough.

He watched her as she bent down,
picking up her boxes, and then entered her house and closed the
door.

After climbing behind the wheel, he
pulled out of his drive and took off, heading toward a secure
location.

He was only ten minutes into his
journey when he got the call from Rocco himself.

“She’s safe,” he
said.

“You took out another
hit.”

“I’ve got it all
covered.”

He waited for the two minutes for
Rocco to curse. It was rare for the boss man himself to lose it.
Nate had worked for him for nearly twenty years now, and he was the
best at what he did. Where men in his profession got more
reclusive, he made sure he could mingle with the best of them.
There was no room for errors in his world. He liked being able to
blend into this world.

“How is she?” Rocco
asked.

“She had no idea she was
being watched, sir. She’s putting up Christmas
decorations.”

Rocco chuckled. “Her mother used to do
that. She hated taking them down, but she loved putting them up. Is
she … how is she?”

“She is … fine. She seems
happy.” He rarely saw Lemon without a smile on her face. Unless she
talked about her mother, she was always a happy person. She was
quite the sparkly person by nature. He liked that about
her.

In his line of work, the darkness
always came a little too close for comfort. If he allowed himself
to dwell and to fall down that dark path, there was no coming back
for him. He’d be lost.

“Good. That is good. Does
she ever mention me?” Rocco asked.

“No, sir.”

There was silence.

“Everything will be
waiting for you.” Rocco hung up.

It had taken twenty years of loyal
service for Rocco to be real with him. Taking care of Lemon was a
highly classified mission.

He gripped the steering wheel even
tighter.

“She is to be protected
and happy at all times. If she is hurting for money, let me know. I
will fund whatever she needs. I do not want her in any kind of
pain, or wanting anything else. Am I understood?”

Nate was used to more damaging and
bloody tasks, but making a woman happy, he was good at that as
well.

Only, Lemon was the boss’s daughter.
She was completely off-limits.

He was never one to fall into
temptation, but each day he spent with her, it was getting harder
for him to resist her.

****

“Ouch!”

Lemon winced as she saw the droplet of
blood ooze out of her finger. Needles were a pain, but trying not
to stab herself with them appeared to be a challenge.

Wrinkling her nose, she sucked on her
finger, tasting the metallic taste until it all but
disappeared.

The current garment she was making was
proving to suck, at least to her. Her passion for dressmaking had
come from her mother, who loved being in front of a sewing
machine.

The very one she worked on now once
belonged to her mother.

Putting the dress to one side, she
touched the machine, thinking about her mother, her sweet smile.
The promise of something amazing once she was done.

Lemon hadn’t purchased an item of
clothing in years. After learning the skills straight from her
mother, her love of creating had never died. She loved being able
to see some beautiful fabric and to make herself something,
whatever she liked.

Even the pants she wore now, made of
lycra fabric with love hearts all over. They were on the big side,
but she tended to make things a size or two too big. It was a
flaw.

“You’re going to have to
wait.”

She turned off her lamp and stepped
out of the spare bedroom.

Walking downstairs, she paused as she
looked at the sitting room. She had so many pictures and books.
Some crafting, some for cooking, reading books. This was her
life.

At twenty years old, most of her
possessions were her mother’s.

Just thinking about her mother, she
couldn’t help but rub her chest as the pain filled her. The loss
too great for her to bear.

She pushed it aside as she heard Nate
return.

Her very sexy and completely
off-limits neighbor.

He was much older than her, twenty
years older, but damn it, she had a crush. A pathetic one at
that.

Nate was always so nice to her. It
sickened her. All her life, she had avoided men. It had been so
easy to do. Guys her own age were nothing more than adult babies.
She never dated where she worked. Relationships were not her strong
suit.

She also didn’t make friends all that
easy either. After six months of working at the supermarket, she
had zero friends. No one sat with her at lunch. No one talked to
her.

Unfortunately, this was how she liked
it. Her mother had often tried to get her to mingle with kids her
own age, but it hadn’t worked. She was happy in her own company.
Not that she was a bad person. People just didn’t get her or what
she liked.

At the fridge, she poured out two mugs
of milk, then tipped it into the saucepan before placing it on the
stove.

This was what her mother used to do
with her every night she had a bad dream. Nice hot
cocoa.

Damn it.

She needed to stop thinking about her
mother.

Her doorbell rang, and her heart
started to race. Or maybe she needed to think about her mother,
rather than the hot, good-looking guy about to enter her
presence.

Sometimes she felt like she babbled in
front of him, looking more like a child than a responsible
twenty-year-old woman.

She forced a smile to her lips as she
opened the door, cringing internally when she realized she still
wore her comfy heart pants.

It wasn’t the first time Nate had seen
her faux pas when it came to fashion. She imagined he preferred
more sophisticated women. The kind that had lots of money and the
power of seduction rather than a large ass and tits, with massive
hips. Yep, she had been blessed to be on the curvier side of
things. It made creating clothes for herself even more enjoyable.
Rather than wearing the frumpy outfits fashion lines seemed to
think was appropriate, she got to wear her own creations that made
her feel fabulous.

“Is that hot chocolate
still on offer?” he asked.

“Of course.” She’d pulled
her long brown hair into a ponytail that settled over one shoulder.
She kept meaning to get it cut, but each time she tried to, she
just couldn’t bring herself to do it.

Her mother had once said her hair was
beautiful. The longer, the better.

After closing the door, she flicked
the lock into place, and her mind raced with all the dirty thoughts
of what Nate could do to her.

The books she read were a bad
influence. She shouldn’t be thinking naughty things. Her mother had
a love of erotic romance, and well, alone in this house, it would
seem she had certainly found a love of them as well.

It was laughable, a virgin wanting to
be fucked in every single corner of the house, to know what it felt
like to be craved, desired, ravished. Nate could do what he wanted
to her any day of the week.

“So, hot chocolate. If my
memory serves, you like it sweet, don’t you?” she asked.

Her face was on fire. She had to be
blushing.

Was he laughing?

Did he know what she was
thinking?

“Can you read minds?” she
asked.

He frowned. “No, I cannot.”

“Oh, well, that would be
an awesome skill, wouldn’t it? I was just thinking about what would
be an amazing superpower, and mind-reading had to be right up
there.” She brushed past him, going to the stove. She’d put the
heat on low so no milk bubbled over.

“Superpowers. You wouldn’t
want to move things with your mind?” he asked.

“Nah, so lame. I am more
of the knowing people’s innermost secrets.” She thought back to
learning the truth about her dad. How humiliated she was and upset.
“Believe me, it would have come in handy. What about you? What is
your superpower?”

Nate chuckled. “I don’t have
one.”

“This isn’t real. It is
all make-believe. You know that, right?” she asked.

“I get that. Why are we
talking about superpowers?”

“No reason. Just thinking.
Babbling. You know the drill. Did you have a good time running
errands?” she asked.

“It was smooth and
efficient.”

She had no idea what that
meant.

Returning her attention to the hot
chocolate, she added some actual chopped chocolate into the mix,
along with a sprinkle of cinnamon and a dash of vanilla.

Once it was all thoroughly melted, she
poured it into their mugs and placed one in front of
him.

He took a sip of the chocolate and she
watched him close his eyes. “This is good.”

“Yay, I’m
glad.”

“So tell me about your
day. Your work.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I don’t want
to talk about that. I like to keep work at work.”

His brow rose.

“Do you want to talk about
your job?” she asked.

“No, mine is top
secret.”

She chuckled. “Right. So, I know this
is our first Christmas since we’ve moved in. Do you not decorate
for Christmas? Do you not celebrate it?”

“I do and I will. I didn’t
know how long I was going to be here, you know?”

“Oh, do you move around a
lot?”

“I go wherever work takes
me.”

She frowned. “Then why come here?
You’ve opened a shop here.”

“That’s what I do. I open
up shops, spread the security word, and get people to work for
me.”

She tilted her head to the side. “Are
you like a rich entrepreneur? Are you here doing a documentary or
something?”

“No, no, God, no. Nothing
like that at all. I guess you could say I’m looking for a place to
settle down, but my job doesn’t allow me to stick to one
place.”

Lemon sipped at her drink. “You’re
looking to put down roots?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too. You know, I did
hear something strange about our houses today.”

“The curse?” he
asked.

“What? You know about
it?”

“Yeah, I heard of it.
Apparently, whoever moves into these houses are destined to end up
together.”

“Oh,” she said. She had
heard that but not when she moved in. Only today, she’d been in the
restroom, about to leave her stall when she heard a couple of
colleagues gossiping about her. They talked about the houses, the
previous occupants, and Lemon couldn’t help but wonder if she was
destined to fall in love with Nate. Falling in lust was easy. That
part had already been done. So easy. Love though, that was
something else entirely. “It sounds crazy, doesn’t it?”

“I don’t believe in that
stuff, Lemon. The previous couples were clearly friends who got
close, and feelings developed.”

“And we’re not friends?”
she asked.

He opened his mouth and closed
it.

“You’re right. We’re
neighbors.” She sipped at her hot chocolate, relishing the burn
because at least the pain in her mouth took away from the pain in
her chest. Of course, they weren’t friends.

That would be crazy.
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