
  
  [image: ]




  
  Bullet for my Sweetheart © 2026 all rights reserved 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously and any resemblance to actual people, alive or dead, business, establishments, locals or events is entirely coincidental. Any reference to real events, business, organizations or locals is intended only to give the fiction a sense of realism and authenticity.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a     retrieval system, or transmitted by any means – electronic, mechanical, photographic (photocopying), recording, or otherwise – without prior permission in writing from the author.
The author acknowledges the copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of the word marks mentioned in this work of fiction.
Cover Design: CT Cover Creations







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
    	
      
        
          . Chapter 
        
      
    

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Bullet for my Sweetheart
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        CHAPTER ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        CHAPTER TWO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        CHAPTER THREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        CHAPTER FOUR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        CHAPTER FIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        CHAPTER SIX
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        CHAPTER SEVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        CHAPTER EIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        CHAPTER NINE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Author's Note 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        About Glenna  
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        14 Days of Love & Lust Authors
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Wicked Vows 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Wrapped in Leather
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  







To those little moments in life that are bigger than we know. 
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 Indulge in 14 Days of Love and Lust: Bikers & Mobsters—a sultry collection of passion-fueled tales that will set your heart racing and your pulse pounding.
One fierce biker romance that roars with danger and loyalty.
 One darkly seductive mafia romance full of power and intrigue.
These are stories of love, lust, and raw chemistry, where danger lurks around every corner, and the stakes are as high as the passion burning between the sheets.
Clear your TBR. These books are about to take you on a journey through the wild worlds of bikers and mobsters. Are you ready for the ride?








  
  Bullet for my Sweetheart


I’ll do anything for my sweetheart, including taking a bullet for him. 
I witnessed a murder and now the killer has a proposition for me.
Marry him on Valentine's Day and he'll give me one million dollars.
​​​​​​​What could go wrong?
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CHAPTER ONE

Ruby


“Who’s a good boy?” I give pets to our newest intake at the shelter. A senior German Shepherd who was brought in after his owner passed away. There weren’t any friends or family who were equipped to take him in or willing. 
Nothing is more heartbreaking than their first day here. Their world has been turned upside down. A new environment and their owners are nowhere to be found. Strange people. Other animals. It can be so stressful for them. 
Our vet estimates Petey to be around 11 years old. He still gets around good for an old man in dog years.
I love my job, but it can take a mental toll. We can’t save them all, but we can damn sure try. I snap his picture for our website and our social media pages. The pay isn’t the greatest, but I get to cuddle lots of cute cats and dogs anytime I want. 
Back at my desk, I type up a cute caption and schedule the post to go up on our pages first thing in the morning. I’m hoping one of our fosters will have a spot for him, so he isn’t living his last years in one of our kennels. 
I’d take him myself, but my building has a strict policy on large-breed dogs.
Petey folds his paws over his nose before deciding to hide under my desk and my feet. He’s not bothering me, so I let him stay while I chase leads for possible homes for him. We always get requests for puppies and kittens, but it’s the older dogs like Petey who often get looked over. 
I get it. Taking in a senior dog can be mentally taxing because they don’t have much time left and most have health issues, but not all. People want younger pets to spend the most time with them. I kick a shoe off and rub my foot along the dog’s back. He’s such a sweetheart.
“Petey, come.” Belinda, one of the evening shift workers, leads him back to his kennel for a meal.
I slip my shoe back on and close my browser tabs. Tomorrow the cycle starts over. There will be more calls asking if we’re taking cats again. We do what we can, but it never feels like enough. I grab my jacket off the back of my chair and make sure I’m not forgetting anything. 
I grab some flyers for the spay and neuter clinic we are doing next week. We work closely with another clinic to do these free events. Thanks to one of our donors who is covering the costs. 
“See you later,” I call out as Belinda comes back to the front with unshed tears glittering in her hazel eyes. I shoot her a sympathetic smile. As rewarding as our jobs are, they are equally, if not more, heartbreaking.
“He’s refusing to eat.”
“He will. You know how it goes.”
“Yeah. I just hate how sad he is.”
“I’ve got someone I’m going to call.”
She nods. “Get out of here. You should have been gone ten minutes ago.”
“Yeah. Yeah.” I grab the small bag of dry cat food I’m borrowing for the cats in the alley behind my apartment building. I’m working on befriending them before trying to capture them. They stand a better chance of adoption if they are tamed when they come in. Sometimes, if the feral ones are lucky, we can trap and release them to farmers outside the city. They make excellent barn cats.
On my walk home, I drop some of the flyers off at various businesses that don’t mind sticking up an advertisement or two for us.
Snowflakes dust my shoulders and hair as I continue down the sidewalk. The moon is up and the sun is long gone. The glow of the streetlights washes over me as I hurry toward the alley behind my building to leave dinner for the newest stray and her kittens. Spring is typically kitten season, but that doesn’t stop them from reproducing year-round.
I pull the bag from my purse and give it a shake as I crouch down next to the dumpster. “Psst. Psst,” I call out softly, keeping my voice low.
The momma cat pokes her head out from under the dumpster and hisses at me.
“Hello to you too, darling.” 
I move back slightly so she won’t feel threatened and sprinkle some food out. The poor thing is starving. Her tiny teeth gnash against the food. Angry noise emitting from her chest. Her babies poke their heads out from under the dumpster but don’t dare to venture any closer. I count at least four.
The mommy cat keeps her ears perked up and flat like the wings of an airplane, her head moving like it is on a swivel, turning at every new sound.
“You’re such a good momma,” I tell her and hold out my gloved hand for her to sniff. She turns her nose up at me, and I smile. “I’m going to win you over eventually, you know?” I dump out some extra food, wishing I had thought to grab a bowl from my apartment to give her some water. I’ll bring one down in the morning on my way to work if she’s still here. Mommy cats move their babies often, looking for a safer location than the last. I’m afraid this is about as safe as she will find until she learns to trust me.
“I’ll pay the bitch,” a male voice whines. 
“Shut the fuck up,” another man growls, and my spine straightens. 
This doesn’t sound like a conversation I want to be privy to, but if I make my presence known, I may be inviting trouble. I stay rooted next to the dumpster. The foul scent of rotting garbage burns my nostrils and turns my stomach. I keep my focus on the mother cat, afraid if I make any sudden movements, I will not only draw attention to myself, but I’ll get attacked. 
Mother cats are vicious when it comes to protecting their young. They will fight to the death for their babies.
“You’re a real fucking piece of shit, you know that?”
“I didn’t touch her. I didn’t know she was one of yours.”  
The men scuffle, and a loud grunt sounds, followed by a cough and a wheeze.
“I told you what would happen. Whatever you did to her, I’m about to make it a hundred times more painful for you.”
Curiosity grips me. I peer around the side of the dumpster.
The mother cat hisses but retreats to her hiding space.
Two dark figures are about ten feet away. One man has the other pinned against the back of the opposite building. The larger of the two, the aggressor, pulls something out of his coat pocket. The gleam of his blade shines in the dim light of a pole light. Sharp and ready to inflict damage. His arm swings back, then plunges forward into the gut of the other man.
I watch as he stabs the man once more, both curious and equally horrified.
I lose my balance in my crouched position and fall forward.
Pain slices through me as my palm lands on a piece of glass. My eyes bulge out of my head. 
I don’t know which poses the greater threat. The glass digging into my skin, giving me not only a deep cut but possibly an infection, or the man wielding a knife.
I cry out as I pull the glass from my hand, exposing myself. I spring to my feet as the armed man’s steely gaze meets mine from under his hood.
Oh shit. 
Time seems to stand still as we stare at each other. 
Me—terrified. 
Him…I’m not sure.
Then the bastard smiles at me.
His lips turning up like that of the Joker, the villain from Batman. Smug and entertained, his smile widens as he points the bloody tip of his knife at me, then brings it to his mouth as though he’s telling me to stay quiet.
Fight or flight kicks in. I do what any sane person would do. I throw the bag of cat food at him and run the other direction.
My heart pounds in my chest as I run down the dark and dangerous alleyway, dodging boxes and pallets.
I don’t stop or glance back until I’m inside my building. 
I take a moment to catch my breath, then peer out at the front entrance. There’s no one following me. At least not that I can see. 
Did that really just happen?
I should call the police, but what if that leads the bad guy to me? Or should I say
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