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      No one ever talks about what happens AFTER you accidentally kidnap a mob boss…

      

      River Lang was in trouble.

      

      See, her ex left her with more than trust issues—he also saddled her with his debt.

      

      To the Russian mafia.

      

      But they said they’d let her off the hook if she agreed to tempt a rival mafia man into their trap. Easy enough.

      

      Until she grabbed the boss of the entire Italian mafia by mistake.

      

      Nico Fortunado is rich. Powerful. Unfairly sexy. He could’ve turned her over to the Russians, but for some reason, he protected her.

      

      By telling the Bratva she was his fiancée.

      

      Now, River’s facing a marriage of convenience—or maybe an arranged marriage?—to an obnoxiously hot mafioso who is more than willing to make her, um, happy, but doesn’t think he’s capable of falling in love. Sound like a recipe for a broken heart to you?

      

      Yeah. River thought so, too…

      

      Mafia Men Need Love Too, book 3 in the Adorable Psychos series, is a light, spicy, hilarious contemporary rom com that can be read as a standalone. It features a morally gray hero, a super quirky heroine, a cussing parrot (long story), plus all the snarky, witty banter and romantic comedy hijinks you’ll ever need.

      Download today for criminally good romantic escapism.
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      If anyone had told him that being a mafia boss was so boring, Nico Fortunado might’ve made some different choices in his life.

      But here he was, bored out of his fucking mind.

      The worst part? It was his own damn fault. He’d fought, clawed, and schemed his way into this position. The former head of the Italian mafia—and the bastard’s entire corrupt, brutal family—were in jail thanks to Nico, and he’d fought off all the other contenders for the throne to get exactly where he was right now.

      And he didn’t give a shit about any of it. Not anymore. Not since he realized what a monotonous job he’d taken on. Cheat, steal, evade the authorities (which was laughably simple), rinse, repeat, ad nauseum.

      Boooorrrriiiinnnngggg.

      He was very quickly learning that all the power and money in the world didn’t mean shit if none of it even interested him.

      And he should be interested. He was at a strip club he owned, after all, with a beautiful topless woman smiling at him from the stage and dancing to Seven Nation Army. He should be slipping a fifty into that dancer’s G-string and arranging for a private dance.

      But nooooooo. He was stuck here in the VIP section, meeting with an annoying wannabe mob boss who’d shank his own mother for a shot at Nico’s job.

      If he was willing to let Ricky “the schnoz” LaRusso have the damn job, Nico might be able to pursue something more interesting with his life. More meaningful.

      He couldn’t do it, though. Ricky was an idiot who would either fall in with the cartels and turn his city into a shithole or pick a fight with the Russians or Irish and drag the entire Italian mafia down with him.

      As it stood now, Nico had been able to negotiate a truce with the Russians and Irish. They each owned their piece of territory, and he owned his. If he wanted to do anything in their territories, he discussed it with them and negotiated resolutions, and vice versa. Like fucking gentlemen.

      There was nothing gentlemanly about Ricky.

      Ricky was a mafia cosplayer at best, a dangerous imbecile at worst. He dressed the part—in a knockoff version of the black Tom Ford suit Nico was wearing—but wasn’t business minded enough to ever be anything but hired muscle. The dangerous part was that he thought he was the smartest guy in any room, while in truth, his IQ was merely lukewarm.

      And was it his imagination, or was Ricky growing his hair out to look more like Nico’s?

      But if Ricky wanted to Single White Female him, he’d have to try harder, Nico thought. As it stood, he was nothing but the Temu version of a mafia boss. Annoying, but not a threat to Nico and his position.

      The problem was that the fucknut was currently trying to talk him into trafficking drugs. Drugs. Nico scoffed. How boring. How predictable. How…uncivilized.

      White collar crime was much more profitable. Bankruptcy schemes, tax scams, tax evasion, bid rigging, procurement and insurance fraud, counterfeiting…those were Nico’s kinds of crimes. Neat and tidy.

      Even in the good old days when he was a freelance assassin, his kills were clean. Orderly. His research skills were impeccable, he’d never killed anyone who didn’t deserve it, and he’d never left so much as a whisper of evidence in his wake.

      So, the idea that he’d stoop to peddling drugs was laughable. If Ricky were anyone else, he’d shut him down brutally and make him crawl out on busted kneecaps for daring to think he had a great idea Nico hadn’t considered. But because Ricky was a decent soldier and generally followed the orders he was given, Nico let it slide.

      But he wasn’t going to entertain his fuckery, either.

      Which is why, when Ricky finished his spiel, Nico looked him dead in the eye and said, in no uncertain terms, “I appreciate your hustle, Ricky. Truly, I do.” A blatant lie. Frankly, the kid’s hustle was a consistent pain in the ass. “But no drugs. Not ever again. Yes?”

      Ricky looked dangerously close to disagreeing for a second. Nico gave him a hard look that seemed to change his mind, though. He nodded after a long pause. Way too long a pause, in Nico’s opinion.  “Yeah. Yeah, of course. Whatever you say.”

      Nico clapped him on the shoulder. “Wonderful. Glad we had this talk.”

      Another blatant lie. He’d be much happier not talking at all. Especially not here.

      He glanced over at his underboss, Van. They exchanged an eye roll. Van had no tolerance for bullshit either, and that’s all Ricky seemed to be offering these days.

      Van was the closest thing to a friend Nico had. He was loyal to a fault, would follow any order Nico gave without question, and wouldn’t hesitate to take a bullet if it meant protecting his boss. If being an underboss was a sport, Van would place respectably in his weight class.

      And his weight class would be extra, extra heavy. The man was built like the love child of a redwood and an army tank. Nico was not a small man by any stretch of the imagination, but standing next to Van made him feel downright dainty.

      “Time for a trip to the quarry?” Van asked, sounding as hopeful as a kid on Christmas morning.

      Considering that the quarry was where all the skeletons of the organization were buried (literally), the idea made Nico chuckle. “No, my friend. Not yet.”

      Van’s face fell, and he let out a disgusted sigh. “Fine. But you’ll let me know, right?”

      “When the time comes, he’s all yours.”

      Van cracked his knuckles, and his expression hardened in a way that made the stripper on stage turn on her plastic heels and scurry away. Nico was impressed. Scurrying in those shoes without face planting took strength and skill. Maybe if they got rid of Ricky, they could hire her to take his place.

      But maybe now that his stupid conversation with Ricky was done, he could finally find a woman to distract him from the mind-numbing monotony of his life for a…

      That’s when she caught his eye.

      She stood out in a room full of half-naked women not because of her beauty (though, she was beautiful, to be sure), but because of how absolutely she did not belong there. She looked like a sweet little daisy amid a bouquet of black roses—lovely, but 100% misplaced.

      First of all, she was tiny. If she was five-two, he’d be surprised. The biggest thing about her was the mass of ink-black, curly hair that trailed over her shoulders and down her back. Could it possibly be as soft as it looked?

      Her black dress was fitted to her body (which was curvy and flawless, by the way), but modest—not too short, not too low cut. She looked like she was dressed for a funeral, not an evening at a strip club frequented by the mafia.

      She had delicate features, big blue eyes, and pouty lips that were begging to be kissed. She looked…clean. Innocent. What could have gone wrong enough in her life to lead her here?

      His fiorellino was looking around the room, eyes scanning for…something. He had no idea for what, or who. Oddly enough, he was a little jealous of whatever or whoever she was searching for, because he knew it wasn’t him. If he’d met this woman before, he’d remember.

      Then her gaze shifted to his, caught, and stuck there for a good long while.

      Being the center of her attention felt like waking up after a long, cold hibernation and feeling a sunbeam on your face. It was the first time in—hell, he didn’t even know how long—ages that he’d felt something other than apathy.

      He watched as she took a few deep breaths, squared her shoulders, and smoothed her hair with trembling hands. She was obviously working up her nerve. For what he had no idea. But as she took first one, then two tentative steps in his direction, he sat up straighter.

      Was she actually going to approach him? And if she was, why did she look like she might vomit?

      Van followed his gaze and moved to stand. No one approached Nico without Van’s approval, and sadly, this woman didn’t have it. But Nico laid a hand on his underboss’s arm and shook his head.

      Let her approach.

      Van’s brow furrowed, but he settled back in his seat and turned his head in Ricky’s direction when the little weasel said…something. Nico paid them no mind. His sole focus was on the delicate beauty approaching him like she was marching to the gallows.

      And in that particular metaphor, Nico was Death himself.

      Some distant vestiges of the manners the nuns at one of the group homes he’d been raised in kicked in when she was within arm’s reach, making him stand up. She blinked up at him like she’d forgotten the word for “hello.”

      She looked even tinier up close.  Prettier, too. And she smelled like freshly cleaned linen and sunshine.

      He did not care for the effect she was having on his pulse. “You look lost, fiorellino,” he said in a voice so low and raspy he barely recognized it as his own.

      That seemed to snap her out of her stupor. She let out a delicate snort. “Oh, I’m definitely lost.”

      Nico could relate. He was feeling a little lost himself. “What’s your name?”

      She looked reluctant to tell him. And the way she was chewing on her lower lip was driving him absolutely insane. Did she have any idea how gorgeous she was? Somehow, he doubted it.

      “That’s not important,” she eventually whispered. “What’s important is…”

      He waited for her to finish her sentence. And waited. And waited. It looked like whatever she wanted to say was trapped behind those pretty pink lips of hers.

      “What can I do for you?” he prompted.

      He almost expected her to turn on her pretty little heel and run away. That’s how terrified she looked.

      So, imagine his surprise when she took a step toward him, stopping close enough that she had to crane her neck back to meet his gaze, and said, “I was wondering if you wanted to have, um, sex.”

      Well. His night just got way more interesting.
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      “Yes.”

      River Lang had not been prepared for the speed with which he answered her clumsy proposition. She was so surprised, in fact, that she felt the need to clarify, “I mean with me. Sex with me.”

      One corner of his mouth tipped up. “That was my assumption.”

      “Oh. Well. Um…now?”

      His gaze dropped to her mouth. “Anytime,” he murmured.

      Sweet baby Jesus on a flaming unicycle.

      If she was actually here to have sex with this man, she’d be doing a jig of glee. But since she wasn’t, all she could feel was a nice creamy blend of fear and disappointment.

      The fear was understandable. She was being blackmailed by the scumbags her idiot ex-husband owed money to into tempting this man out into the middle of nowhere. They’d told her how dangerous he was. A stone-cold killer. And she had no reason to think they were lying.

      But no one had mentioned how stupidly attractive he was. Because now that he’d admitted he was willing to have sex with her, she was crushed that she’d never actually get the opportunity.

      He was the kind of beautiful that was hardly ever seen in real life. Hollywood actors wished they looked like this guy. Lush, thick, messy dark hair, features that looked like they’d been hand-carved by the angels, eyes black as sin, ridiculously kissable lips, a muscly-but-not-too-muscly, six-foot-something frame, the ability to wear a suit like a runway model…yep. This guy should’ve been the prototype used to create all other men.

      But his obnoxious hotness wasn’t the point. The point was that this man was a dangerous killer. So, she was caught between a beautiful— er, dangerous—killer and the men who were willing to use her as they saw fit to pay off her ex’s debts. She needed to stay focused and quit noticing how soft this man’s lips look, or how lush his eyelashes were.

      They were really lush, too. Like, if he wore glasses, those lashes would forever be smushed up against the lenses.

      She gave herself a mental slap across the face.

      Get your shit together, woman! His lashes are none of your business.

      River cleared her throat and tipped her head in the direction of the club’s side door. “Should we go then?”

      He narrowed his eyes on her in a way that had her fidgeting in her sensible heels. It was like he could see through all her ridiculous lies. He was probably going to leave with her, then murder her and stuff her body in the trunk of her own car. She was going to be an unsolved mystery that would eventually get made into a bad Netflix movie.

      Oh, who was she kidding? She wasn’t important enough to have a Netflix movie made about her murder. She was just a Midwestern kindergarten teacher. Any movie about her was destined for Lifetime at best.

      But more importantly, who was going to feed Feather Locklear, her parrot, if she died tonight?

      She was going to have to take control of this situation the second she got him out of this building. Giving him an opportunity to get the upper hand wasn’t an option.

      Or more of an upper hand, she supposed. Because the way he looked definitely gave him an unfair advantage.

      Whatever misgivings he had about following her out of the club must not have been severe enough to keep him from turning her down. Eyes still on hers, he motioned to the giant of a man (seriously, the dude had to be six-seven) who’d been sitting next to him on the couch. The two men exchanged a few hushed words, and the Hulk looked her up and down with a severe scowl. He clearly didn’t want his friend going anywhere with her.

      But her guy (who was also huge compared to her, but still at least three inches shorter than the Hulk) gave his friend a congenial clap on the shoulder and turned his attention back on her. “Ready?”

      Well, if that wasn’t the question of the hour, she didn’t know what was. Was she ready for this? For him?

      Guess there was only one way to find out…
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      Nico wondered when she was going to cave and tell him the real reason she wanted him to follow her into an alley behind a strip club, because it was not to have sex.

      More’s the pity.

      If he didn’t know better, he’d say she was an assassin. As a former assassin himself, he couldn’t think of too many other reasons why anyone would lure an opponent to a place where there wouldn’t be witnesses.

      But he could recognize a fellow predator at a glance. This woman was no predator. Killers had old eyes—eyes that were constantly shadowed by the dark realities and indignities of their lives. Meanwhile, his fiorellino had young eyes. He didn’t even know her name, but he knew by those eyes that she’d had a good life. She’d known much love and kindness.

      Nico only had a passing acquaintance with such things.

      So, why was a good woman who’d led a good life convincing a man like him to follow her into an alley with promises of sex? It was that question that had him following her.

      OK, that wasn’t entirely true. He was also following her because he found her insanely attractive, and because it had been so long since anything or anyone actually interested him that he’d almost forgotten what it felt like. How could he not follow the first person to make him feel something in so long?

      But he also wasn’t an idiot. Which meant he would not get into the car she was leading him to. He’d also made sure Van was able to track his phone, just in case. Because even though this woman was half his size and didn’t look ready to take someone like him down, he wasn’t about to underestimate her.

      He thought for a moment that maybe she was working with a partner. But the alley seemed empty enough. He didn’t see anyone lurking about. And the backseat of her car appeared to be clear.

      So, his little temptress was acting alone. Somehow that made her even more interesting.

      Time to figure out her true motives.

      She let out a little gasp when he gripped her waist and spun her around, pinning her back against the club’s brick façade. He shoved a hand into all that soft, thick hair and gave her head a little tug so that she was forced to meet his gaze.

      He intended to ask her some questions. Truly he did. But the way her gaze shifted from his eyes to his mouth and darkened with what could only be described as interest (hot interest) completely undid him. He was powerless to do anything except capture that pouty little mouth of hers with his own and kiss the hell out of her.

      It wasn’t a made-for-Hollywood kind of kiss. It was too hungry for that. Desperate.

      Hot.

      He wasn’t sure anyone had ever returned a kiss with the intensity his fiorellino was giving him. She seemed to be pouring everything she had into driving him utterly insane.

      Or to distract him from whatever she was really there for.

      He couldn’t care about that, though. Not with the taste of her—warm and minty and hungry—on his tongue. Not when the feel of her body against his was driving him mad with a need he hadn’t experienced in…hell, had he ever wanted someone as much as he wanted this stranger?

      It was like she couldn’t touch enough of him at once. Her hands slid up his arms, over his shoulders, up through his hair, and back down again. With a growl that bordered on feral, Nico tilted her face up so he could deepen their kiss.

      The shocked gasp she let out, followed quickly by a long, slow groan of pleasure, reached right into his pants and gripped his cock tight.

      But just when he was ready to drag her into the backseat of her car and rip off her clothes with his teeth before tracing every line of her body with his tongue, just when he couldn’t make himself care about his own safety or Van’s warning to not—under any circumstances—get into a vehicle with this stranger…

      She jammed a Taser into his gut and pulled the trigger.

      “Sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry,” she whispered over and over and over again like a
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