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Bow and Arrow

Carsen Taite: Bounty hunter Luca Bennett has always
lived on the edge of the law, but now she’s living with a cop and
doing her darnedest to stay out of trouble. When an old enemy
resurfaces, will the shady ways of Luca’s past come back to haunt
her?
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Chapter One

I didn’t mean to give Cash the biggest half of the
burger, but even at my hungriest I wasn’t about to yank a piece of
meat away from an eager dog. “Fine,” I told him, “but I’ve got dibs
on the big half next time.”

Cash wolfed down his portion of the Whataburger with
cheese before thanking me with a deep bark in his throaty Husky
voice. As polite as he was, it was hard to begrudge him the extra
bites. His other mother wasn’t about to feed him anything that
wasn’t labeled organic—no wheat, no corn, no fun—so eating with me
while I was on the job was his only chance at a decent meal.

I just hoped we wouldn’t be sitting here much longer.
Less than an hour into this stakeout, and I was already twitching
in my seat. A couple of months of living with Jess and I’d gotten
soft. Now I was paying the price for blowing off work and reveling
in the pleasure of home-cooked meals and a soft bed with clean
sheets and a woman who I actually didn’t mind waking up with. My
regular employer, bail bondsman Hardin Jones, had called last week
to say if I wasn’t back at it ASAP, he was going to find a new
bounty hunter to trust with his business. So instead of sitting in
the comfort of Jess’s house, I was looking at a long Sunday
afternoon spent waiting for a glimpse of the first guy on Hardin’s
list.

Joe Cantoni was the nephew of Salvatore Cantoni and a
big-time hood, but he’d been lucky enough to get caught doing only
small-time stuff until just before Christmas, when he was swept up
in a big counterfeit-purse sting. On a scale of serious to not
much, purses would hardly seem to rate, but the haul was worth
about a hundred grand, which made it a first-degree felony. The
DA’s office was salivating at the prospect of taking down one of
the Cantoni family’s top lieutenants, who they were certain had
committed a ton of not-so-white-collar offenses. If they got a
guilty on the purse deal, they could introduce all Joe’s other
transgressions during sentencing and wouldn’t have to prove it all
beyond a reasonable doubt. Tricky and kind of not fair, but I had a
hard time sympathizing with the guy who was in charge of taking out
anyone who crossed the family. What goes around, comes around and
all that.

I’d been scouting Joe out for a couple of days and
finally found his hidey-hole here at a simple-looking bungalow in
East Dallas. I knew the place. It belonged to a friend of mine,
Morris Hubbard aka Bingo, who was finally back in business after
being caught in the middle of a power grab between a couple of
rival families last year. Bingo ran one of the oldest private
gambling rings in Dallas, and I’d sorely missed him while he was
out of commission since I used to spend several days a week cashing
in paydays for chips to play on his tables. I’d made it over here
only twice since he’d reopened, but I wasn’t quite ready to admit
why I’d shirked one of my favorite habits now that it was readily
available again.

Like magic, my phone rang, and the name on the screen
was a flashing reminder of everything I’d given up and gained at
the same time. “Hey, Jess.”

“Hey, Luca. You working?”

I spent a second reading the tone. She wasn’t
checking up on me, just curious. “Yep. You?”

“Called it for the night. I was thinking about Thai.
You interested?”

It was food, so the answer should’ve been a given,
but the lilt in her voice told me the food was only a prelude. I
glanced at the orange-and-white striped bag from Whataburger, then
at Bingo’s place. Cash watched me carefully before he put a paw on
my thigh and whined something that sounded like “go home.” I’m
strong but not strong-willed, and the combination of the promise in
Jess’s voice and the fact I didn’t want to be working anyway
spurred me to say I was on my way. But before I could speak the
words, the front door of Bingo’s place opened and Joe Cantoni’s
petite frame stepped onto the porch.

“Babe, I’m very interested. Give me an hour and I’ll
be there.” Before she could respond with more bewitching subtext, I
clicked off the line and motioned for Cash to stay put. He whined
as I opened the door, and I caved like always. “Okay, but stay
close and wait for my signal.”

I slipped out, circled my Bronco, and waited. Joe’s
car was three down and across the street. If I moved quickly I
could intercept him before he even stepped into the road, and since
I was almost a foot taller, he wouldn’t have a chance. Sometimes I
tried to sweet-talk jumpers into coming with me with stories about
how I could help them out with the court, make sure everything was
cleared up once they explained why they’d missed their appearances.
It was always a lie, which didn’t bother me in the least, but Joe
Cantoni wasn’t the type of guy who’d fall for my bullshit. This
takedown would have to be all muscle.

I hunkered down and listened to the slap of his fancy
loafers on the hard pavement. When the shadow of his little shoes
came into view, I lunged forward and grabbed both his arms, yanking
them up and across his back.

“What the hell?”

His voice was loud and full of surprise, and I
decided to let the surprise work for me. After I made sure I had a
good grip on his hands, I pulled my gun and rested the barrel
behind his ear. Then I leaned in close and whispered, “Stay quiet
or you’re a dead man.”

All bluff. If I was going to kill someone, and I’d
thought about it plenty, it wasn’t going to be a nothing like
Cantoni. He was a piece of shit, but he’d never shit on me
personally. He wasn’t worth a single bullet from my prized Colt
45.

“You’re the one who’s dead,” he said. “Do you know
who I am?” Cantoni’s voice rose with each syllable.

“I absolutely know who you are. Do you happen to know
how high a bond your uncle posted to get you out of jail?”

He squinted and stared. While he tried to figure out
if I worked for Salvatore or someone else, I glanced over at Cash,
who shook his head and yawned. I could feel his pain. Now that we’d
nabbed our guy, all I wanted to do was get Cantoni downtown and
booked in time to make it home for dinner with Jess. I tried to
tell myself it was because I like the food from the Thai place, but
a nagging inner voice insisted on other reasons for my sudden
preference for a sit-down meal at home versus a high-profile nab
worth a bunch of cash.

Hell, I’d gone domestic.

With the realization, my stubborn streak reared its
head. Maybe I would make it home for dinner, maybe I wouldn’t, but
right now I was focused only on this guy and the money I’d get for
bringing him in. Maybe after I got my cash, I’d head back here and
play a few games at Bingo’s tables. I didn’t answer to anyone and I
could do whatever I wanted, but I needed to get Cantoni in my car
before some of his pals came along. I motioned for my assistant.
“Cash, do your thing.”

Cash advanced on Cantoni until he was just out of
kicking distance, then bared his teeth and growled. Completely out
of his nature, but very convincing to strangers—we’d spent a lot of
time and hot dogs perfecting this trick. While Cash kept an eye on
Joe, I cuffed him and shoved him into the front passenger seat of
my Bronco. Cash leapt into the back and put his growling mug
between us while Joe inched his way over to the window.

“Where’re you taking me?”

“Lew Sterrett,” I said, referring to the Dallas
County jail. No sense letting him wonder anymore. “Don’t worry.
Maybe when you explain to the judge you had to skip court to play
poker, he’ll let you out on bond again.”

The look of confusion disappeared from his face and
he shot me a knowing smile. “You’re Luca Bennett. I heard of you.
You’re the gal that works for Hardin.”

My turn for the knowing smile. “Freelance. Hardin
calls me when he needs help. You know, someone he can rely on.”

He shrugged as if to say potato, potato. He shot a
cautious glance at Cash. “That some kind of Eskimo dog?”

I shook my head. “Husky. They’re known for their
ability to catch fugitives.”

“How much you getting for hauling me in?”

I adjusted the mirror and drove to the end of the
street, hoping he’d get the hint I wasn’t interested in making
small talk all the way to the jail.

“Seriously, Bennett, whatever he’s paying you, I can
double it.”

There was a time the offer would’ve tempted me. I was
a little tempted now. I might be living in domestic bliss, but I
still kept my payouts in a coffee can. Still, I wasn’t about to
jeopardize my relationship with Hardin for a few extra bucks, no
matter how many poker games I could buy into with the cash. He’d
given me work when no one else would.

“I don’t need your money,” I lied.

Cantoni slumped back in his seat, but his eyes were
still bright. I figured he was churning through ideas about what I
might need that could convince me to cut him loose. He shouldn’t
have bothered. I had work. I had a good woman who loved me, a nice
place to live, a car that started most of the time, and a loyal
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