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DESCRIPTION

I was promised to the Irish mafia boss as collateral for my brother’s loan. Now he’s here to take what he’s owed…

All of my life, I’ve been bailing my younger brother, Eric, out of trouble. This time he’s gone too far, and it isn’t just money he needs to settle his debt.

This time I’m the payment.

When Dwayne’s men abduct me and sweep me away to his secluded mansion, I’m terrified and angry. How could my own brother betray me like this? What is it that this handsome and powerful stranger wants with me? Will I ever see the outside world again, or am I to become a casualty of doing business? I must find a means to escape before I am forced to find out.

Yet, in the midst of my fear, I find Dwayne…compelling. When he first kisses me, I feel a passion unlike anything I have ever felt before. Surely, it is my misplaced fear. It can’t really be…desire.

Or can it?

Though I am his captive, I somehow feel more protected when I am with him than I ever have before. There is something about Dwayne that seems the reluctant villain, as though it is a burden he carries upon his shoulders. His eyes hold a depth of stories that I want to learn…to help me discover the man behind them.

As we grow closer, I find that I must know the truth. What am I to him? Am I simply a means of payment, or is what we have something real? Now, the stakes are higher. This time, my heart is on the line.








Promised To The Irish Mafia Boss

Chapter 1

EMILY

 

“Your total is $65.63.” The elderly woman grimaces slightly when I tell her and rummages through her purse, pulling out several bills. I know this drill, and it breaks my heart every time. The woman meticulously counts out each bill down to the last, but she is two dollars short. The line behind her is growing, and it’s clear that some of the customers are becoming annoyed with the woman. She looks up at me apologetically after searching through her purse once more. “I think I’ll have to put something back.” One of the customers in line groans.

I dig in my pocket and pull out a five. I really can’t spare it, but everything this lady has is a necessity. I’ll figure it out later. “It’s okay. I’ll spot you. Don’t worry about it.”

The woman looks at me in shock. “But it’s your own money, dear.”

I smile at her and try not to make too much of it. “To do with as I please. Helping you will please me.”

She pats me gently on the hand. “You’re a good girl. I know something good will come your way one day. I just know it.”

I hope she’s right. Luck never has been something that has been a friend of mine.

Once she leaves, the man behind her sidles up to the counter. “Here, babe. Wanna pay for my groceries?”

“Perhaps if you give me your watch in exchange,” I tell him as I look pointedly at his Rolex. The jerk probably could have helped the woman, too, but he didn’t. In this neighborhood, of course, he may have stolen it. Either way, I don’t like him. “Nice try,” I reply sarcastically and begin ringing him up.

Once my shift is over, I take the bus to my tiny one-bedroom apartment in the Woodlawn Heights section of the Bronx. It’s where I grew up. It’s a lower-middle-class neighborhood that began as a home to immigrants, particularly the Irish. My own parents were of Eastern-European descent. It’s the only place I’ve ever known…the only place I’ve had to call home.

As the bus drives from stop to stop, I think about my mother. I miss her. She didn’t have an easy life. Her mother had died when she was a small child, and her father hadn’t known what to do after that and jumped into marriage to have someone to help take care of her. She’d found herself marrying at the age of seventeen just to get out of the house and away from the cruelty that her stepmother inflicted. That torch was passed to my father, except the mental abuse was exchanged for physical.

After my younger brother, Eric, was born, our father was arrested for being involved in a robbery that ended with him shooting someone and being sent to prison. Our mother divorced him and raised us by herself. It was a rough road for her, and the years and tight funds took their toll as she skipped necessary doctor appointments and screenings. She was diagnosed with cancer when I was a senior in high school and died two years later. College was never in the cards, especially once she became sick. Every dime I made went toward doctor’s visits and treatments. Sometimes I wonder what life might have been like if things had turned out differently…if she had managed to have even the slightest break. She didn’t, though. I guess there’s no use crying over something that never was. I think back to the elderly woman tonight and immediately feel ashamed of myself. Here I am with my whole life ahead of me. I need to focus on that and making the most of it, rather than dwelling on a past that never was.

Walking into my apartment, I flip on the lights. The living room is worn and comfortable, but it’s clean and tidy. I may not have much, but I try to make the most of what I have.

I change into my usual leggings and sweatshirt and then make my way to the kitchen. I pull out ingredients to make an omelet for dinner and begin preparing it. Just as I’m sliding the omelet on the plate, a loud knock sounds at my door.

I check the peephole before saying anything. In these parts, one needs to be extra careful. You can’t just open your door or even ask who it is before you answer. You may not want to let anyone know that you’re home. You could wind up with a bullet through the door…and you.

It’s Eric. I look at my watch and see that it’s after ten. This can’t be good. “What’s up?” I ask as I open the door and step aside to let him in. “If you need money again, I’m tapped out.” He would make fun of me if he knew about me helping the elderly lady this evening. At least I feel good about that. With him, I’m just an enabler.

Eric turns to me, his face in a panic as he shuts the door behind him and grabs my shoulders. “Emily, listen to me. You have to get your stuff together and leave. Now!”

I push him away and stare at him like he’s crazy. “What are you talking about, Eric? I won’t do any such thing.”

Eric goes into my bedroom and pulls out a suitcase from the closet and lays it out on the bed. “Emily, start packing! You have to leave! We have to leave!”

Now he’s beginning to scare me. I know he’s been involved in some shady dealings in the past, but before it has only involved him hitting me up for money. This is different. I follow him into the bedroom and grab his arm. “What’s going on? Tell me.” I fold my arms defiantly across my chest. “I’m not budging until you tell me what’s going on!”

Eric’s face is flushed, and he’s sweating. He goes and looks nervously out the window before sitting down in the chair beside the bed as he rakes his hands through his slick brown hair in anguish. “I’m in trouble, Emily. You’re in trouble!”

“Me? How am I in trouble?” My mind stumbles over his words. “What did you do?”

His shoulders slump defeatedly. “I made a mistake, Emily. I borrowed some money…a lot of money.  The guys I was dealing with…well, they’re not the nicest of fellas. Let’s just say that.”

“Who are they, Eric?” I ask, torn between fear and irritation. What mess is he in this time, and how am I involved? The only thing I’m guilty of is bailing his sorry ass out.

He looks up at me, his brown eyes full of terror. “The mafia, Emily. The Irish mafia. They’re coming to get you, and you have to leave now! I have to leave, too. If they don’t get you, I’m as good as dead.” He grabs my purse and starts sifting through it. “How much money do you have in the bank? You need to get it out first thing in the morning so we have something to live off of.”

“Not much,” I tell him, shaking my head.  “How exactly does this involve me, Eric? Why do they want me?”

“You’re my collateral,” Eric replies quietly.

My eyes widen with disbelief as his words hit me like a ton of bricks. “Your what? How could you?”

This isn’t just another one of his stupid bets. No. No! What has he done? I’m furious with him, but that won’t help the situation right now. I begin throwing my clothes into the suitcase frantically.

At that moment, the door bursts open, and a team of men swarm into the apartment. I look over at Eric who is sitting there helpless. Isn’t he at least going to try and fight them, try to protect me? I am!

A man with a shaved head comes near me. “Look, pretty lady, we can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

I don’t wait for him to say anything else and kick him in the groin. He lets out a curse word and curls up in a pathetic ball, whimpering. 

Two men edge around him, their arms reaching for me. I shoot around them and make for the door. As I am about to cross the threshold, a strong arm grabs me around the waist. I feel a cloth cover my face, and the world around me fades to black.

 


Chapter 2

DWAYNE

 

The evening is damp and the weather fickle as Mother Nature tries to settle upon winter or spring. She seems to be favoring her colder son this evening. The warmth from the fire does little to warm me, though. Sometimes I think I’ve become cold all the way through. I suppose it comes with being born a third-generation Walsh. Being a Walsh can be seen by some as a blessing or a curse. I’m not sure which of those apply today. I often struggle between the two.

Pouring myself a scotch on the rocks, I take a seat in the deep leather chair by the fire. Taking a drink, I swirl the contents of the glass in contemplation. Today there was a territory breach in the Bronx with a rival mob. I have to be firm in my response. Deliberate. If I show any weakness, the Walsh clan will lose its stronghold in the businesses. I can’t let that happen. I won’t let that happen.

Being an Irish mafia boss isn’t all fun and games…

I think back to what my father used to say. Never show fear or mercy. That was always the rule he lived by, and it served him well. He tried to instill the same sense of ruthlessness in me so that I would be ready when the time came for me to take over. I don’t think anything could have prepared me fully for that. 

Staring into the flames of the fire, I wonder what it might have been like to grow up in a normal family. I’ve lived in this mansion all of my life, secluded from the world and protected by a vast wall and bodyguards. Instead of schools, I was provided the best tutors money could buy. My father bought me a lot. He always said that my mother would have been horrified for me not to receive a full and proper education. He saw to it that I did. I was nine when my mother was killed. Her death taught me the harsh realities of life in the mafia. I grew to accept my destiny, knowing that I had no choice. To leave would ensure my death. No. I would succeed my father. I would inherit the sins of my family and continue to commit more.

Glancing at my watch, I realize that it is almost time for this evening’s delivery. This one is particularly unsavory. Still, it must be done. Everything comes with a price. Sometimes people forget that, and I have to remind them. Often, that reminder costs far more than the original plan.

Walking to the window, I stare out at the bleak night. Rain taps against the windowpanes. The gate at the end of the drive opens, and I see the headlights of an SUV turn in. That must be them. I can always count on my boys to be prompt. They know how irritated I can





























