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ABDUCTION IS A ROMANTIC expression of passion...

The moment I meet Amber, I know I have to have her.

The only problem: this gorgeous law student is already engaged—to a guy she suspects is cheating on her. Toss in the fact that if she finds out the truth about my criminal family, who knows how she’ll react.

Despite the obstacles, we keep finding our way back to each other—and I don’t know how much longer I can keep up my defenses against her...

She’s his only weak link...
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Josh 
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I THREW BACK ANOTHER shot and waved down the bartender to top me up. I was sure as hell not done drinking tonight, and the buzz was only just starting to set in. 

“Can you get me one, too?” the girl hanging on my arm asked me, fluttering her lashes in my direction. Truth be told, I couldn’t even remember her name, but I nodded and grinned.

“Anything for you, sugar.”

She beamed at me, pressing herself against my side enthusiastically. She was tall and willowy, with long brown hair and olive skin and a dress that cut off just under her ass to show off her long legs. She was hot, sure, but her conversation hadn’t been up to much. Who cared? It wasn’t like she was hanging out with me for the scintillating chat. 

“I’ll take one, too,” Tommy added, leaning over to catch the bartender’s eye. I could feel the girl next to me eyeing him, looking him up and down as though she wanted to take a piece of him. Women often did. When it came to us twins, he was the one who looked a whole lot more respectable than me. The one who would have been the sensible choice for most girls. 

I slipped my arm around her waist and pulled her in a little closer. Yeah, it wasn’t like we had much of a connection, but she was with me, and I wanted it to stay that way. She smiled up at me as she reached for the shot I had just ordered her, tossing it back as delicately as she could. I could already see she was starting to wobble slightly on her heels, and I wondered how long she had been drinking here before she had spotted us coming to the bar and decided to make me her target for the evening. Someone needed to keep an eye on her, anyway. 

This was supposed to be a chance for us to blow off some steam. We’d been working so hard to try and stay on top of everything, I wanted to make sure I took this chance to have some fun.

Tommy didn’t take a whole lot of time off work, and he didn’t want to, either. He knew the best way to impress our father was to dedicate himself to the business, and he had done everything he could to endear us to the people who mattered in this city. He would never have admitted it, but he liked the lifestyle it afforded him, enjoyed how much he could do with his status and his name attached. Sometimes, I agreed, but other times, I found myself wondering what it would have been like to be utterly invisible to the world at large. 

A cluster of our friends were around the bar, taking up almost all of the space—I could see a few patrons lurking behind them, clearly annoyed they weren’t going to get served anytime soon, but I didn’t let it bother me. They could wait. They always would. Some of them might have the nerve to get a little pissed off, but they wouldn’t dare do or say anything to put themselves in our way. 

One of the bonuses of being a Falcone. One I’d never get tired of. Yeah, it came at the cost of being able to blend into the background, but people would do what we wanted when they figured out who the hell we were. They didn’t want to cause trouble, they didn’t want to be the ones who landed in a mess for making issues for us. They would hold their hands up and get the hell out of the way as soon as they found out who we were, and it was something I’d been used to my entire life. 

“Hey,” the girl murmured into my ear, close enough that I could feel her breath on my skin. It had been a while since I had gotten laid, and I would have been lying if I said I wasn’t a little horny at her presence. But there was something about her that wasn’t clicking with me. Maybe she was too drunk, maybe she was just a little too boring. I wasn’t sure. But I wasn’t tempted to take her out of here already, get her home so I could show her just what she had signed up for tonight. Normally, when I found a woman I wanted, they’d know about it in a matter of minutes, but she wasn’t doing much for me. I was more going through the motions than actually interested.

A couple of the guys with us—Toby and Matthew—had women at home, but they were already hitting on girls here at the bar. Same way it always went. No matter how committed they seemed to be to the girls in their lives, there was always a new piece of strange they wanted to try out. No matter how much they should have known better, they would always let it get the better of them, a few drinks in, a pretty girl flashing them a smile from the other end of the bar. I could have said something, but their personal lives weren’t of enough interest to me to care. Not like their women didn’t know what was going on out here, anyway. They weren’t stupid. They knew the kind of man they were involved with, and they would have been idiots to think they could demand that kind of change.

I didn’t have anyone to go home to, but I preferred it that way. This life, it was tough for anyone to get into without getting lost in it, and if I was going to bring a woman in, I needed to know I could trust her totally. I had never met someone who had convinced me they could actually handle the reality of all of this, no matter how much they thought they could. Most would get close and then back off when they realized what they were going to have to ignore to survive it. They couldn’t just hold back and pretend they didn’t see it. 

Tommy took his shot and leaned up against the bar as he checked his phone. No matter how much I told him to leave it at home and give himself a break, he would always turn around and pull it out whenever he got the chance. Didn’t want to miss anything that was happening, he told me, just in case Dad needed us. I was sure he was right to stay so vigilant, but sometimes, I wanted to forget it all and focus on having some fun instead. 

I saw his face cloud, and at once, I knew something was wrong. He lifted his gaze and locked eyes with me, his mouth set into a hard line. I didn’t know what had shifted his mood so quickly, but it was obvious he was serious.

He took a step toward me, not even looking at the girl hanging on my arm. What the hell was her name again? Nina? Dina? Something like that. She would be pissed as hell to know I’d already forgotten it, but I was having a hard time caring. When my brother got a look like that on his face, I knew something more serious was going on than some girl.

“I need to talk to you,” Tommy told me, tilting his head toward the door. The girl tightened her grip on my arm, as though she could tell she was about to lose me. I fought the urge to just brush her off, make it clear I had more important things to do than pander to her ego, but she didn’t have any idea how serious this was. 

“Josh?” she asked me, her voice taking on a whiny edge. I sighed and looked down at her.

“I’ll be back soon,” I promised her, though I doubted it was going to be resolved that easily. I could tell from the look on Tommy’s face this was going to be serious, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to deal with whatever was on his mind right now. All the tipsiness seemed to have vanished from his face, just like that, his system clearing out the alcohol to make room for whatever shit was going on outside of this bar. 

The guys had noticed the shift, too, and they had drawn their attention away from the women they had been chatting to all this time. There was a wariness in the air, as though they could all tell we might need them for something a little more important. Whatever was going on, it was going to need all of our attention to get through it in one piece. Tommy didn’t have to say anything for me to get that. Call it a twin thing, but I could read him like nobody else, his dark brown eyes fixed on mine as his mind raced behind them. 

“Outside,” Tommy told me, jerking his head toward the door. I thought about ordering another drink to take with me, but something told me I was going to need to be clear-headed for this. I had no idea what was going to happen when I left, but I needed to be able to tackle it head-on. Not clouded with booze. 

I rose to my feet and brushed off the girl who had been hanging on to me all night. I had no idea if she was going to wait for me, or if she would go find herself someone else now that I had proved to be a washout. Honestly, I didn’t much care either way. I just needed to get to the bottom of whatever was bugging my brother so much. 

And pray it wasn’t as bad as it seemed right now.
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Amber
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I PUSHED MY STRAW AROUND my drink, staring down at the bubbles as they broke the surface and popped. I felt like I was going to burst soon, too, if I didn’t get an answer to all of this.

“Babe, you’re overthinking,” Kimmy told me for at least the dozenth time that night. I knew she was right, but it still wasn’t enough for me to clear the doubt from my mind. I should have been more trusting, less suspicious, but it had been nagging at the back of my mind for long enough now I wasn’t sure how I could fix it up again.

“I know, I know,” I muttered. “But I... Don’t you think it all seems kind of strange?”

Kimmy raised her eyebrows at me as she sipped on the bright yellow cocktail she had been working on since we’d arrived. I was already on my second drink, needing something to take the edge off of my paranoia. What if he was doing it right now, and I had no idea...?

“Okay, look,” she told me, leaning forward and hitting me with a serious stare. “You can’t spend your whole life worrying about what he’s doing when you’re not around, can you? If you’re going to marry him, you need to be able to trust him...”

I chewed my lip. I knew she was right. Aaron and I had been together for years now, and when he’d proposed the year before, I had been certain this was it, the answer to all of my questions. Yeah, I’d wondered if his eye had ever wandered before, but it had never been enough for me to push for answers. I was sure it was just my own nerves, nothing he had done ever giving me reason enough to think he was cheating for real.

But now I was coming up for my end-of-year exams in law school, I had noticed him spending more and more time away from our shared apartment. Staying out at work later and later and coming home smelling of cheap perfume and wine.  

I had managed to brush it off the first few times, when he’d told me he was just staying late at work functions to ensure he was on his boss’s good side, but the more time that passed, the more I wondered if it was just a cover for what was really going on. He wanted me to believe I was crazy for worrying about it, but I knew something had to be up. Why would he have changed so suddenly? Why would he be acting like this, when he had been a devoted partner until the last few months?

“He’s probably just nervous about the wedding,” Kimmy told me. She had been my best friend since I had started law school, and she’d been there through pretty much my entire relationship with Aaron. If anyone was qualified to comment on it, it was her. 

She had always told me he was pretty much the perfect boyfriend, and for a long time, I had believed her. I mean, in a lot of ways, he was. He was smart, he had a good job, he was good-looking, he was romantic; he would always remember our anniversary and had planned this amazing night when he proposed, a total surprise to me. I didn’t think I would meet the one so soon, but he had made it impossible to ignore how good we were together, and I appreciated it. 

Right? Yeah, I did. I liked him. I loved him. It was just...he had always been the one in control of how the relationship went, the speed we did things at, and sometimes I found myself wondering if I would have been better off taking it a little slower. I had my studies to think about, after all, and trying to plan a wedding on top of them was nigh-on impossible. I’d straight-up put everything on hold now my exams were coming up, and I knew I was going to be too exhausted afterward to get back to it so soon.

Maybe he was just sensing how tired I was getting with all of it and didn’t want to put more pressure on me. Yeah, that had to be it, right? He had always been attuned to how I was doing, and he probably didn’t want me to feel like I had to keep up with whatever we had committed to before. 

“You don’t believe me, do you?” Kimmy sighed, and I shook my head.

“I’m sorry, I’m not trying to be an asshole,” I apologized. “I know, you’ve done enough to convince me already, but I just... Something’s telling me he’s messing around on me, you know?”

“You don’t have any actual evidence for that, though,” she pointed out. She was right, but it wasn’t for lack of looking. I had avoided going through his phone, knowing I would have overstepped a serious line if I did something like that, but it was hard to keep myself from getting paranoid. 

“I just feel like something’s wrong,” I replied, sipping on my drink again and glancing around the bar. There were a handful of couples hanging out together, a bunch of guys at the bar with women hanging on their arms. Did they have women at home? Partners they were messing around on, who had no idea they were out here acting this way? I didn’t have a clue, but my over-paranoid brain was telling me to look at everyone with suspicion right now.

“I know you do, but you can’t go the rest of your life wondering if something’s up every time he stays late at work,” Kimmy reminded me. She had been putting up with my worry and paranoia for so long now, she was probably getting as sick and tired of it as I was. I had been tossing and turning late into the night, next to him, wondering what was on his mind—if he was thinking of some other woman, all hung up on whoever he was having this affair with.

“I wouldn’t be, but he’s been acting so strange,” I replied, shaking my head. “Like he’s been trying to avoid me or something. I don’t know how to get to the bottom of it. I can’t just ask him outright...”

“Why not?” she asked. I knew she was right. Truthfully, I could have put all this to bed a long time ago if I’d had the nerve to just outright ask him what he had been doing with his time that had taken him away from me, but the words always seemed to turn to cotton wool on my tongue before I could get them out. I wanted to be confident and capable and sure of myself, but it just got too hard for me to come out with.

Besides, I knew he would have been pissed if I asked him something like that. Whenever I even hinted at thinking something along those lines, whether or not I had any actual weight behind it, he would always turn it around on me—demand to know what was going through my mind for me to think of him like that. Haven’t I done enough to earn your trust? Don’t you think I’m honest with you? He had reason to be pissed, sure, but it always put me off asking for more. 

Maybe it was his way of ensuring I would never go delving for more than he wanted to give me. His way of making sure I didn’t dare look any deeper into what was going on when he was out of the house. 

I just wanted to know one way or another. Because right now, it felt like I was losing my mind, unable to work out what was real and what was just my insane brain coming up with stories to hurt my damn feelings. 

Maybe I needed to let it go. Let go of the doubt and the fear. It was normal to second-guess things a bit when you were planning a wedding, right? It would be strange if I just dropped myself into it without any doubts at all...

I realized I was picking at my nails beneath the table and clenched my hands together. I always felt like such a mess when I was stressed, my mind racing in a million different directions at once. 

“You’re probably just getting distracted because of the exams,” she reminded me. “Maybe you’re just putting some of the stress of that on to him?”

I nodded. I wanted there to be a good reason for it, of course I did, I wanted there to be something I could use to explain the doubt stirring in my guts whenever we were together, but I knew there was nothing I could do to stop it. I just needed to put up with the uncertainty for now and hope I was able to put it right some way down the line. 

“Besides, you’ve seen how shitty it is being single, right?” she reminded me, smiling playfully. She had been single for pretty much the whole time I’d known her, and I’d heard all of her stories about how bad the dating scene was right now. I didn’t much feel like stepping back out on to it. Maybe it was just safer to push down the doubts in my guts and remind myself he’d done nothing to earn this kind of suspicion from me.

“I mean, look at them,” she told me, nodding toward the bar, where a few girls were hanging on the arms of the guys they were with. They were focusing all their attention on these men, laughing a little too loudly at their jokes and gazing at them as though they were the most fascinating creatures in the world. I was sure they were, if you had enough booze in you, but they didn’t much appeal to me.

“You really want to have to do that to find someone to share a bed with?” she asked, raising her eyebrows, and I managed to laugh.

“Yeah, I guess you have a point,” I agreed. Aaron had been the one to court me, to come after me and show me in all the ways he could that he wanted to be with me, and honestly, I didn’t much know how I would go about it if that wasn’t the case. I had never had to chase a guy before in my life, and I didn’t want to start now. I wouldn’t even know where to start, not really. 

“Exactly,” she agreed, her voice dripping with confidence. “It’s just pre-wedding jitters. You don’t have anything to worry about. Okay?”

“Okay,” I replied, trying to let go of some of the tension still nagging at the back of my mind. 

I decided I needed another drink if I was going to fully forget about what was going on in my head right now, so I rose to my feet and headed to the bar. It was crowded with a bunch of guys, all of whom seemed to be talking over each other and the girls they were with. I tried to listen in to the conversations, but it was all just vapid flirting and didn’t interest me that much anyway. 

As I grabbed my drink, one of the guys leaned over to another and spoke to him seriously. I eyed the conversation for a second, noticing that the men looked strikingly similar. One was a little more clean-cut, with dark brown eyes, and the other a bit scruffier with bright blue ones, but they could have been twins. Hell, maybe they were, I didn’t know. 

I got my drink, and the slightly more clean-cut guy brushed past me, nearly knocking it out of my hands. I opened my mouth to say something, but then I saw the look on his face and thought better of it. He was clearly not in the mood to deal with anything from anyone right now, and I didn’t want to start an argument I couldn’t handle. Like I wasn’t in a bad enough mood already. 

When I came back to the table, Kimmy shook her head and nodded in the direction of the guy who had almost knocked me over.

“See?” she pointed out. “That’s the kind of thing you would have to be dealing with if you were dating again. You don’t want that, do you?”

“No, I really don’t,” I agreed. The thought of handling someone like that, and whatever drama they had just gotten into to go storming out of here so suddenly, was exhausting just to think about. 

I lifted my drink to my lips and tried to smooth out the doubt in my mind again. See? I was fine. I was just overthinking, as usual. Aaron would be waiting at home for me when I got back, and I could remind myself just how good we were together.

If he wasn’t smelling of cheap perfume again, of course. Because he still didn’t have answers for me—and I didn’t know if I had the nerve to press for more.
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Josh
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“WHAT THE FUCK IS IT?” I asked Tommy, glancing back inside the bar. I didn’t want to be out here, dealing with some bullshit work stuff. I wanted to be drinking and focusing on having a good time, but it seemed like my brother wasn’t going to have any of it.

“Dad,” he replied simply.

“Yeah, what the fuck does he want?” I asked. I knew I shouldn’t have been speaking about my father like that, but I was trying to relax and have some fun, not get caught up in work stuff again. He should have known that.

Like he had ever taken a night off, though. He had built our family’s empire from the ground up, working his ass off his entire life to make sure we had an established place on the scene. Nobody fucked with us now, and it was thanks to him we never had to worry about being looked at sideways again. Well, not by anyone who mattered, at least. 

“He told me Marione just left the country,” he replied, raising his eyebrows at me. Inside, I felt my stomach sink. Shit. 

Marione had been my responsibility. He’d owed us a few thousand dollars—not that we couldn’t go without it, but still. It was the principle of the thing. My father had told me a long time ago, you didn’t give space to people who wanted to fuck you over. You did everything you could to
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