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Elise’s stomach heaved as she pulled into the driveway of her still-shuttered home. No sign of Jack. Did Vincenzo have him stashed away somewhere? Was he hurt?	Comment by Owner: Wouldn’t she look for Jack’s truck? How about the shutters Jack was going to open? What tells her he isn’t there?
She parked in the carport beneath the elevated structure. Humidity assaulted her the moment she exited the truck. On a typical day, she might stop to savor the thick sea air. But not today. 
She ran a jerky hand through her pony tail. What was she walking into? Vincenzo had every advantage whereas she couldn’t even protect herself. 
Shit. Why hadn’t she brought a weapon? Her eyes flicked to the cinder- block storage closet. My old compound bow. If memory served, she’d stored it in there.
The keys jangled and her fingers twitched as she fumbled with the lock. When she finally wrenched open the door, a crescent shaped plastic case lay on the floor. Thank God. 
She lifted the lid, unfastened the straps holding the bow in place and inspected its condition. A frayed bowstring and a possible cracked limb. Not ideal, but better than nothing. 
She plucked an arrow from the plastic holder in the lid. It wouldn’t compare to the firearm Vincenzo carried, but it might buy some time. She doubted a blow from a target arrow would be fatal, but the pain of a close-range shot would be excruciating. 
Her hand hovered over the remaining arrows. No. She needed to be fast and agile. Chances were, she’d only get one shot anyway. 
Striding across the front yard, she climbed the steps to the front door and inserted the key. Stale, stagnant air hit her the moment she pushed it open. Darkness. She flicked the light switch. Nothing. 
“Hello?” Her voice echoed through the empty home. A prickle of unease worked its way up her back. “Jack? Mr. Alario?”
He was trying to unnerve her. It was working. 
She wasn’t going to let the old asshole scare her or hurt her brothers. And she wasn’t going down without a fight.
There was a flashlight app on her phone. She nocked the arrow on the bowstring and engaged the rest, freeing her right hand to reach for her phone and turn on the flashlight.
Holding the phone in the air, she pushed through the door and stepped into the dark entryway. The light bobbed in front of her as she made her way through the foyer. 
When she reached the family room, she stumbled over something. Damn it. She shook a rug off her foot and pushed it to the side.
As she emerged into the large room, something moved. Goosebumps danced up her arms and the back of her neck. 	Comment by Owner: You probably don’t want to use family room again, but large room is too generic. You could make up a description that shows backstory
As she entered her favorite place to kick off her shoe and relax or something like. Or give a distance measurement
She froze.	Comment by Owner: I don’t think prickles would be enough to make her freeze. She might stop and listen. Then say something like : Was that someone breathing?
“Hello Elisa. Wonderful to see you again.” 
She froze.	Comment by Owner: She would freeze on hearing his voice. To be a hook ending you need to end with her inner thought focused on her dilemma Something like.

She froze.
Her hand gripped the bow tighter. She was in deep trouble.


***

A concrete partition separated northbound from southbound traffic. Eric backed off the gas to peer around the car in front of him. Fuck. The damned road cut straight through the Everglades. It could be miles before he came upon a cross street. 
He steered from left to right across the lane while tailgating the car in front of him. 
It hurt to breathe. To think. He white-knuckled the steering wheel. He’d told her to stay put. She’d agreed. Something must have happened. 
Vincenzo.
His mouth went dry. 
“Damn it!” He inched between a van and a Mustang into the left lane. Somewhere there was an opening. Had to be. Emergency vehicles needed a place to turn around. And this was an emergency.
Finally. There it was. 
Veering onto the inside shoulder, he pressed the brake and hit the hazards, ignoring the concrete barrier only inches away. The little car straddled the white line. 
Tires squealed. The guy behind him laid on the horn. 
Southbound traffic zipped by in a never-ending stream. At last. An opening in the traffic. He stomped on the gas. The car lurched forward, back tires skidding, but he managed the one-hundred-eighty-degree turn, swerving onto the swale beside the road. Horns blared. 	Comment by Owner: To make clear he is not referring to the opening in the barrier.
He didn’t care. He had to get back to Elise. 
The car rattled and vibrated as he drove onto the shoulder and over the rumble strip, merging back into traffic. The garbage sedan hit its max at seventy-eight miles per hour. Go faster! He hit the steering wheel with the heel of his hand. Go fasterm pPiece of shit.
How could he have been so stupid? He should never have left her.
Gripping the steering wheel, he took deep breaths. A bead of sweat slid down the side of his face. He swallowed through a tight throat.
Please be okay.
He’d never forgive himself if something happened to her.
Remembering the feel of her kiss, he pressed his fingers to his lips. 	Comment by Owner: I wonder about this action. If he is driving crazy, he would have his hands on the wheel
His stomach tightened. He had to get to her before Vincenzo. The mobster was a dead man if he so much as laid a finger on her.
His veins strained against the collar of his shirt. His vision blurred. He shook it off. 	Comment by Owner: Not sure a person would feel this. Maybe something with his pulse.
Coming up on the bend where South Dixie turned into Overseas Highway, he slowed and checked his GPS. The light turned red. He beat out an anxious rhythm on the dashboard. He needed to keep his head. Remember his training.
Green. He forced the pedal to the floor.
Six more blocks. 
She was going to be okay. He couldn’t believe otherwise.    	Comment by Owner: Great hook

***

Elise froze. Vincenzo’s bulky shadow rose, indistinct and menacing. Her body stiffened, her muscles coiling like a snake ready to strike. This was her home. He didn’t belong here.
“Where’s Jack?” She gripped the bow and aimed the light at the intruder. She wanted to see every movement, every facial expression.
He raised a brow, his gaze falling to the bow. “A friendly chat. That’s all I ask.” He came forward. A cough drop rattled against his teeth. “Why don’t you put on a kettle and make us a cup of tea?”
He took another step. Her legs shook. Don’t let him see your fear. She stood firm, forcing herself to stand her ground. “I want to see Jack.”
“We all want something. I want my daughter to be alive.” He advanced again. 
She straightened. “I did what you asked. Call off your man at the airport. I need proof that Jack and Nate are safe.” 
He started to laugh, but began to cough. Bent at the waist, his body shook. 
She hooked two fingers around the bowstring and started to lift the bow. This was her chance.
He withdrew a handkerchief, wiped blood from his mouth, and straightened. “Not so fast.” 
Think. “You know I can’t help you. I don’t know anything.”
“I know. It’s unfortunate.” He moved with quick quiet steps. “Now put that toy weapon down.”
“No.” Her muscles twitched, ready to draw.  
With a lightning-fast motion, the old man pulled a gun from behind his back. “Maybe you can’t help me find your mother, but there is something you can give me. Satisfaction.”
Instinctively, she retreated, with him matching her step for step until she’d nearly backed herself into a corner.  
“Don’t come any closer.” With her left hand, she pushed into the grip of the bow and raised the arrow until it was even with the old man’s chest. 
Vincenzo adjusted his hold on the weapon and lifted it. “Really? You brought a bow to a gunfight?”
Shoot him!	Comment by Owner: This doesn’t work for me. It’s supposed to be her inner thought but it comes across as disembodied. I suggest deleting.
Her fingers trembled on the bowstring. Her breath froze in her lungs. What if she killed him? Could she live with that? Draw, dammit. Her arm didn’t comply. 
Vincenzo closed his left eye and sighted. “I think I’ll start with your hand. Or maybe your leg.” He adjusted his aim, angling the gun toward her thigh. 
She was going to die. Her legs weakened and black spots floated in her vision. She couldn’t move. Or look away.  	Comment by Owner: You need a high terror thought here to justify the extreme visceral reaction.
The faces of those she loved rotated through her mind. Nate. Jack. She pushed down a sob. Eric. 
If only she could tell him she was sorry. If only she could say goodbye. 
Vincenzo pulled the trigger. 
Nothing happened. 
For a moment, it was as if her brain had stopped working. 
The gangster narrowed his eyes and frowned. Laying a hand over the top of the gun, he jerked backwards on the slide. 
She needed to end this. 
Everything she’d been through in the last five days came rushing back. This man had started it all. 
He’d ruined her life. Invaded her home. 
Now it was her turn. 
Her back and shoulder muscles finally obeyed. She pulled the bowstring to the corner of her mouth, a motion she’d done thousands of times. Looking through the peep, she lined up the arrow and let it go.  












CHAPTER 27

The house was set back from the road, obscured by a row of tightly-planted palms. Eric swerved onto the lawn and threw the gear shift into park. The car lurched forward into an abrupt stop. 
A red pickup sat parked in the carport. Thank God. Now he needed find Elise and get her to safety. He pulled his gun from its holster and raced to the front door. 
Movement to his left. He stopped. A shadow slid behind the house. 
Fuck. Vincenzo hadn’t come alone. 
He edged through the carport, then peeked around the back corner of the open structure. 
Slinking along the exterior wall was a man. A man with a gun. A man about to move onto Elise’s back deck. 
The prowler had a short, wide physique and dark hair. 
Eric slid around the corner and crept forward. 
The guy stopped and tilted his head. Had he sensed Eric’s presence? 
He continued. Eric tip-toed up behind him and pressed the barrel of the gun into the back of the intruder’s head. He froze.
“Keep your mouth shut. Hand me your weapon and turn around.” 
The thug did as asked, placing a small handgun into Eric’s palm. His mouth curved into a sneer. “You’re too late.”
Eric grabbed the collar of the man’s shirt and twisted. He pressed his gun into the man’s chest. “Shut up.” 
He patted the flunky down, feeling his torso and pant legs for additional weapons. Satisfied he carried only one firearm, Eric paused to look at it. A Smith & Wesson. He dropped the magazine. .22 caliber ammo.
Eric’s peripheral vision blurred and his body shook. There was only one reason a mobster carried a .22. 
Execution.
This piece of shit had planned to kill Elise. Endorphins flooded his body. His fist flew at the side of the man’s head. Endorphins flooded his body the instant Hhis knuckles slammed into the guy’s temple. The gangster dropped to the ground like a bag of cement. 	Comment by Owner: Visceral reaction always comes first
Hand throbbing, Eric nudged the slumped body with his foot. Out cold. Probably would be for a while. Still, better safe than sorry. He scanned his surroundings for something he could use as restraints. There. A string of twinkle lights. He ripped the cable a string of twinkle lights from the deck railing and twisted the man’s hands behind his back. After looping the cord around the man’s wrists, he wrapped it around the nearest support post.bound his hands behind his back. 	Comment by Owner: I agree this seems like he is wasting to much time. I think the fix is to cut it down into quick short sentences.

I tried to cut it down. I am sure you can do better.
Adrenalin surged as he pulled the knot tight. 
Now to find Elise. 
 
***

The arrow hit Vincenzo in the fleshy area between his shoulder and collar bone. He glanced at the projectile sticking out of his chest, mouth slack. You bitch!” Then, leveling a fevered stare at Elise, he grasped the arrow shaft in hisa fist. Red-faced, he let loose an animal-like growl and yanked it free. “You bitch!” 
She stared. Holy shit. She’d shot him. 
Blood oozed, soaking his shirt around the open wound.
A laugh burbled up her throat. “I think you were supposed to leave it in.”
“You’re going to regret that.” Still clutching his gun, he staggered toward her, eyes wide and unblinking.  
This man had made her life a living hell. It was his turn to suffer.  
Gripping the bow like a baseball bat, she lifted it over her right shoulder and planted her feet. 
He lurched toward her, arm dangling, one heavy step at a time. 
She rotated her entire body into her swing, letting the bow crack against his skull. Vincenzo clutched his head and stumbled back, dazed. 
A flush of warmth swelled in Elise’s chest. One for the good guys. Damn. That felt good. 	Comment by Owner: This makes her seem rather nasty. I suggest turning into pride in defending herself.
Her body buzzed. Her fingers itched to hit him again. But she needed to know about her brothers. She bounced on her toes, wielding the bow like a club over the huddled old man. 
“Where’s Jack?”
Vincenzo pressed a hand to his head and squeezed his eyes shut. Despite obvious pain, he laughed. “If you recall, I never actually said I had your brother.” Another laugh. “You heard what you wanted to hear.” 
She scowled. “Then where is he? He told Nate he was coming to take off my shutters.” Had she come here for nothing? No, Vincenzo was lying. Nate was still in danger. “Call off your guy at the airport.” She moved forward and arced the bow into the gangster’s gut. 
He doubled over again, laughing and wheezing. “Do you know how easy it was to learn you were back? For all your father’s subterfuge, you’re all still so naïve. Didn’t he teach you anything about survival?”
Her breaths came louder and heavier. She’d never wanted to hurt another person so much. Never thought she had it in her. She readjusted her grip on the bow.
The gangster took three steps back. “Your brothers are unharmed. My man left right after you did. He’ll be here soon.” He tipped his gun to the side, shaking the unfired bullet to the floor, then released the slide and pointed the weapon at her. “But I plan to be the one to finish you off.”  

***

A deep, masculine groan emerged from within. Not Elise. Eric readjusted the hold on his gun and turned the doorknob. His hands shook. A thin sliver of light revealed a short hallway. With his hip, he nudged the door further and stepped inside.	Comment by Owner: Unclear. I thought this was Vincenzo. I suggest deleting. Not needed.
Voices. Straight ahead and to the right.
Moving along the wall, he crossed one quiet foot  light step behind the other. At the corner, he stopped and peered into a living area.
Two shadows. 
“Enough already.” Elise’s tone shook. She moved forward, then stopped, her stance wide. Over her shoulder, she held a compound bow by the riser. 
A sinister laugh came in reply. “You’ve had enough? I’ve lived with this for years. Your family has a debt to pay.”
“Revenge won’t ease your pain.” Her voice held a soft warning. “It won’t bring Sophia back.”
“Don’t say her name!” Vincenzo roared. “I bided my time, thinking your mother couldn’t stay hidden forever. I’m done waiting. An eye for an eye, a child for a child. If I can’t take Irina from her father, I’ll take her daughter.” 
Eric glanced around the corner. He had a clear line to Vincenzo, but what if Elise stepped into his shot? No way would he risk hitting her. 
For years, he’d fantasized about what he would do to Vincenzo if he got the chance. 
One good shot. Avenge his father, rid the earth of this piece-of-crap who’d forced Elise’s family into hiding for years. He gripped his gun tighter. A justified kill in anybody’s book. 
But he was a trained agent. If he shot the man in cold blood, he’d be no better than Vincenzo. He leaned around the corner again, looking for a way to take him down without a bullet. 
“Well, well. If it isn’t the sneaky pilot with the hots for this little rat. You’re too late.” With obvious effort, Vincenzo raised his gun and pointed it at Elise. 	Comment by Owner: Need a short sentence to show Vincenzo alerted to him.
There was only one thing to do. Eric threw himself between Elise and the mobster. “FBI. Drop the weapon.”

***

Eric. Elise choked down a sob and slowly lowered the bow.	Comment by Owner: Not sure a sob fits. Maybe a gasped?
His broad, backlit figure stood in front of her, his gun pointed at Vincenzo. Although she couldn’t make out his shadowed features, she knew how he must look. The set of his jaw. The way his lips pressed into a hard line. He’d moved with authority. Calm and deliberate, positioning himself between her and Vincenzo.
Fear slammed into her. He was going to get killed. And it would be her fault. Her vision clouded. All the things she wanted to say rushed to her lips, but only one thing came out. “I thought he had Jack. I’m so sorry.”	Comment by Owner: Too many blurry eyes in this chapter. If you have the Emotion Thesaurus look up terror. No blurry eyes. 

Here are some possibles, if you don’t have it, 

cringing, full-body trembling, hands to face, rasping breaths.
Eric motioned with a flick of his hand. “Me, too. Now leave.”
“Not so fast.” The old man’s weapon pointed straight at Eric’s chest. He glared at Elise. “You leave, he dies.” 
“Do you know who I am?” Eric asked.
Vincenzo sneered. “A guy about to get himself killed.”
“Not quite.” Eric kept his gun trained on the crime boss. 
“One more step,  and she’s dead.” The old gangster stepped to the side and readjusted his aim—the gun pointed straight at her heart.
Eric maneuvered himself between them again. 
She sucked down a breath and clasped her shaking hands. 	Comment by Owner: Pick one reaction. Or better yet use a movement instead of a visceral. 
“I’ve been watching you,” Eric said. “For a long time.”
Vincenzo gave a bored sigh. “And?”
“And now I’m going to arrest you.”
The old man’s condescending laugh grated on Elise’s ears. “Not likely. Only one person leaves this room alive. I’m betting it’s me.”
Eric inched closer to Vincenzo. The crime boss appeared not to notice.
“You are awfully serious. I sense more is going on here than some cliched FBI versus mob standoff.” Vincenzo flicked his weapon toward Elise. “Is it her?”
Elise tightened her grasp on the bow.  
Eric’s response came from his throat, low and guttural. “You shoot her, I kill you.”
“Ah. She does mean something to you.” A smile crossed the gangster’s lips. “But I don’t think that’s all of it. Not the way you’re gripping that gun.”
Eric set his jaw and leaned forward. His shoulders tensed. “I was the little boy whose father you killed. Arthur Erickson?”	Comment by Owner: Not sure you need little boy. We already know that. How about
You killed my father.
Vincenzo shrugged. “Doesn’t ring a bell.”
“Twenty-three years ago., Tat the Pump Room in Queens.” You might remember the bloodbath you left.”
“The bar owned by my enemyPapi’s bar.” He spit on the floor and gestured the gun toward Elise. “Her grandfather. Bastardo. If your father was at that bar, he deserved what he got.”	Comment by Owner: Shorter is better
Her heartbeat pounded so hard she thought it might explode.
Eric shook his head and crept forward another inch.
She wanted to tell him to stop. If she could distract Vincenzo, she might get one more swing of the bow and knock Vincenzo’s gun away. She took a step sideways.
“Elise.” The firmness of Eric’s voice froze her in place. “Stay where you are.”
She stilled. His gaze never left the intruder, yet he knew her every move.	Comment by Owner: I suggest deleting. Said it before and we need quick action here. 
“My dad was doing his job.”
The old man snorted. “Anyone working for Papi—”— He spat the name—. “—deserved what he got.”	Comment by Owner: Em dashes go outside the quotes. See Chicago Manual of Style  section 6.90 second example
 “He didn’t work for Papi.” Eric’s voice rose, the tightness in his body impossible to ignore. “He was a police officer responding to a call.”
“Oh. Him.” Vincenzo’s tone was bored. “It’s been so long, I hardly remember. Wrong place, wrong time.”	Comment by Owner: Telling. Describe the tone. Or use

He shrugged.
“Is that all you have to say?” Eric’s face twisted in fury. 	Comment by Owner: Too much. How about “You bastard.”	Comment by Owner: Not sure she can see his face. Delete anyway to make less wordy.
Vincenzo sighted his gun. He was going to kill Eric. No. Adjusting her grip, she jumped around Ericforward and swung. , savoring the feel of solid contact as Tthe bow slammed onto the mobster’s forearms. 
Crack!
A thunderous boom reverberated against the walls. Ears ringing, she cried out as Eric’s hand shoved hard and she crashed to the floor. The smell of gunpowder hung in the air.	Comment by Owner: Difficult to picture this. What is Eric pushing her away from if the gun (I assume the sound is Vincenzo’s) already went off?  The order of action seems wrong to me.

Wouldn’t it be:
Eric shoves her. Crack. The gun goes off. Gunpowder smell.

Scuffling sounds and then the thud of something slamming against the wall. She opened her eyes. shot open her eyes. Vincenzo sat hunched against the sliding glass door, face contorted in pain. His hand grasped his shoulder, the side she hadn’t hit with the arrow. Blood seeped between his fingers. Had Eric shot him? Eric’s foot pressed into the old man’s hand. Vincenzo’s gun lay a few feet away.	Comment by Owner: She has to open her eyes. The thud can’t physically do it.
Sirens wailed, growing louder by the second.
“Why did you do that?” Eric’s voice was hard. He stared at her, eyes wide.
“I . . . I thought he was going to shoot,” she stammered.
His jaw pulsed. “I had it under control.”
Vincenzo’s eyes rolled back. He slumped over. Eric kept his gun on the unconscious man, but his expression softened when he looked at Eliseher. 	Comment by Owner: We are in Elise’s POV
The house shook as if a herd of elephants arrived on her porch. “Police!”
“Special Agent Erickson, FBI. Subject is down,” Eric yelled. He pulled his badge from his pocket and held it in the air.
Heavy footsteps shook the floorboards. Officers in helmets and Kevlar stormed into the tiny space. 	Comment by Owner: Two shooks close together
The noise and the chaos faded into the background. There was only one person in this room she gave a damn about, and she couldn’t stay away from him for another second. With two quick strides, she jumped into Eric’s arms, laced her hands around his neck and took his mouth in a slow, deep kiss. 
She pulled back and peered into his eyes. For a moment, they inhaled and exhaled together, breathing the same air. 
“I was so worried I’d lost you.” His voice cracked. He cupped her cheek. “I can’t live without you.”
Her heart settled into a slow rhythm, pumping heat through her body. “You’re never getting rid of me now.”	Comment by Owner: Doesn’t work.

Endings are hard. I suggest finding an ending you like in a romance and adapting it to your characters. That’s what I do.


Just a quick thought. What happened to her brothers? That is a lose end to tie up.
