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Content Warnings





Content Warnings: The Dark Kings is a high steam, high action dark romance series. The following content warnings should be considered before reading them: Dealing with previous trauma, assault, miscarriage, murder, sex trafficking, drug use, depression, anxiety, PTSD, bipolar disorder, gun violence, kidnapping, sexism, prostitution, elements of BDSM such as impact play and restraints, electro stimulation, knife play, primal play, CGL relationship, Shabari, profanity and sexually explicit scenes. This is a Why Choose romance. If you have any questions please reach out to the author directly at info@nikkirome.com. 















  
  
To all my fellow kinksters and 

smut lovers. May these

three men haunt your nights 

in all the best ways. If 

you can’t have them in 

real life then you should be 

able to scream their names in

the privacy of the late night

reading hours. This one is 

for you. 
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Chapter One


Valentina





Gunshots never sound the same. I always found it strange how people would report hearing them when you can never tell for sure if that’s what you are hearing. If you are the one shooting the gun, it sounds different from when someone else is. If you are standing close to the person being shot, is sounds different from watching someone get shot far away. The shots I hear now are close. Too close. I know they are close because they have that strange buzzing sound that guns with silencers have, a sound you don’t normally hear unless it’s right on top of you. 

I moved the bed in the room I was being kept in. It wasn’t my bedroom, but the place in our basement that he put me in when I didn’t behave to his liking. I shoved it to the side of the cramped space and slid behind it. It wasn’t the first time I tried to hide and it wouldn’t be the last. I froze as my heart nearly exploded from my chest. There were heavy footsteps in the hallway and men yelling, but what I didn’t hear was anyone at my door. At least not yet. I made myself even smaller and slid underneath the bed. I remember hiding from my father there as a young girl. It was stupid, really. He was the one who threw me in here, so he always knew where to find me. I didn’t spend all of my childhood hiding under beds on a cold, damp concrete floor, but I spent more time here than I wished.

This time it had been six days. I knew it was because I keep track with the little stones I have collected over the years. No one suspects stones as anything to help me through my time here. The people sent in to feed or clean me just assumed they were part of the dirty floor. I pulled my legs into my chest and wrapped my arms around them. From where I was, six stones meant six days. One more day and I’d be taken from here and given to a man who disgusted me. The filthiest wise guy out there. Angelo Costa was a vile human being and at twenty-one years old, I’d be his sixth wife. If the rumors were true, then he killed at least half of the previous women he married. He was old enough to be my father and any time I’d beg or plead for it not to happen, my biological father wouldn’t hear of it. I was nothing but a pawn in their fucking games, and I was sick of it.

Two more shots went off and could have sworn they were right outside my door. My father kept guards standing in the hallway. No one could get past them without killing them. I took slow, steady breaths that I had practiced over the years. My mouth got me thrown in here when my father and his latest wife sat me down to tell me I’d be leaving for the Costa Estate in seven days. The news made me sick. Death would be sweet compared to what I’d face there, but my so-called family didn’t care. Why would they? My father’s latest business aligned perfectly with what the Costa’s did and the unity of the two families via our marriage would make them twice as large. Twice as likely to overthrow the real Kings of New York City.

I heard a scraping sound at the door and the hushed voice of a man.

“Hurry, we don’t have much time.”

“I know that. Now shut up so I can fucking concentrate.”

They sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place their voices. It’s not surprising, there were so many people in and out of my life, it was impossible to keep them all straight.

“He’ll kill us if we fuck this up.”

“I know that, you fool. Now shut up.”

I prayed they went past my door and the scraping noise I had heard was just my imagination. Silence was worse than the sound of the gunshots. They weren’t my father’s men, which meant the guards were dead. I opened my eyes and looked across the small room again. One, two, three, four, five, six. One, two, three, four...

Counting the rocks wasn’t calming my nerves, nothing was.

“There, I got it. Stand back.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

“Pull the lock off and open the door.”

They were coming for me. It wasn’t a dream or a nightmare. It wasn’t my mind playing tricks on me, as it often did after days in isolation. There were two men outside my door and they were here for me. My breath was shaky, and I was losing feeling in my arms from clasping my legs so tightly. A fleeting thought of escape passed through my mind. Hiding here was pointless. No one would be dumb enough to believe my father would have a locked, guarded empty cell in the basement. Fighting seemed impossible, though. I was weak from the small amounts of food and water. Not to mention the complete lack of physical activity. The longer I was in here, the worse it got.

My body shook as I heard the metal lock fall to the ground. When the thick door opened, I couldn’t help but look. Two sets of booted feet entered the room. Then, just as suddenly as they were there, one was dead. When the sound of the gun went off, my body jerked in response. A man fell to the ground as blood pooled around his mangled face. I couldn’t pull my eyes away. If he were alive, he’d be looking right at me. Instead, I stared into the dark dead eyes of a dead man I didn’t know. The amount of blood was massive and increasing by the second. My body rocked back and forth with the slightest movements while I tried my hardest to keep from screaming.

“Fucking shit,” the other guy cursed as blood trickled toward his boots.

He stepped over the dead man and closer to the bed that was my only shelter. His large dirty hand reached right in front of my face as he grabbed the frame and pulled it from over the top of me.

“So much trouble for one little bitch,” he spat out as he towered over me, “Come, get up. I’m running late.”

I didn’t move. I just curled my head to my legs and closed my eyes while praying to everything holy that this was just a psychotic break.

“I said, get up!”

The man leaned down and grabbed my arm. He yanked me to my feet as I screamed and kicked. Trying everything in my power to keep him away from me. I was no match for him. He was huge and smelled like a bottle of liquor and stale cigarettes. The smell alone made my stomach queasy as his arms came around me like a vice grip. 

“You stupid bitch, just stay still.”

I had no choice but to comply. The lack of air from his grasp made me dizzy. My body went slack, and he loosened his hold just enough for me to pull in a full breath of air. I wish I could say it was sweet, but it made me gag. He stunk like a dead man walking, and my situation was dire. I had no idea if my father and his men were even in the house. Maybe they were dead, maybe I was free. Freedom seemed a strange thought to have considering my current predicament, but being out from under the control of my father is one kind of freedom I thought I’d never have.

“Who are you?”

He just laughed.

“Listen, I don’t know who sent you after me, but I am worth a lot of money. We could work together. Just tell me who sent you.”

He laughed again, a throaty noise that caused him to cough in my ear. It was wet and made me want to puke, but when he kept coughing, he had no choice but to put me down. He sat me on the bed and pulled a gun from behind his back in one quick movement. If he wasn’t nearly choking to death, it would have been impressive. He continued to cough up a lung as he threw a pair of cuffs at me.

“Put those on.”

With the gun pointed at me, I didn’t bother trying to fight it. I put the first one on just loose enough not to cut into my skin and for the second I used my thigh to close it, since it was clear my kidnapper couldn’t be bothered. I sat on my bed as he pulled himself together. How the hell was this my life? Sitting here cuffing myself while some asshole had a gun pointed at my face? It wasn’t the first time someone had a gun pointed at me, but that didn’t make it any easier to remain calm. I rocked back and forth again, trying to relax, hoping the fool in front of me didn’t accidentally set off the gun. It would surprise you at how often that happened. Men who thought they were big and tough pointing guns at others with no sense of gun safety. I learned to shoot before I learned to drive. Unless you plan to kill them, never point a gun at someone. Never take the safety off unless you plan to kill them. Never put your finger on the trigger in case you planned to kill them. My cousin Mario beat the rules into my brain again and again as he taught me. You wouldn’t think it was so difficult, but now I sat there with a man pointing a gun at me that had no safety on with his hand on the trigger. Killing me meant he wouldn’t get paid, so clearly, he was a fucking fool.

“I could help you. Did the Costas send you? If not, then I’m sure they will pay for my return.”

“The Costas. Ha. All you stupid fucking families think you run everything around here. You have no idea how many times I’ve faced stupid men who think they rule the world.” My eyes widened as he put his gun away and pulled a syringe from the pocket of his shirt. 

My body tensed as he stepped forward. My fate was sealed. I lost this round. I closed my eyes, ready to take what was coming, when I felt the needle prick my neck. At the same time, the sound of another gun went off. This one was loud, even with the silencer. Small concrete boxes that pretended to be rooms created an awful echo. It wasn’t the needle that made me jump, or the noise. It was the slick, wet liquid that seemed to have burst from the man in front of me. The needle was still sticking from my neck and my eyes were getting heavy. I dragged them upward and saw the splattering of blood that covered my white nightgown. I felt it on my face and tasted it on my lips. The man’s body was now crumpled on the floor, nearly on top of the other man. Standing over them both was the last person I would have expected. My eyes closed as my body fell and all I could hear was a deep, arrogant, unapologetic voice.

“Ragazzina, I’m here for you.”
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Chapter Two


Dante





I’m not a fan of messes. As conceited as it sounds, I have people for jobs like this, but tonight it was different. Tonight we were coming for Valentina and I didn’t trust anyone with her life but us. 

“Fuck, Dante. What the hell happened? She’s covered in blood.”

“It couldn’t be helped. Where’s Nico?”

“Hunting.”

“He doesn’t have time for that.”

“You tell him; he doesn’t fucking listen to me when he’s like this.”

I watched as Ares, my best friend and second in command, stepped over the two dead men and reached for Valentina.

“Seriously Dante, did you have to shoot him so close to her?”

I didn’t bother answering. Her body had fallen to the side when the drugs took hold of her system. If she wasn’t covered in blood with a needle sticking out of her neck, she’d look like a sleeping angel.

“If Nico sees her like this, he’s going to lose his shit,” he continued while he removed the needle and laid it on the bed next to her. Then he stood and checked the dead man’s pockets. “No key.”

“It’s fine. She’ll be easier to transport if she’s restrained.”

“She’s not a fucking prisoner.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, waving my hands around the dirty little cell we found her in. Most of what we had planned wasn’t even finished, but the first few steps were done. We had her. For the first time in years, I felt as if I could breathe easier, but we were so far from a happily ever after, it was fucking hilarious.

“Meet me out front. I’m going to find Nico.”

I turned and made my way back upstairs. Everyone down here was dead. In fact, I would be surprised if I found anyone upstairs breathing. Well, anyone other than Nico. I followed the yelling that was traveling throughout the house. As I moved my way through, I passed multiple men who were bleeding out all over the white marble floors. It was a shame really; the blood would never come out of the smooth soft stone. I shook my head as I entered the kitchen. There I found Nico, covered in blood and swinging a meat cleaver repeatedly into something behind the counter. Given the amount of blood spray, I was certain it wasn’t a chicken cutlet. He screamed like a monster every time he swung it in a downward direction, but was quiet as he pulled back up. I took that as my opening.

“Fratello, enough.”

Nico stopped mid-swing and looked in my direction. With the cleaver held high above his head and the maniacal smile across his face, he looked like a demon walking the earth.

“Come on, we have her.”

I didn’t wait for him. There was no need. I heard the cleaver fall to the floor and the wet squeaking sound of his boots behind me as I made my way through the foyer and out the front door. It had been years since the three of us worked together like this. Sure, we worked together every day, but not like this. Wet work and kidnappings were things of the past for us. A warm feeling of nostalgia came over me as I descended the steps and crossed the driveway to our black Cadillac Escalade. I got in on the driver’s side and glanced in the rear-view mirror. Ares held Valentina in his arms like a small child and was wiping the blood from her face as Nico approached. He reached for the door and went to get in before I put my hand out to stop him.

“Absolutely not.”

“What?” 

“You’re covered in blood and brain matter. I’m not letting you in the car like that.”

“What do you expect me to do?”

“I didn’t expect you to beat a human to death with a meat cleaver.”

“Well, I did. So now what?”

“Take your fucking clothes off.”

“Here?”

“Yes, here. Bag them in the trunk.”

“You have got to be kidding me.”

“Can you two take this pissing match up later on? It’s time for us to get out of here.” Ares was getting impatient, but he was right.

I looked into my rear-view mirror and saw four white vans were heading down the long private drive.

“Just fucking do it so we can leave,” I snapped at Nico, who was already removing his shirt in the driveway.

I pressed a button on the dash and the back hatch went up. It didn’t take him long to strip out of his clothes. The four vans pulled into the circular drive behind us right as he was getting back into the car. If I wasn’t so pissed off at him, I’d laugh. He sat in the front seat in nothing but a black pair of boxer briefs, boots, and blood. His face, hands and hair were still splattered, but at least he wouldn’t ruin the upholstery. I put the car in drive and made my way back to the expressway as men and women in white Tyvek coveralls piled out of the vehicles and began unpacking everything they would need. I was heading to the villa. My family estate was where we were most comfortable. Tonight we could breathe deeply since the Romanos were no longer something we needed to handle. However, tomorrow, when Valentina didn’t show up at the Costa Estate, there would be a whole other slew of shit we’d need to deal with.

“Any idea how long she’ll be out?” I asked Ares, catching his eye in the mirror.

“No. I pocketed the syringe. I figured Dr. Anders can use it to find out what they gave her.”

“I’m not calling him.”

“What? Why not?”

“The fewer people who know where she is, the better.”

“But what if she’s hurt?”

“Is she?”

“How the fuck would I know? That’s what we have a doctor for.”

I shook my head and gripped the steering wheel a little tighter. Valentina wasn’t with us for thirty minutes, and we were already arguing over her wellbeing. Taking her was nothing compared to what we were about to contend with. Ares could hate me for all he wanted. I wasn’t calling in a doctor to handle a sedative. She’d wake up... eventually.

I pulled up through the guard gate at the front of our property and down the long driveway. The ride was quiet. Nico had turned in his seat and couldn’t pull his eyes away from Valentina. Much in the same way, Ares was staring down at her. I couldn’t blame them. The delicate features of her pale white skin and dark black hair made her appear like a porcelain doll. The first time I saw her, she was only sixteen. I was twenty-six at the time and my father made a deal with hers that she’d be mine. She looked like a baby to me back then, but her mischievous smile and gorgeous looks never left me. As she grew into her own, we would see her at events, fundraisers, and all the other bullshit our families had to do for the city to maintain the illusion of proper businessmen. When she walked into a room, every man wanted to be with her and every woman wanted to be her. Valentina Romano was a young girl who was the envy of everyone around her, and she was mine.

I stopped the car at the front entrance while three of our guards descended the steps in our direction. Nico got out but didn’t make a move to go inside. Instead, he stood waiting for Ares to exit the vehicle, with Valentina in his arms. I walked through the front door and handed my keys to one of the men.

“Have it cleaned, and burn Nico’s clothes. They are in a bag in the back.”

I walked toward the hallway that contained our bedrooms. Our home was left to me when my father was murdered. My grandfather had constructed it when he first came to the states from Italy and it would remain in the Corsetti family for generations to come. Family and tradition were the two things that kept us going. Without them, we would be nothing. I had a room prepared for Valentina and that’s where she would stay until I decided otherwise. After learning how she was treated in her family home, I knew the cells downstairs wouldn’t be fair. There was a lot we needed her to learn before she would be allowed to roam our estate, and I wasn’t planning on opening myself up to any issues before I was ready.

“Cut her free, bath her and change her clothes,” I said to Ares while I avoided looking in their direction. It was too much to see her like this. I needed some time to get my head clear. It wasn’t just that she was unconscious and restrained. She was too thin, and she looked as if they hadn’t even allowed her to bathe regularly. The woman in Ares’ arms was breath-taking, but she wasn’t the Valentina we knew. Things had gotten worse for her than we realized and the guilt at leaving her there was eating away at me.

“Fine.”

“Nico, come with me.”

“No, I’m not leaving her.”

“You’ll come with me or you won’t see her again.”

“Fuck you. Why does Ares get to stay with her?”

“Because you’re half-naked and covered in blood. Clean yourself the fuck up and meet me in the office. We have things that need to be taken care of now. Valentina can wait.”

I watched as he turned, raised his fist and slammed it into the plaster covered wall. I shook my head at him with a look of disgust. “We talked about this. If you can’t control yourself around her, then I will keep her from you until you do.”

He cursed again, but turned and went toward his room. Ares had already made his way into Valentina’s bathroom, and I could hear the water running as Nico’s door slammed shut. I stood in the hallway, torn over what to do. I wanted to push Ares away and take care of my little girl, but I also wanted to make sure my best friend wasn’t losing it. The sounds coming from his room were a clear indication he was tearing the place apart. This was hard on all of us, but Ares and I both knew it would be the most difficult for Nico. Reining in the chaos wasn’t something he did well. I left Ares and headed to my room. I changed my shirt since it was damp with blood splatter and then pulled out a couple of joints and a few pills for Nico.

When I got to his room, I didn’t bother knocking. I walked in and saw the damage. He’d be pissed at himself later when he had to clean it all up. The wet bar in the corner was untouched, so I went to it and pulled a bottle of vodka from it. Normally I wouldn’t encourage this level of drugs and drinking for Nico, but we needed him semi-functional and coming down off a killing like that was never easy for him. His anger was palpable on the best of days, and this evening he had unleashed the monster inside him.

“Here,” I said as I pulled open the glass door of his shower and handed him two pills and the bottle, “I left a joint on the vanity. Calm yourself down and meet me when you’re ready.”

He said nothing. There wasn’t much he could say. Even now, I could see the rage flowing through him. I may be known as the ruthless leader, but Nico was unhinged on the best of days. I went back into my room and prepped a sedative for him, just in case things got out of hand. When emotions run high between the three of us, you never know what could happen. I capped the needle and slid it into my pocket, then made my way to the office we shared and dumped the burner phone I had used for the night. Maintaining this city was a full-time job that didn’t end just because we had planned to kidnap our little girl. I picked up my cell phone I had left at the house and it was riddled with notifications. There was a problem at the club. Text messages from the managers and missed calls from a dozen different people. Since Ares, Nico and I ran everything together, one of us was always available for our businesses. Tonight was an exception due to the nature of what we needed to do. I’m sure their phones looked the same as mine. People rarely called me directly, so that meant most of them already tried Nico and Ares.

I dialed the club first.

“Social, what do you need?” Gina, the club manager, answered on the first ring, which only made me more concerned because she rarely answered the main line.

“It’s Dante.”

“Shit, sorry. I didn’t mean to bother you earlier, but I couldn’t get through to Ares or Nico.”

“What is it?”

“Some dickhead OD ’ed in the bathroom about an hour ago.”

I grit my teeth in irritation. The nightclub was becoming more of a hassle than it was worth. “What did you do with him?”

“I had two of the guys close it for now, but we have to get him out of here. It’s still early and business is picking up.”

“I’ll send over a crew. Did he have ID on him?”

“Yeah, some douchebag named Tyler Hamlin. Looks like some rich bitch kid from the Hamptons.”

“Great, just what I need right now.”

“I watched the tapes back and found his friends. Sent some of the girls over to keep them entertained. When someone asked another where he went, Mandy told them she saw him leaving with a girl. They were too drunk to care.”

Gina had been a loyal employee for as long as I’ve known her. Her father worked for my family years ago and when she came back from college broke and addicted to Hell Dust, I offered her a job on the condition that she sober up through a treatment program. She did, and other than the occasional set back, she was the best manager we ever had. You couldn’t exactly hire people and train them not to call the cops when people overdosed. It was a learned trait that we valued highly.

“Thanks. I’ll get people out there to clean everything up soon.”

“I appreciate it.”

I hung up the phone and found Nico standing in the doorway.

“Better?”

“No.”

“Sit. We have to go over a few things before you can see her.”
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Chapter Three


Ares





Ihad laid Valentina down on the bed while I prepared a bath for her. For some, it would seem strange to bathe an unconscious woman, but it wasn’t near as strange as some of the shit I’ve done in the past. I ran the water in the oversized tub we had installed for her and stripped out of everything but my boxer briefs. If she woke up, I didn’t want to terrify her completely, but I also didn’t want to get my suit ruined any more than it already was. The water was warm, and the tub was nearly filled, so I went back to get her and lay towels out on the bed for when we were done. 

Her breathing was slow and steady as I carefully removed her thin white nightgown from her body. Holding her to me throughout the ride did nothing but cause my need for her to grow. Even while asleep, her nipples had puckered through the thin cloth while I wiped the blood from her face. For that reason alone, it did not surprise me to find her without a bra. I couldn’t help myself as I ran my hand down her chest and over both of her tight nipples that even now seemed to call for my mouth. The desperate desire to suck them and provide her with pleasure was difficult to ignore. Somnophilia was one kink of mine that she would need to agree to first. Her consent was the only thing that kept me from doing more than just pleasuring her breasts. I slide the small scrap of fabric that covered her mound from her body and threw both it and the blood covered nightie into the trash. Then, careful as ever, I lifted her to me and made my way back into the bathroom.

She was like my little doll that I treasured more than any other toy I owned. Her white skin contrasted with my tan, tattoo-covered body in the most alluring way. I descended the steps into the tub with her in my arms and lowered her into the water. Whatever the asshole had given her was still in full effect because other than goosebumps that covered her skin, there was no physical sign she knew what was going on. I held her in my lap with one arm under her neck as I let the water warm her body. After a few minutes, I reached for soap and began cleaning the blood and dirt from her. When I had first gotten my hands on the blueprints of the Romano Estate, I assumed the cell in the basement was for business, similar to our own. However, with more digging, bribes, and pay offs, I learned that room had a different purpose. It was where they would keep her when she stepped out of line, which seemed to be often if my intel was correct. Nico went into a week-long, rage filled bender when he found out and it had caused us to move up the plans we had to extract her. Anton Tirelli was a good friend who was in a shit situation with the woman he loved. Some assholes were trying to sell her off at the Romano’s auction and resolving the whole mess took longer than Nico would have liked. Longer than any of us would have liked. When it was settled, we made our move. 
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