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      Through violence and sin, he will reign again.

      Dante Damiani. A man whose legacy was violently and ruthlessly ripped away from him as a young boy. Mia Leonetti, the woman whose life is not her own.

      As a prominent Chicago lawyer, Dante spends his days defending clients whether they’re guilty or not. He’s made billions doing it, all in an effort to take back his rightful place at the head of his slain father’s mafia empire. By any means necessary.

      But what he didn’t count on was his feelings for Mia, the daughter of his biggest enemy.

      Mia has spent her life catering to the whims of her tyrannical father. But one night changes her life forever when she escapes his clutches, only to trade one prison for another.

      Dante and Mia’s worlds collide and sparks fly. But will their love be able to survive the war raging between them?

      Cunning Heir is the thrilling first book in the Damiani Crime Family dark romance series.

      CW/TW-Please visit www.stacykristenauthor.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This is dedicated to my husband.

        Thanks for everything babe.
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      Content/Trigger Warnings:

      
        
        Graphic sexual descriptions, elements of BDSM, mention of an eating disorder, blood, general and domestic violence, and torture.
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        Dante

      

      

      “Has the jury reached a verdict?”

      “We have, your Honor. The jury finds the defendant not guilty.”

      Murmurs and gasps ripple through the courtroom.

      “Order!” the judge hollers, banging his gavel.

      The cacophony of noise slowly fades, the courtroom silent as a tomb once more. “This case is adjourned,” the judge declares sternly, banging his gavel one final time. The jurors get up to leave, as do the people in the gallery behind us. My client turns in his seat and smirks at me. The fucking turd just got away with almost killing another kid his age. And it was my doing.

      “Am I free to go?”

      I nod. I can’t wait to rid myself of this spoiled asshole. Gripping the armrests of the chair I’m sitting in, I let out a breath. I just got him a not guilty verdict. Because that’s what I’m paid to do. And this case just netted me millions of dollars. Dirty, tainted millions. All because my client is the son of an Italian Mafia Boss who owns half this city. But I know all their dirty secrets; I’ve been tucking them away for years. There’s no doubt in my mind that I’m going to need the type of information I’ve been hoarding for what I have planned. I’m not above blackmailing the mafia in this city to get what I want. And I always get what I want.

      My client walks out of the courtroom. Guilty as fuck, but free. I’ll take that as a win. Gathering up my papers, I put them into my bag and stand. Buttoning my bespoke navy blue suit coat, I walk out of the courtroom. The win today brought me one step closer to my plan. Now, I just need the final piece of the puzzle.

      Waiting for the elevator, I glance to my left and see the other prosecutor. She looks at me and just shakes her head. What? Can I help it if I’m the best at what I do? Absolutely not. I give her a cheesy smile, then pour salt into the wound. “Better luck next time.”

      “I’m taking the stairs,” she mutters as she walks away.

      Fine by me.

      

      I sit behind the wheel of my black luxury SUV and decompress. Taking a long swig of my water, I loosen my tie. The damn thing feels like a noose around my neck. Which makes me laugh a little bit since my soul is blackened and so is my heart. I’m going straight to the fiery depths of hell. I’ll be forging a path no one can come back from and one that only gets bloodier from here. I’ve come to terms with it. Taking a deep breath, I take another minute to regroup. After a trial like the one I just wrapped up, I need to unwind from being coiled up like a tightly wound spring. And I know just what I need. Tonight, I’m going to my favorite club. The thought makes my black heart skip a beat.
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        * * *

      

      Club Onyx, a sex club catering to rich bastards with certain proclivities, is housed in a historic mansion in the heart of a well-known residential part of the city. The only way a passerby would know it’s a sex club is if they’re already a member of said club. The stately Greek Revival mansion, with tall white pillars and perfectly manicured grounds, sits among other multi-million dollar properties in the neighborhood. It looks like any other historic home. But it’s not. It’s a den of pleasure and sin. I’m quite sure that if its original owners knew what the house was used for these days, they’d roll over in their respective graves. Good thing they’re already dead.

      I stop at the security gate and swipe my membership card, the light flashing green. The gate swings open and I drive to the valet.

      “Evening, sir.”

      “Evening,” I reply, handing my keys of my ridiculously expensive Italian sports car to the valet. “Take care of her.”

      The man smiles slightly. “Will do, sir.”

      I nod and head inside the club, where I’m transported to another dimension. Club Onyx is a place like no other. The second you step foot inside, the place envelops you in its expensive and plush interior, where you’re surrounded by soft, richly colored fabrics, dim lighting, and a thick carpet that your feet sink into. The owners of the club spared no expense. I should know; I co-own the place along with a silent investor. For all intents and purposes, it’s mine.

      I take a seat at the bar and stare at my reflection in the mirrors behind the shelves of liquor. I know that look; it’s one of carnal need. If I don’t let go of some of the pent-up energy that’s been building inside me, I’ll blow my fucking top and that’s the last thing I need. Lucky for me, sex is an easy outlet to channel all the energy I’ve stored up.

      High-end whiskey, neat, is placed before me like clockwork. The staff know who I am and they serve me my drink of choice as soon as they see me. They know my reputation and know better than to fuck with me. Or fuck me over. I demand confidentiality and loyalty, and in return they get paid extremely well. Funny, I never seem to have a problem with my staff.

      I down the entire drink in one go, savoring the burn as it goes down, relishing the warmth that settles into my belly. There’s nothing better than a drink after a long day at the office. Correction: there’s nothing better than liquor and sex. And speaking of sex, I need to find a woman for the night. And I mean all night. I’ll be needing multiple rounds to get rid of all the energy built up inside me. Yes, I could pick any woman who works at the club. They’re always willing because of who I am, but I don’t shit where I eat. Therefore, I need to find a member of the club or a guest to sink my cock into this fine evening. And then do it again. And again. And again. Until I’m almost dead, the angry beast inside me tamed for the time being.

      Walking through various rooms, I watch as a blindfolded woman lays naked on a table, on stage, nipples clamped, her lover pleasuring her orally, while another participant stuffs his giant cock into her mouth as he gently tugs at the nipple clamps. Moans of pleasure filter through the room, the audience clearly aroused by the performance. Quietly stepping out, I head down the long hallway, making my way around the couple against the wall, fucking like rabbits, their heavy panting muted by the soundproof walls. I enter the next room and watch as a man ties up a naked woman, the ropes strategically placed to maximize her pleasure. The woman is gorgeous. And if my memory serves me, she’s not a member of the club. I know who is and isn’t a carefully vetted member of the club. And she’s not one of them. Who is she?

      Curiosity piqued, I watch as her partner continues to loop Shibari rope around her beautiful curves, carefully knotting them. And by the end, when her partner brings her to climax, I’m hard and throbbing. Standing, I adjust my cock and step out. She’s the one I want for the night.

      Looking at her bracelet color (red), it means she’s open to play. All members are required to wear a color-coded bracelet, showcasing their preferences. Other colored bracelets include black, which means they are open to certain play, and white, which means they are just observing.

      Texting the manager on duty tonight, I ask them to approach the woman and ask her to meet me in my private room. I’m in dire need of a good fuck. And the woman I saw earlier fits my needs perfectly.

      

      In my private room, I’m sitting on the edge of the bed that’s clad in red silk sheets, still dressed in my bespoke suit, when she walks in. I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s wearing a tiny pair of red lace panties, and her voluptuous breasts and dark nipples are bared to my voracious gaze. I can still see the marks from the Shibari rope on her beautiful skin. Her gaze never wavers as she gracefully glides towards me, assessing me. Knowing she’s looking for my very own color-coded bracelet, I hold up my arm and shove up my sleeve, showcasing the permanent black tattoo around my left wrist in place of a bracelet. She nods appreciatively, stopping a few feet from me, her eyes never leaving mine. I don’t ask her to get on her knees or look to the floor. I’m not a Dom. From the information that was texted to me, we both just like to play and enjoy ourselves. I do, however, take control to a varying degree during sex. I like my women to be willing participants who give as good as they get. I just don’t get off on the whole Dom/sub relationship. I’ll leave that to others who prefer that dynamic. To each their own.

      “Come here.”

      Her name, I learned, is Julia. She stops in front of me, and I sweep my gaze over her appreciatively. She has long black hair and is average height, but there’s nothing ordinary about her. From the top of head to the bottom of her toes, her curves are made for pleasure. She’s got a dip at her waist, gently flared hips, and soft thighs. And her tits, my God, they’re full, yet firm. Just seeing them has me salivating for a taste.

      I get to my feet.

      She gives me a small smile as she assesses me. She likes what she sees.

      “Hard limits?” I ask, even though I already read her file while I waited. She takes the last couple of steps, stopping in front of me.

      “No humiliation, no sadism, no piss play. Spanking is okay. My safe word is purple.”

      I nod, then pull her into my arms, sealing my lips to hers. She’s responsive, practically vibrating in my arms. I deepen the kiss and skim my hands over her hips, to the globes of her firm ass cheeks, giving them a squeeze. In response, she pushes at my jacket until it hits the floor. I begin to use my tongue and fuck her mouth, like I’m going to fuck her pussy. I hear her moan, and my cock throbs. Breaking the kiss, I nudge her towards the bed.

      “Lose the panties. Get on the bed.” She does exactly what I say. “Now spread your legs and play with yourself.”

      Watching her play with her already juicy pussy, I quickly unbutton my dress shirt, letting it flutter to the floor, joining my suit coat. Dropping my hands to the button on my pants, I rid myself of them, along with my boxer briefs. My cock slaps my abs. It’s thick and long, the head swollen and angry looking, and I’m leaking precum liberally. I need inside her hot little pussy.

      “My turn,” I growl, removing her fingers from her pussy. They’re glossy from her arousal, and I can’t resist, sucking them into my mouth. Fuck, she tastes good. Musky, yet sweet.

      I tease those sweet nipples of hers. Taking one into my mouth, I suck and lick them until they’re hard peaks. Then, I grip her ass and tilt her hips, making it easy for me to feast on her hot pussy. Spreading her legs as wide as they can go (I’ve never been labeled a small man), I lower my face between her legs and lick her pussy, relishing the taste of her arousal. I eat her pussy and play with her clit until she’s whimpering, my balls about to explode. She’s close to climax. And I want her to get off before I do. Sucking her clit into my mouth, I nip it at the same time I plunge my fingers into her willing body, curling my fingers. Finding her magic spot, I rub it and it takes all of two point five seconds until she’s screaming out her climax, her legs trembling as her cum coats my chin and my fingers. Damn, she tastes good. But we’re not done. Not by a long shot.

      Getting to my knees, I pick her up by her hips and put her on her knees, facing her away from me. Nudging her legs apart, I line up my sheathed cock, which is hard as nails by this point. Plunging into her waiting depths, she’s so wet I slide smoothly inside. I sink deep, a groan wrenched from deep within my chest. Taking a minute, I savor the feel of her tight pussy.

      “Mmmm,” I growl. Fuck, she feels good. Time to move.

      Pulling almost all the way out, I plunge back inside, over and over again, my cock bottoming out each time, the head getting the stimulation it needs. I keep up a frenetic pace, yet seek out her puffy little pink clit. Finding the pulsing little nub, I rub it, and I’m instantly rewarded by the fluttering of her pussy around my cock. She just needs a little bit more. To push her over the edge, I pinch her clit between my fingers and she comes, her pussy almost strangling my cock. Fuck, she feels good. I’m loving the feel of my cock inside her, and I have to fight not to come.

      I let her ride out her second orgasm.

      She’s still dazed from her climax, when I grip the firm globes of her ass, giving each one a quick slap. Seeing her shudder from the pleasure is all I need. Lining up my throbbing, aching cock, I plunge back inside. When her pussy grips my shaft, I slap her ass again, eliciting another moan from deep with her. It’s not going to take much more before I come. Pumping a few more times, I grip her hips and she clamps down on my cock again, and I climax so hard that my vision blurs. Breathing heavily, I pull out. If I get my way (and I always get my way), that won’t be the last time she comes tonight.
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        * * *

      

      A couple of hours later, after sleeping off the effects of my first climax of the night, I wake up erect and wanting more. The woman beside me is resting, her bare chest rising and falling with each breath she takes. Laying a hand on her hip, I gently pull her towards me, her back to my front. She stirs, looking at me over her shoulder.

      “Again?” she murmurs sleepily.

      “Yes.” In response, she rubs the tight globes of her bare ass against my hard cock in invitation. My cock, which just so happens to have swollen to epic proportions and is dripping precum from the tip like a sieve, is ready to sink into her willing body once more. Grabbing protection, I suit up.

      Grasping her hip, I nudge a leg forward, opening her to me. Lining myself up, I shove my thick cock all the way inside, to the hilt. I’m so deep, she shudders from being so full.

      “Touch yourself,” I growl, pistoning my hips, repeatedly burying my fat cock as far as I can go inside her. Quickly, she climaxes and her pussy strangles my cock, setting off my orgasm. It rushes over me and I come. Hard. I pump until I’m wrung dry.

      “Fuck, Julia…” is all I manage to get out. It’s hard to be articulate when you’ve just come so hard, you feel like your brain just exploded in the process.

      “Same,” she whispers.

      I never told her my name. When I’m at the club, I like to be as anonymous as possible. Although, certain people may know me by reputation alone. I can’t change that. My name precedes me.

      Rolling to my back, I slip from her now sloppy pussy. Fuck, I needed this.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        New York City

        Dante, Five Years Old

      

      

      “Run Dante, Run!” my mother, Francesca, screams at me, tightly gripping my hand, as bullets pepper the ground around us.

      “Mommy!” I wail, running as fast as my five-year-old legs can carry me. “What…” I scream at her, terrified, tears running down my face as we pound the pavement of our driveway.

      We continue to run, but I fall down, scraping my knees. I cry as I try to pick myself up, but I’m not fast enough. Instead, Mommy scoops me up in her arms and keeps running, straight through the gate of our home to the street in front of it.

      “Mommy, where are we going?” I ask, my voice trembling, my hands gripping the lapels of her jacket, as we run through the open gate.

      “Away from here, as far as possible!” she husks out, her breath slightly shaky from running and carrying a five-year-old child.

      “But what about Daddy?” I ask, burying my face into her neck.

      She doesn’t answer, just picks up speed until she suddenly stops, a taxi at the curb.

      “Get in!” she yells, dropping me to my feet as she wrenches the door open.

      I scramble onto the seat and scoot over, making room for her. She jumps in, slamming the door shut.

      “Drive!” she commands the taxi driver.

      “Where to, ma’am?”

      “I don’t care. Just get us out of here.”

      He nods vigorously, stepping on the gas, zooming us away from the carnage.

      Mommy doesn’t say anything, she just keeps looking behind us, making sure of what, I do not know.

      “Mommy, what’s wrong?”

      She turns back around and brings me closer to her, putting her arm around my slumped shoulders. “Listen, baby, we’re never going back there. Your father is a liar, a cheat, and a thief. Not to mention…” she trails off, tears running down her cheeks.

      “It’s okay, Mommy.”

      She struggles, but scrapes together a small smile for just me. “It will be soon, son.”

      “Where are we going?”

      She looks down at me as she wipes her tears away. “Chicago, Dante. We’re going to Chicago.”

      

      
        
        Present Day

        Chicago

      

      

      The dream is so vivid this time, it wakes me up and leaves me clammy, cold, and sweating. Fuck. Not this again. Looking at the gorgeous woman next to me, I’d love nothing more than to sink deep into her willing body again, but I need to get out of here. Carefully and quietly as possible, I get dressed and head back to my mansion, leaving her behind.
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        Chicago

        Mia

      

      

      I look up at the beautiful, but cold blue sky, clouds dotting the landscape. I’m back in Chicago, but not by choice. I was barely able to convince my father to let me go to college after boarding school. But before I could even finish my degree, he forced me to come home. Home. What a farce. He didn’t even tell me why I had to come back. I just assume he has plans for me. I shudder at the thought.

      I’m twenty-years old. I shouldn’t be living at home. But what my father wants, my father gets. No ifs, ands, or buts. Because if you don’t do what he wants, he’ll make you pay. Either with your body or your life. This includes me, his only daughter. Sighing, I get into the car with one of my father’s men. I don’t know who he is and I don’t care. They’re all alike. They’re loyal to my father, the head of one of the biggest Italian Mafia entities in Chicago. As we drive out of the city, I stare out the window as the buildings zip by, worried what my father has planned. I just want a normal life. I want to continue my education and get a real job—just like everyone else. Sadly, though, I’m not like everyone else. I’m the only child of Roberto Leonetti, mafia royalty in the city of Chicago. No one defies him.
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        * * *

      

      “Mia, get your ass in here!” my father hollers, his voice echoing off the walls of our family’s mansion. My father is a cold-hearted bastard. He’s been like this for as long as I can remember. My mother died just after I was born, gunned down in cold blood. Or so my father says. I wouldn’t know one way or the other—I was just a baby at the time. His cold-hearted ways are all I’ve ever known.

      Shuffling into my father’s hideously lavish (read: ugly) office, I keep my head down. I could anger him by just looking at him wrong. Or if I sit wrong. Hell, at this point, just breathing in his general direction could anger him. And I sincerely don’t want that, as I know what happens when he gets angry—he uses me as his personal punching bag. I’ve only been back a week and he’s already used his fists on me twice. I never know what I’ve done, all I know is that he hates me. And that’s enough to beat the living shit out of me whenever he wants. You see, the thing about my father is that he expects total respect, even if he doesn’t offer it to anyone else. That’s how much of a psycho, pompous, arrogant windbag he really is.

      “Take a seat,” he says, gesturing towards the chair closest to the door.

      I sit, keeping my legs crossed and my hands folded demurely in my lap, thanks to the years of boarding school he paid for. I look at him out of a false sense of respect, careful not to flip his psycho switch.

      My father starts to speak and I listen half-heartedly. I try to focus, but my father’s voice is scratchy and grates on my nerves. I just want to leave. I absolutely loathe my father and being in his company. Shifting slightly, I try to settle into a more comfortable position. If one could call the chairs in my father’s office comfortable. They’re covered in itchy tweed fabric and horrendously ugly. They’re the most uncomfortable chairs I’ve ever sat in. And coming from sitting in a boarding school desk and chairs, that’s saying something. He probably has uncomfortable chairs so people don’t stay long.

      “You are to be married.”

      WTF?!

      Hiding the anger I feel inside, I carefully keep a blank expression on my face, but it’s damn hard to do when he’s sold me off like a piece of livestock. How could he do this? I’m human, not chattel to be bought and sold on a whim. But he doesn’t give a damn. He never has and never will. He’s been nothing but cruel to me my entire life. I’ve always suspected that he’s hated me ever since the day I was born since his only child was born female, not male like he wanted. I’ve always been a means to an end.

      I look at him and soften my gaze, hoping it’s enough to mask the anger, the frustration, and the hatred I feel inside. I don’t want to endure another round of his fists.

      Tempering my anger, I take a deep breath. “Yes, father.”

      “You are to be married to Giuseppe Vincenzo. You will do as I say. Then once you are married to Giuseppe, you will do as he says. Understand?”

      Apparently, I’ve slid back in time to when women had no rights.

      “Yes, father,” I say, trying like hell to keep the frustration out of my voice. I’m so angry. It’s useless to argue with him. I need to get out of here before he sees, but I can’t leave until he dismisses me.

      “The wedding planning will be taken care of. All that is required of you is to show up. You will pick a dress. And if you do not pick an appropriate dress, I will pick one for you. Choose wisely.”

      I nod, acknowledging that my life as I know it, is over. I have to devise a plan to get the fuck out of here before my father ties me to the sleazeball Giuseppe.

      My father looks me over and lifts his chin. “Dismissed,” he growls, going back to whatever he was doing before I was summoned into his office. Like he can’t stand the sight of me.

      “Yes, sir,” I state, gingerly getting to my feet. My arm and shoulder are still bruised and sore from the last beating he gave me for no other reason than that I exist. My father is evil. Plain and simple. Thank God I’m not like him.

      Walking out of his office, I catch the eye of my father’s right hand man, and he quickly looks away. He’s loyal to my father and he’ll be of no help when I try to escape the prison my father calls a mansion. I have to hold back my tears. I’ve never gotten a say in what I do with my life. And that tradition continues today.

      As soon as I’m down the hall, the tears begin to fall. I know my father is cruel. This is one of the cruelest things he could have done and he did it—he’s making me marry a man I don’t even know. A cruel man. A monster. A man that allegedly killed his last fiancée (she turned up dead). He's dangerous. I believe every single word they say about him, because the one time I met him, he gave me the absolute creeps. I could tell by the evil glint in his eyes that he’s a sick fuck that gets off on hurting others. Especially women. I can’t marry someone like that. Correction: I won’t marry someone like that. I’ll die before I do. I have to get away from this place.
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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