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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. And because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job, and a family
I love spending time with, at this time, I’m afraid it would be
very hard for me to maintain a multitude of social media sites.
However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social
media coordinates:

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For Kam –

Because I never would
have written this Next
Generation series without you (like most of the series I’ve
written)…LOL!







 Storyline Notes:

 


Dear Reader…because a
next generation storyline had never been planned for this series, I
had given the Benetti Crime Family a boatload of offspring, never
imagining that I’d be writing
their stories one day. However, like most of my book series, you
have my beta to thank for all the additional stories that have come
your way (and will probably continue to come your way).

 


So, because there are
so many characters to this family, I have put together a family lineage breakdown of who
married who and which children belong to which couple. If you are
new to this series and have not read the parental series, that’s
okay. You do not need to read The Holy Trinity Series or The Holy
Trinity Duet to read this series. However, it does help the story
flow better if you are familiar with the parental characters, as
well.

 


The following is the
breakdown of the entire series’ first and second generations.

 


 


The
Benetti Family
Lineage

Luca
Benetti – Oldest

Salvatore Benetti – Middle

Leonardo Benetti
– Youngest

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 1) – The Holy
Ghost

Phoenix Fiore m. Francesca Mancini, and had:

Vincent (27), Luca Saveria (25), Dante (24)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 2) – The Son

Ciro Mancini m. Roberta Regal, and had:

Mattia (26), Camilla (25), Bianca (23), Georgia (21),
Massimo (19)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 3) – The Father

Luca Benetti m. Remy Christian, and had:

Francisco (25), Cira (24), Angelo (22), Emilio
(21)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 4) – The
Redemption

Nico Rossi m. Mia Gallo, and had:

Niro (11), Luna (9)

 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 1) – The Bishop

Leonardo Benetti m. Sienna Conti, and had:

Malia (21), Matteo (19), Daniel (18)

 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 2) – The Cardinal

Salvatore Benetti m. Blake Turner, and had:

Salvatore Jr. (25), Christos (19), Antonio (18)

 


THT Next Generation (Standalone) – The Vatican

Francisco Phoenix Benetti (Underboss) m. Luca Saveria
Fiore (Security)

 


THT Next Generation (Book 1) – Vincent &
Cira

Vincent Fiore – works for Salvatore as
second-in-command

Cira Benetti – works for Ciro in chemical
engineering

 


THT Next Generation (Book 2) – Sal Jr. &
Camilla

Salvatore Benetti Jr. – works for Salvatore in
technology

Camilla Mancini – works for Leonardo in
accounting

 


THT Next Generation (Book 3) – Emilio &
Bianca

Emilio Benetti – works for Salvatore/Ciro in
computers/information

Bianca Mancini – works for Phoenix as an assassin

 


THT Next Generation (Book 4) – Angelo &
Georgia

Angelo Benetti – works for Leonardo in computers

Georgia Mancini – works for Leonardo in finance

 


THT Next Generation (Book 5) – Dante & Malia

Dante Fiore – works for Ciro as his protégé

Malia Benetti – works for Remy in a nonprofit for
kids

 


THT Next Generation (Book 6) – Mattia & Remo

Mattia Mancini – works for Phoenix as his protégé

Remo Vitale – works as a soldier for the
organization

 


Additional Storyline Notes:

 


While the following characters are mentioned in the
Next Generation Series, they do not have stories of their own.
Their roles have them in college and working towards becoming
doctors and lawyers for the organization. However, because they are
a part of the family, I included their names and future roles
within the organization.

 


Massimo Mancini – in college; lawyer, but will work
for Phoenix

Christos Benetti – in college; lawyer

Antonio Benetti – in college; doctor

Daniel Benetti – in college; doctor

Matteo Benetti – in college; lawyer

 


 


Family Buildings

 


Benetti House

Uninhabited – official meetings only

 


Kratos

Luca & Remy Benetti – top floor

Ciro & Roberta Mancini – second floor

Phoenix & Francesca Fiore – second floor

 


Benetti Condominium Building #1

Leonardo & Sienna Benetti

 


Benetti Condominium Building #2

Salvatore & Blake Benetti

 


Benetti Condominium Building #3

Francisco & Luca Saveria Benetti

 


Benetti Apartment Building #1
(1st,
2nd,
3rd,
4th floor)

Family – Angelo – Mattia – Dante – Ria

Guards – Diego – Rocco – Benito – Mica

 


Benetti Apartment Building #2
(1st,
2nd,
3rd,
4th floor)

Family – Sal Jr. – Georgia – Emilio – Cira

Guards – Bruno – Raul – Lazaro – Elias

 


Benetti Apartment Building #3
(1st,
2nd,
3rd,
4th floor)

Family – Vincent – Bianca – Malia – Camilla

Guards – Aldo – Maximo – Aurelio – Favio


Prologue

 I wasn’t sure why I was here.

Maybe
it was because I was the
oldest. Maybe it was because I’d found the body. Or could be that
it was because I’d been shot at, coming a hair’s breadth to being
the second body presented to my family. Whatever the reason, I
stood quietly in the corner as the table of seven discussed what to
do next.

Glancing around, as far
as I knew, I’ve been the only other person ever allowed in this
room with the seven others: six men and one woman. And truth be
told, it wasn’t anything I was ever bothered by. In fact, I didn’t
mind it at all.

“While I still take it as
a personal affront that Renato is dead, it’s the stamp of
responsibility carved into his chest that I’m taking particular
issue with,” Uncle Luca said.

At the head of
the table, sat Luca Benetti,
the Mob Boss of the Benetti Crime Family. On one side of the table
sat Francisco Benetti, heir to the Benetti Family; Ciro Mancini,
their number one enforcer; and Phoenix Fiore, their number one hit
man who also happened to be my father.

On the other
side of the table, sat Saveria
Fiore-Benetti, Francisco Benetti’s wife and my sister; Salvatore
Benetti, the middle Benetti brother and the Benetti Underboss; and
Leonardo Benetti, the youngest Benetti brother and the Benetti
Crime Family manager.

“There’s only
one reason someone leaves a
signature,” Uncle Salvatore remarked.

Francisco
nodded his head. “They’re trying to make a statement.”

“So, we let them
know we heard them,” Saveria said.

Francisco shot
her a look. “You’re pregnant, Luca,” he reminded her. “You’re not going to be letting anyone
know anything.” My sister, Saveria, was named after Luca Benetti.
Her full name was Luca Saveria Fiore-Benetti, but most of us just
called her Ria. She was only Luca when shit was serious.

“She’s right,
though,” my dad said. “We have to move on this.”

Uncle
Luca didn’t say anything for a long
time. When he finally did, it was to call me over to the table.
“Vincent, would you please join us.” It wasn’t a question, so I
walked over and took the only seat available, the one opposite
Uncle Luca. “In your opinion, is there any chance that they didn’t
know who they were shooting at? Who they killed?”

I shook
my head. “No,” I answered. “I heard
someone accuse the shooter of shooting a Benetti and the shooter
said he knew exactly who we were.” I shrugged. “I think the only
reason they stopped shooting was because someone stepped in.” By
the time we had understood what was happening and rushed towards
the flying bullets, the shooter-or shooters-had scattered in the
wind. And after finding Renato’s body, we had to make him the
priority, though it’d been too late for him.

Uncle
Luca was quiet, digesting my
confirmation. It wasn’t that he wasn’t going to seek revenge, we
all knew he would. He was brutal like that. We were just waiting
for him to open the floor for ideas.

However, that wasn’t what
happened.

His
black gaze ran over the faces of
everyone present before resting on the face of his son. Looking at
Francisco, he said, “I think this is the perfect opportunity for
you to show us what you guys are made of, Francisco. I think this
is the perfect opportunity for the next generation of Benettis to
show us what you all are made
of.”

My heart thumped in
my chest.

This was it.

This was our
time to prove what we were made of, to prove what we were capable of.

“I think
you’re right,” Francisco
replied easily and confidently.

“Not without me,”
Saveria injected.

Though
Saveria had the most power at this
table, Francisco was still her husband and he was quick to remind
her of that, regardless of their audience. “Over my dead
body.”

Uncle Ciro chuckled. “You
guys can argue about it later. Right now, we need to inform the
troops of what’s going on.”

The troops.

All of
us third-generation
Benettis.

“Then it’s
settled,” Uncle Luca
announced. “With the exception of the Benettis still in school, the
rest are being called into action.”

With everyone
in agreement that meant we
were going to war.

A war I
knew we were going to win.


Chapter 1

 Vincent~

I barely cleared the
doorway as Ria almost shoulder checked me on her
way through. The evil-eye she
shot my way made me chuckle, but I quickly covered it with a fake
cough, lest my sister stab me in the neck. Never one to shy away
from confrontation, I couldn’t imagine what she was like now that
she was pregnant. Where most women felt emotional sensitivity while
pregnant, Ria probably felt bloody rage on a daily
basis.

God help
Francisco.

Walking into
the office, I made sure to
shut the door behind me, but it remained unlocked. I wasn’t exactly
here to trade government secrets.

Making myself
comfortable in one of the
plush chairs centered in front of the Parnian desk, I asked, “So,
how’s my sister taking all this?”

Francisco flipped me off
from behind his desk. “Exactly the way I had expected,” he replied.
“Murderously.”

I
grinned. “Sleeping with one
eye open these days?”

Francisco
scoffed seriously. “You’re
assuming I’m sleeping.”

“Oh, c’mon,” I
chuckled softly. “Deep down, Ria knows it’s the right decision. She’s carrying the next
Benetti heir. She knows nothing can happen to her.”

Francisco’s
black eyes regarded me. “Even
if she wasn’t carrying the next Benetti heir, she’s my wife,” he
replied. “Over my dead body, will I ever let anything happen to
her. It’s no secret that I can’t live without your sister.”
Francisco’s been in love with Ria since before he even had one hair
spring up on his balls and we all knew it. I didn’t doubt his words
one bit.

“Unfortunately, we both know that if she wasn’t pregnant, she’d be strapped from head to
toe with every gun she owned raiding the streets like a lunatic.”
Ria was-yeah, unfortunately-fearless. Francisco had a scar that
lined his jaw as proof of that.

Francisco ran
his hands through his black hair. “Your sister’s going to be the death of me,” he
muttered, and I couldn’t necessarily disagree with the
man.

“Just
remind her that even if she weren’t
pregnant, her specialty is security,” I said. “She works for Sal
and she’d be behind the scenes anyway.”

“I
did,” he replied, surprising me. “She
just delivered all the surveillance from the four surrounding
blocks of where Renato was gunned down.” He nodded towards the door
to his office. “That’s what she was doing in here. So, when I
mentioned that surveillance would be what she’d be doing anyways,
had she not been pregnant, she flipped me off and stormed out,
nearly knocking you down in the process.”

I laughed. “God, I
don’t envy you.”

Francisco shook his head.
“Your sister is something else.” He let out a deep sigh. “She
really fucking is.”

And that was my
opening. “Speaking of sisters…”

Francisco’s back
straightened. “Christ, what has Cira done now?”

“Relax,” I told him. “I
think now that Ria’s pregnant, her plans to overthrow you have been
put to rest.” Cira was the only Benetti daughter and not even a
full year younger than Francisco. For years, the girl had been
trying to plan a revolt to take over the Underboss position, but
luckily, she lacked an actual plan that could work.

Francisco
sunk back into his chair
comfortably. “Okay, so then what did you want to talk
about?”

I leaned
forward in my chair, time to
talk business. “Do you really think she’s up for this,
Francisco?”

His brows
rose high.
“Seriously?”

I nodded.
“I know she’s a Benetti,” I
started. “And I know she can defend herself if needed. However,
while the others still spend at least three days a week at the
firing range or in combat training, when was the last time you
heard of Cira choosing to train over a spa day?” Francisco grimaced
a bit. “She’s spoiled, Francisco, and you know it. Even Georgia and
Malia train harder than she does.”

Francisco
let out a huff. “Malia’s got
Dante training her to be a mercenary,” he remarked, that one
sentence explanation enough for Malia.

“And Georgia?”

“Ciro
Mancini is her father,” he pointed
out. “Need I say more?”

I leaned back
in my chair. “C’mon,
Francisco,” I drawled out. “You know what I mean.”

He
didn’t say anything for a long
moment. When he finally spoke, it was to ask, “So, not only did I
have the privilege of telling my wife she had to stay on the
sidelines, but you also want me to tell my sister the same
thing?”

“No matter how
powerful Ria is, Cira is still
the only
Benetti daughter to your father,” I
reminded him. “What happens if she gets killed playing warrior?” I
could see Francisco dissecting my words. “While I have every faith
that we can do this, do you really want our fathers stepping in
because something happened to Cira? Are you willing to wager your
reign on your sister? Because if she gets herself killed, if
anything happens to her, they will never hand over the organization
to us. You know it and I know it.”

His black eyes
narrowed in thought. “Cira’s been trained-”

“She’s been
trained to defend herself, Francisco,” I interrupted. “But Cira has
never shown one ounce of interest in the hard stuff. Where everyone
else has been training to do anything necessary to maintain control
of these streets, Cira’s been wasting time trying to push you from
your inherited spot. And she was so bad at it that no one took her
seriously, might I remind you.” I cocked my head at his silence. I
knew he was assessing everything I was saying. Francisco was a lot
like Uncle Luca in that way.

Finally, he said, “I
can’t just push her out, Vincent.”

“If we had to
be paired up for this
assignment, would you pick her?”

He arched a
brow. “I’d pick Ria and you
know it.”

“But
since Ria’s isn’t an option,
who would you pick next?”

“You,” he said
easily.

This
time, I arched a brow. “Is
Cira in your top five picks?” Francisco let out a deep breath and
that’s when I knew I’d made my point.

“So, then what
do you suggest I
do?”

“Same
as Ria,” I said. “Cira works in the
chemical engineering section of Uncle Ciro’s little house of
horrors. Convince her that her skills are best served behind the
scenes.”

“She’s
going to lose her shit when I
tell her,” he replied. “You know that, right?”

“She won’t be
dead with the wrath of our fathers coming down on our heads,
though.”

“There is
that,” he agreed.

 


*****

 


Cira~

I was staring at my brother, not quite believing
what he was telling me.

No way was he saying this
shit to me.

No fucking way.

“Excuse me?”

“I’m talking
with everyone, Cira,” Francisco claimed. “I need to know
where everyone is with this.
Roles need to be defined, so there’s no chaos.”

“Do you
honestly expect me to just sit
back and play with my chemistry sets while all you men go off to
war?” Francisco shot me a look that would level most people, but I
wasn’t most people. I was Cira fucking Benetti.

“Do
not turn this into some sexist
cause, Cira,” he snapped. “The men are not going off into battle
while the women stay back and tend to the kids and knit and shit.
You know better than that.”

“So, then if
the girls are fighting, why
are you suggesting I hang back?”

“You act as if
you’re the only one who’ll be out of the line of fire,” he replied. “Ria’s working security, and
Camilla and Georgia will be dealing with the procurement of the
things we’ll need.”

“Ria’s
pregnant and that’s the only reason
she’s playing it safe,” I pointed out.

“Camilla and
Georgia aren’t,” he returned.

“But Malia’s
going, right?” I asked. “She
works for Mom’s non-profit, but everyone knows she’s not going to
be hanging back.” Our cousin, Malia, was the one person who was
most separated from the family business though she was a Benetti,
through and through.

“That’s
because Dante’s been training her for years for something like this, Cira, and you know it,”
he shot back. It was the family’s worst kept secret that Dante
Fiore was out-of-his-psychotic-little-mind in love with Malia
Benetti. The second worst family secret was that Malia was just as
in love with Dante as he was with her.

“Oh, so
because I don’t have a psychopath in love with me, I don’t make the cut?” And I wasn’t being
bitchy, honest. Dante Fiore had started showing signs of some
serious dark psychopathy at an early age. The kid was scary as fuck
and it still amazed a lot of us how he had fallen for Malia out of
all the females he could have fallen for.

“Everyone has their roles,
Cira,” Francisco replied.

“I know that,
Francisco,” I snapped. “I’m
not stupid.”

While the
younger kids, Massimo,
Christos, Antonio, Daniel, and Matteo were all in college getting a
higher education, the rest of us already worked for the
organization. With the exception of Massimo who was going to end up
working for Uncle Phoenix along with being a lawyer, the other boys
were working towards their law or medical degrees. When it had been
announced that we were going to war, it had been decided that they
younger kids would continue their educations. Still, more guards
had been sent to their schools as a precaution.

As
for the rest of us, Francisco
was the Underboss and answered only to Dad. Ria, Vincent, and Sal
Jr. all worked for Uncle Sal. Dante, Emilio, and I all worked for
Uncle Ciro. Camilla, Angelo, and Georgia all worked for Uncle Leo.
Bianca and Mattia worked for Uncle Phoenix. And Malia worked for
Mom with her non-profit for underprivileged kids.

Everyone was
good at what they did, and while I believed I could be every bit
the Underboss my brother was,
I was still good at what I did. Me and Mia Rossi created incredible
compounds for Uncle Ciro and Uncle Sal. I wasn’t intimidated by my
brother.

Not
one bit.

If there was
anyone who we couldn’t measure up to, it was Ria. As the only
Benetti daughter, it was a
bitter pill to swallow sometimes knowing that she was allowed to
sit at the head table with the men. However, I also couldn’t deny
that she deserved it. Ria was a lethal combination of Dad, Uncle
Ciro, and Uncle Phoenix, and if she’d been born a Benetti, she
would have Francisco’s spot as Underboss.

“Let
me ask you this, Cira,” Francisco
went on. “When was the last time you’ve been to the
range?”

My back straightened, the
chair shifting under my weight. “What does that matter?”

“Answer the fucking
question,” he snapped.

Resentment
caused me to bristle a bit.
“Like, I don’t know…six months ago.” There was no point in lying.
Our gun range kept meticulous records of our training
sessions.

“And the last time
you trained in combat fighting?”

“About four
months ago,” I bit out, hating where he was trying to go with this.

“And you
think you’re ready to run the
streets with us?” he asked from behind his huge desk, looking every
bit like our father.

“Fran-”

“Everyone,
including Malia, hits the
range and does combat training three times a week, if not more,
Cira,” he said, stomping all over my words. “While you’re off
shopping and getting manicures and pedicures, everyone else is
working to stay on their marks. Newsflash, Cira; you’re the only
one in the family who gives a fuck if her hair and nails are
done.”

Anger
had me rising from my seat.
“Fuck you, Francisco.”

He
stood up behind his desk, as
well. “If you think I’m going to stand for your shit just because
you’re my sister, you’re wrong, Cira,” he snarled down at me. “I’m
leading this charge and I’m leading it like a Benetti. Not like
your big brother.”

I lifted my
chin. “I’ll just tell
Dad-”

Francisco
laughed darkly. “And that’s why you’re staying behind,” he said.
“The sheer fact that you want to run to Dad with this shit
like the spoiled little brat that we,
unfortunately, raised you to be is proof enough that you’re not
ready for this.”

“Because I’m refusing to
take this shit lying down?!” I cried.

He slammed his
fist on the desk. “No!” he roared. “Because if you can’t see past
your own inflated ego to
follow instructions that are for the betterment of what we’re
trying to do here, then you’re nothing but a danger to yourself and
everyone else!” Francisco’s black eyes were shooting fire. “I will
not have someone killed on my fucking watch because you feel like
you have something to prove!”

“That’s not
fair!” I yelled, not doing
myself any favors. However, he was wrong about me. I could do
this.

His chin came
up and he straightened to his
full height, every ounce of Benetti blood flowing through his
veins. “It’s a cold world out there, Cira. Deal with
it.”

No longer able
to look at him, I turned and
stormed out of his office. My first instinct was to go to Dad and
tell him what Francisco was doing but Francisco was right. This was
our one shot at proving we could do this. If I went to Dad,
Francisco’s claims of me being a spoiled brat would ring too close
to home. Still, I also couldn’t just stand back and let him push me
out.

So, I went with the
next best thing.

Vincent Fiore.


Chapter 2

 Cira~

The Benetti
buildings where we all lived
at were locked up tighter than Fort Knox. Each building consisted
of four floors and there were two apartments on each floor. Our
guards lived in one and we lived in the apartment across from
them.

When Mom had
designed the buildings, it had
been with the understanding that the males in the family would
always occupy the first floor. If anyone were stupid enough to
attack us, they’d have to get through a Benetti male before
reaching any of the females in the family. No matter how capable
the women in our family were, the men were still expected to
protect us at all costs.

There
were three buildings for us kids
where our parents all lived at Kratos. Uncle Sal and Uncle Leo
lived in separate buildings, but my cousins shared the Benetti
buildings like the rest of us kids, except for Francisco and
Ria.

The first
building housed Angelo, Mattia, Dante, and Ria. Even though Ria lived with Francisco now
that they were married, she had kept her top apartment as a second
residence. The second building housed Salvatore Jr., Georgia,
Emilio, and me, the top floor being my apartment. The third
building housed Vincent, Bianca, Malia, and Camilla. Now, normally,
there’d be another male in there, but as the firstborn, everyone
trusted Vincent to look after Bianca, Malia, and Camilla. Besides,
Bianca Mancini was a deadly, little thing, so there was no doubt
she could handle herself. And once the younger boys graduated from
college, another building would go up and some rearranging will be
happening.

So,
making my way to Vincent’s,
the lobby guards automatically recognized me and let me right on
through. I probably should have called first, but I’d been so
pissed off that I hadn’t thought about it. However, I wasn’t
worried Vincent might have a girl with him. Security was so
paramount that we didn’t invite people back to our apartments. To
do so could possibly put the others in danger, so that was a no-no.
If we did invite someone over, it was after an extensive background
check and some serious interviewing.

I
knocked on the door and waited
as my guard, Elias, remained downstairs and chatted it up with one
of the lobby guards. I knocked again, this time, a little bit
harder and it was only about ten seconds later before a shirtless
Vincent Fiore answered the door.

“Took you long
enough,” I huffed as I pushed
my way past the door and into his apartment.

“I was just
getting out of the shower,
Your Grace,” he drawled out as he shut the door behind him.
Vincent’s always called me Your Grace and I knew it was because he
deemed me a spoiled brat, and considering that Ria was his sister,
I was the complete opposite of what he was used to growing up. His
sister and mother were just as tough as the men in our
family.

When I turned
back around to face him, that’s when I noticed his dark brown hair was wet. Even his eyelashes
were still moist, making those eerie, yellow Mancini eyes pop out
more than they already did. Dressed in only a pair of pajama pants,
the man was barefoot.

There was no
doubt that Vincent Fiore was as gorgeous as they came. Six-foot-two of hard, strong muscle, his
dark hair and bright eyes made him resemble a jungle cat, all
sleek, beautiful, and dangerous. Vincent worked for Uncle Sal and
was his second-in-command and you had to be a touch cold in the
conscience department to work for Uncle Sal, I always thought.
Still, as the firstborn, he’s always been the protector and he
could tell you details about all us kids probably more so than our
own parents. Vincent saw everything.

“I need your
help,” I said, getting to the
point of my visit.

“Did you break
a nail? Get dirt on your
Christian Louboutin’s,” he deadpanned like an ass.

“Shows what you know,” I
shot back. “These are Stuart Wietzman’s.”

“I don’t care,
Cira,” he replied. “Just tell me what you’re doing
here.”

I set my
purse down on the couch,
leaned up against the backrest, then told him why I was here. “I
was just at Francisco’s and he basically told me I had to stand
down on this.”

Vincent
crossed his arms over his bare chest, his eyes narrowing a
little. “He said
that?”

“Well, not exactly those
words,” I admitted.

“Well, then
what words did he say, Cira?” he asked, already letting his
irritation with me shine through.

“That he wants
me to stay in the background and concentrate on my job,” I told him. When he didn’t
comment, I said, “Well?”

“Well,
what?”

“I am
not going to stand back, all safe and protected at
home, while you guys all go hunting our enemy,” I spat, shocked
that he appeared to agree with my brother.

“Asking you to
do your job
is not standing back being all safe
and protected at home, Cira,” he replied. “It’s doing your damn
job.”

I straightened
to my full height, which was
nothing compared to Vincent’s, but still. “You can’t seriously
agree with him, Vincent,” I practically cried out.

His
arms dropped to his side and he
finally walked my way. When he was standing only a couple of feet
in front of me, he floored me by saying, “I’m the one who suggested
that you’d serve us best by staying back at the lab.”

I could feel
my eyes rounding. “What?”

His
words were like a razor-sharp
echo of Francisco’s when Vincent asked, “When was the last time you
were at the range? When was the last time you engaged in combat
training?”

“Just because
I’m not training three times a damn week doesn’t mean I don’t know how to shoot a gun or
defend myself,” I spat.

“We
are going to fucking war, Cira,” he
snapped. “We are going after our enemies for revenge. We’re not
going after them to schedule manicures.”

“Fuck you!” I yelled
in his face. “I’m Cira Benetti!”

“And
who’s she?” he fired back. “Tell me
one thing you’ve done, besides ride you brothers’ coattails, to
better this family and prove you have what it takes to do this with
us?”

“I can handle
myself,” I insisted, hurt and angered. I knew Vincent thought I was
spoiled but it never occurred
to me that he thought me completely useless.

“Oh, yeah,” he
taunted. Then stepping closer into my space, he said, “Then prove it.”

“What?”

“Give me all
you’ve got, Your Grace,” he
challenged. “And if you can hang, then I’ll talk to
Francisco.”

My
head reared back. “You want me
to fight
you?”

His
yellow eyes narrowed into hard
slits. “I want you to prove yourself,” he
clarified. “If you can do that, then I’ll talk to your
brother.”

My chin came up.
“And if I lose?”

“Then
Francisco wins.”

 


*****

 


Vincent~

There was no way Cira could win against me, but I
wasn’t about to let her throw a fit until she got her way.
Preserving Cira Benetti was more important than her precious ego
and I silently cursed how Francisco, Angelo, and Emilio had let her
become so damn spoiled.

I
took a step back and spread my
arms out to the side. “Show me what you got, Cira Benetti,” I
challenged.

I
stared at the beautiful,
enraged girl in front of me and I knew I wasn’t going to hurt her.
I’ve sparred with the girls enough times to know how to handle them
with the skill and power to teach rather than harm. And while all
the girls could fight with the best of us, second to Ria, Malia was
the toughest in combat engagement. However, that was because Dante
worked with her tirelessly to make sure she was as formidable as
she could be.

The
second Cira’s right fist came
my way, I blocked it with ease. When her leg came up, I blocked
that with ease. When her left fist came underneath, that one I
actually just swatted away. Every hit and every kick that came my
way was blocked with ease. Every step she made was predictable and
anticipated before she had even made it.

Cira was
giving me her best and her
best sucked for what we were about to do. “You’re good at defending
yourself, Cira,” I said, still blocking her blows. “But you don’t
know how to charge.”

“Eat a dick,”
she grunted, her fists still coming, my body still blocking. And
though impressive, fighting in those goddamn heels of hers was a
disaster waiting to happen.

I gave Cira
another ten minutes of my time
before she looked to start wearing out. And while I wanted to bring
her down a peg, I didn’t want to humiliate her. I just wanted her
to take responsibility for her slack-way of life and let us do what
needed to be done. This wasn’t a game and she needed to understand
that.

“Had enough?”

She
snarled. “Not on your
life.”

“It’s not my
life that’s at risk,” I shot back. “I’m not the one who can’t fight for longer than fifteen
minutes.”

The girl
charged.

Cira came
after me and I would have been
proud had she not been so predictable. Her entire demeanor gave her
away. When I grabbed her, we toppled over the back of the couch and
we landed with a hard thud on the cushions.

The wildcat
was still fighting me, but it
took me less than five seconds to secure her immobile. Panting,
struggling, and fucking pissed, Cira Benetti was shooting fire out
of those blue eyes she had gotten from Aunt Remy and there was no
denying that the pain in the ass was a stunning sight.

Cira
Benetti had her father’s black
hair and her mother’s deep blue eyes, and it was a striking
combination on that doll’s face she had. Cira has always a
beautiful girl, but because she was a girly-girl, her beauty has
always stood out. Where the other girls were happy in ponytails and
sneakers, Cira was always dressed up as if she were going to run
into her worst enemy.

And that was
another thing Cira didn’t make time to consider.
If she were ever captured by
the enemy, they would defile her in ways she couldn’t imagine.
Worse than the others because she was the only Benetti daughter
born of Uncle Luca. They would make a tragic example out of her,
but in Cira’s mind, shit like that didn’t happen because, why would
it? She’s Cira Benetti.

“Get off me,”
she bit out, still struggling
like a rabid raccoon.

“Are you done?
Should I call Francisco?” I
asked, knowing I was going to anyway.

“You bastard,”
she seethed, right before the Universe shifted and the craziest
fucking thing on the planet happened.

At some point
during our struggle, Cira’s
legs had ended up wrapped around my waist, and because she’d been
wearing a fucking skirt to go with those goddamn heels of hers, my
dick was nestled right between her thighs.

Holy
fuck.

And because I
was a red-blooded male who was
dressed in only pajama pants, no less, blood was quickly filling my
dick because it knew it was pressed up against nothing but a pair
of panties.

Cira and
I must have become aware of
our predicament at the exact same time because her blue eyes
widened as I closed my eyes in compete horror and
regret.

I
could not be attracted to Cira fucking
Benetti.

Even though
she was twenty-four to my
twenty-seven and we were only three years apart, I’ve watched this
spoiled jerk grow up. She was supposed to be like a sister to me
and stay that fucking way, but my dick was having a serious
disagreement with my mind right now.

And then Cira
moved.

My
eyes snapped open as Cira’s hips
moved, rubbing herself against my, now, rock-hard cock. Her dark
blue orbs were locked on my amber ones and this was bad.

Really bad.

“Cira-”

With my hands
still trapping her arms, she moved again, and when she let out a
tiny whimper, I jumped off her
and the couch like my ass was on fire. When her eyes shot down
towards my dick, I knew she could make out my aroused size
easily.

“It’s just the
adrenaline from the fighting,” I lied, shifting my eyes because she was still sprawled out
on my couch, her legs wide open, a flash of pink lace fucking me
up. “You need to go, Cira.”

“Vinc-”

“You need to
leave, Cira,” I repeated, my
eyes still averted.

After a
century of agonized time, she finally got off my couch and grabbed
her purse. I thought she was
going to walk out, surely just as embarrassed by all this as I was,
but she didn’t.

Nope.

Cira
slithered up to me, placed her
hand on my hard dick, then said, “I never would have guessed you
were packing such an impressive punch, Vincent Fiore.”

My hand latched onto her
wrist, my eyes boring into hers. “Don’t play with me, little girl,”
I growled. “I’m not into spoiled brats.” I squeezed her wrist for
emphasis before I pulled her hand off my dick.

“Sure could
have fooled me,” she taunted before strutting her smug ass across my living room and out of
my apartment.

As soon
as the door shut behind her, I
let out a deep breath because I was so pissed off that her hand had
felt so good cradling my cock.


Chapter 3

 Vincent~

Normally, I wouldn’t
care why I was being summoned
by Uncle Luca. I never worried about being summoned by any of my
uncles or my father. As second-in-command for Uncle Sal, they were
always calling on me for something or another.

However, this
was the first time I was being summoned by Uncle Luca
after I’ve had my dick in
between his daughter’s thighs, so it gave me some pause.

After
Cira had left my apartment last
night, I had brutalized a bottle of Dalmore single malt and that
had been a first for me. As the oldest, I’ve always been partial to
responsibility. I’ve always been looking out for the little ones,
even though I was only one year older than Mattia. Born first and
being a male, I’ve always leaned more towards making sure I always
had my head on straight. Fucking was the only time I’ve ever
allowed myself to get lost inside something besides being the
firstborn Fiore.

However,
the bottle of Dalmore had done
nothing to make sense of the fucked feeling of confusion that had
plagued me all night. When Cira had walked into my apartment last
night, all I’d seen was Cira Benetti. Nothing more, nothing less.
She had walked into my apartment as the girl I’ve always known;
Cira goddamn Benetti.

So, how in the
fuck did she go from being Cira to a character in my dick’s fantasies? I wasn’t a fucking
fourteen-year-old boy walking around with a perpetual hard-on all
day long. It made no sense that one little shift of her hips and
one tiny whimper from her lips would have me wanting to plow into
her as if she were some random club slut I happened to stumble
upon.

I was
seriously fucked, and I wasn’t
sure what to do about it. I also didn’t have time to dissect all
the ways this could end in disaster as the elevator finally came to
a stop on Uncle Luca’s penthouse floor.

After
acknowledging his two floor
guards, I rang the doorbell and I waited for Uncle Luca to come to
the door. When he finally answered, he just opened the door,
stepped back to let me in, then closed the door behind
us.

When I turned
to face him, he shook my hand, his face giving nothing away, and said, “Follow me to my
office.” I simply nodded, and on the way to his office, Aunt Remy
passed us, smiling. So, surely if this were about rubbing my dick
against their daughter intimacy, they wouldn’t be so friendly,
right?

Reaching Uncle Luca’s
office, the door was wide open, so we walked right on it. Once
inside, Uncle Luca shut the door. “Have a seat,
Vincent.”

I did
as I was told, taking a seat in one
of the leather armchairs positioned in front of his desk. “What can
I help you with?”

Uncle Luca
took a seat behind his desk and he said, “This is about Cira.”

I almost
groaned.

Almost.

“What about
her?”

He let out a deep sigh.
“She came to me this morning with some concerns.”

Oh, fuck.

“Which are?” I
asked, donning my best poker
face.

“I think you
know, son,” he replied, his face still impassive.

Yeah, this wasn’t good. “Are you expecting an apology? To you? To her?”

“No,” he said, surprising
me. “Unfortunately for Cira, I happened to agree with
you.”

What?

“You do?”

“Cira came
running to me this morning to
tell me that Francisco has forbidden her from engaging directly
with what you kids have planned,” he said and the elephant sitting
on my chest immediately disappeared. “She also said that you were
the one who had suggested it to Francisco.” He closed his eyes and
shook his head tiredly. When he opened them again, he said, “When I
pointed out that her running to me to tattle on you boys, expecting
me to intervene, was doing nothing to further her cause, the girl
ranted a bit and had insisted that she was being treated
unfairly.”

I
relaxed in my chair. “Did she
tell you that we sparred at my apartment last night?”

“No, she did not,” he
replied. “She only told me the parts that would favor
her.”

“When she had
insisted that she was ready, I challenged her to a test,” I told
him. “She can defend herself
and she can shoot a gun, but she showed no offensive combat skills
last night. In fact, my apartment didn’t suffer one scratch. Any of
the other girls and my apartment would have been
decimated.”

Though almost
undetectable, Uncle Luca grimaced a bit. “I should have treated her as I did Luca,” he said
regretfully. He never called Ria anything other than
Luca.

“With all due
respect, Uncle Luca, what makes Ria who she is comes from her
heart,” I told him. “Her…aura comes from her soul. Even if you had
treated them the same, I don’t
think Cira could ever be Ria. No one could. Even Francisco doesn’t
measure up to what Ria could be capable of if she ever wanted more
than what life has handed her.”

“I agree,” he
replied. “However, Cira could still have been
treated
less…delicately.”

“Well, since
we don’t have a time machine
we need to deal with the here and now, and the truth is that Cira
is not ready for what we have planned, Uncle Luca. She’s been
content to let us protect her all her life and this is not the
situation for her to cut her teeth on.” He nodded, analyzing my
words, mulling them over, figuring how he was going to handle his
daughter’s defiance.

Finally, he
said, “Because there’s no hint of sibling rivalry with you, I
called you for an honest, non-biased opinion. I did not want to call on Francisco, lest he
think I don’t trust him after handing him this unpleasant business
to take care of.”

“Understood.” This
conversation was to remain between me and Uncle Luca.

“Any suggestions on
Cira?”

“She
needs to give a fuck, Uncle
Luca,” I told him bluntly. “Cira sees herself as Cira Benetti and
nothing more. Somewhere in all this, she’s failed to see that we
are all
family. We might not all be blood,
but we’re a team. She should not have taken such offense to
Francisco asking her to do her part to protect and secure all that
we have.” I shook my head. “For being an actual blood Benetti, Cira
has no idea what it’s like to be a real Benetti.”

“And you think
keeping her from the frontlines will show her what it
means to be one of
us?”

I nodded.
“Just like we’ll be proving to
you guys what we’re all capable of, she’ll finally see it,
too.”

“Very well,”
he replied. “I don’t need the
details but if this gets to the point where you truly believe she
is a danger to herself or one of the others, I need you to let me
know, Vincent. I’m entrusting this to you, understand?”

“Absolutely.”

 


*****

 


Cira~

Dad was no
help, and neither was Mom.
Even Angelo and Emilio had provided no help or insight. Francisco
had been given the reins and no one was willing to shake the
foundation on my behalf and it fucking sucked.

Yeah, so what
if I didn’t train as hard or as often as everyone else? The guys
were acting as if I had no helpful skills outside Uncle Ciro’s
labs and that wasn’t true. I
wasn’t scared to do what was necessary. I was just as committed to
this family as any of them. But because I wore heels, skirts, and
got manicures, I wasn’t capable?

Frustration
had me crashing Mattia’s. Though Ria was the most powerful
shareholder in the company,
Mattia was the second oldest, behind Vincent, and the next logical
person to talk to. However, I hadn’t counted on all her sisters
being over, but no matter. The more girls I could get on my side,
the better.

Now, comfy on
her couch, Mattia and Georgia
sitting down with me while Camilla sat in one of the armchairs and
Bianca sat on the floor, I got to the reason I was here. “The men
in this family are idiots,” I announced to the room.

Bianca
chuckled from her place on the floor. “All of them or…?”

“Francisco, Angelo,
Emilio, and Vincent,” I clarified before they thought I might be
talking about Massimo. Massimo was their little brother, and these
bloodthirsty maniacs were super protective over him. Where Camilla
and Georgia worked for Uncle Leo in accounting and finance, Bianca
and Mattia worked for Uncle Phoenix. And while Bianca was a
vicious, little assassin, Mattia was Uncle Phoenix’s protégé and
would take over his role as The Holy Ghost one day.

“What’d they
do now? Or are you referring
to separate fuck-ups, not a collective one?” Georgia
asked.

“It’s a collective
fuck-up,” I answered.

“So, what’d they
do?” Camilla asked. “And do we need popcorn for this?”

I flipped her
off, but then went about telling them everything that’s
happened since Francisco had
called me to his office yesterday. Of course, I left out the part
about feeling Vincent’s erection between my legs, but I told them
everything else.

After my bold
and stupid move last night, I couldn’t get Vincent
Fiore out of my head. As commanding
and as gorgeous as he’s always been, I’ve always harbored a little
crush on him. But because he always referred to me as Your Grace, I
knew he didn’t see me that way and I had enough self-respect not to
go chasing dick-of
any kind.

However, that way of
thinking had come to a surprising halt when I had felt Vincent
getting hard between my legs last night. I wasn’t a virgin, haven’t
been for a while now, but nothing has ever felt so good as Vincent
Fiore’s body on top of mine, my body rubbing up against his. He had
felt hot, heavy, and large nestled in between my thighs.

Very
large.

When I had damn near
molested the man, my hand had felt small against his heated flesh.
Those pajama pants had done nothing to protect him against my
fingers and I knew-just knew-that had he
shown just one tiny fraction of interest in me, I would have spent
the night with him. However, Vincent kicking me out of his
apartment had been hint enough for me.

Only, now, I
couldn’t unknow what I knew about Vincent and his impressive length.

I
glanced around the room, my
story finished, and it wasn’t quite the reaction I had hoped for.
“What?” The girls all shared a look and my back
straightened.

Bianca’s brow
furrowed a bit. “Cira, you…you do understand what is happening
here, right?”

That took me aback.
“Revenge for Renato.”

This time,
Mattia’s brow furrowed. “And
how do you think that’s accomplished?”

“We go after who
killed him, obviously,” I retorted, feeling on the defensive.

“This isn’t
the Wild West, Cira,” Camilla drawled out. “We don’t take to the streets and start shooting
people.”

“I
know that,” I snapped.

“The
point is to not get dead or end up in
prison while we take our revenge, Cira,” Bianca added. “We have to
plan this shit carefully and that means all of us doing our
part.”

“That’s
easy for you to say,” I bit
out. “You get to shoot people, no questions asked.”

Bianca’s brows
shot up. “Is that all you think I do? Is that really all you think I’m capable of?”

I shrugged.
“Well, you work for Uncle Phoenix, so what else would you do?”

They
all shared a creepy,
yellow-eyed look, as they all had Uncle Ciro’s crazy eyes, before
Mattia said, “Cira, I can’t…necessarily disagree with Francisco on
this. I…I’m not sure you have a full grasp on what’s happening
here.”

I didn’t want
to hear it.

Maybe
that made me the brat Vincent
had accused me of being, but I didn’t want to hear how everyone in
the family thought I was useless. Grabbing my purse off the floor
next to the couch, I stood up, ready to leave.

Mattia stood
up, also. “Oh, c’mon, Cira,”
she said. “Don’t get mad and leave.”

“Sorry,
Matty,” I sneered, “but I’ve
already had my fill of people telling me I’m not good
enough.”

Bianca got to her
feet. “That’s not what we’re suggesting, Cira.”

“My ears seem
to disagree with you, Bianca,”
I shot back, already at the front door.

“Maybe
instead of getting offended,
you put that energy into proving your brother wrong,” Camilla added
and that just pissed me off more.

“I don’t have to
prove myself to Francisco,” I snapped.

“That’s where
you’re wrong,” Georgia
remarked. “And that’s the problem.”

“Because you’re going to
be happy, sitting back, doing nothing?”

A dark brow
arched sharply. “If you knew what I did for Uncle Leo, you’d see
how very wrong you are. But you don’t know because you’ve
never been interested in
knowing.”

I looked at
the girls who were supposed to
be my family. “What is this? Shit on Cira week?”

“This is our
one chance to prove what we can do,” Camilla replied. “We only get one shot at this and we’re
not going to fuck it up because you want to throw a fit,
Cira.”

My hand on the
doorknob, I glanced at all
their faces. “I’m going to prove all you wrong.”

Mattia just smiled.
“I hope you do, Benetti.”

I had no idea
if she was being serious or condescending, but I walked out of her
apartment noticeably feeling
shittier than when I had walked in. I didn’t understand why
everyone was doubting my capabilities but I was going to prove them
all wrong.

Starting
tomorrow.


Chapter 4

 Cira~

We had our own private
shooting range. It was heavily
guarded and protected, and while it didn’t house nearly as many
guns as the armory at Kratos did, there were still hundreds of
weapons to choose from.

The building
looked like an abandoned factory from the outside, but it was insulated like a sonofabitch and it
was huge. Its uniqueness was in that it was more than a firing
range. If you wanted to practice with swords, ninja stars, knives,
whatever, you could. There was also a simulation room that created
scenarios for you to fight your way out of.

This
morning I had gotten dressed
in one of Angelo’s old t-shirts I usually wore when I was lounging
about, a pair of mint green yoga pants, and a pair of sneakers. My
black hair up in a bun, I was ready to get GSR all over my hands
and shove my perfect score down Francisco’s throat.

When I got
here, I signed in, per required, and locked my purse inside my locker. The place came
with a locker room and we each had our own assigned lockers, and
because we sometimes changed in here, it was the only place that
didn’t have cameras. The rest of the place was wired from
corner-to-corner in each room. There were no blind spots
anywhere.

I checked out
three guns: a Smith & Wesson 360 PD Airlite, a Glock G19 FS,
and a Beretta USA PX 4 Storm compact. Uncle Phoenix had once told
me that knowing how to shoot
only one gun did no one any good. You had to be ready to fire
whatever you could get your hands on, so all of us practiced with
different guns.

Instead of
practicing in the open range, I opted for a private room
and as Mario, the guard on shift
today, got my room ready, I geared up with my earmuffs and glasses.
There were vests available and we were encouraged to wear them, but
I knew Ria never wore one and I was trying to prove something here,
as insecure as that might sound.

Walking
into the room, the first thing
I did was check the First-Aid Kit to make sure it was stocked
properly. Then, with my target already positioned, I checked my
guns to make sure they were fire ready.

I wasn’t sure
how long I practiced, but I pushed back that irritating voice that was trying to push its way out
of my subconscious to tell me that I could probably use more
practice. My arms were tiring, and it wasn’t something I wanted to
acknowledge.

I had just set
down the Beretta-just to take
a water break, of course-when the orange buzzer light started going
off. Not sure why my session was being interrupted, I still pulled
down my earmuffs and went to see who was at the door.

Vincent Fiore.

I turned my
back to him and walked back towards the shooting window, not
bothering to ask him what he
was doing here.

“What’s your
target?” he asked, his
earmuffs and safety glasses in place.

I put my
earmuffs back on before
pressing the conveying button to bring up my target sheets. All
shots were centered, but not perfect, and I hated that they
weren’t. While my accuracy was still very good, I didn’t want
Vincent to witness ‘very good’. I wanted nothing short of
perfection in front of this man. I wanted to crush all his doubts
and ‘very good’ was not going to cut it.

He was
examining my target, and when I
couldn’t take the silence any longer, I asked, “What are you doing
here?”

“Since the night
Renato was killed, I’ve been coming by here every day.” Renato was
killed a little over a week ago.

“For what?” I
sneered. “I would hardly think
that you’d need any practice. I thought you and Francisco were
prefect?”

He
replaced my target without even
sparing me a glance. “And how is it you think we stay perfect?” he
replied condescendingly. Or so, it sounded that way to
me.

He
finally looked over at me.
“Let’s see what you got, Your Grace.” He pushed the conveying belt,
but he didn’t stop at the standard distance. He went a few feet
beyond that.

“Quit calling me
that,” I bit out.

“Since you
can’t be the princess, a duchess is the next best thing,” he taunted. “Your dad’s wife was
always going to be the queen and we all knew that Ria was always
destined to be the princess, so that left you as the
duchess.”

“You’re such
an asshole.”

He ignored that.
“Shoot your target, Cira.”

I
turned towards the firing alley, did
my best to tune out the asshole next to me, then fired at my
target. I shot until I emptied the clip, and my arms were beginning
to burn with pride. I should be taking a break right now, but there
was no way I was going to cry uncle with Vincent here.

When I was
done, Vincent pushed on the
conveying button again and brought my target forward. My ‘very
good’ nosedived to ‘good’ and I could feel my teeth grinding
together.

“You’re distracting
me,” I accused lamely.

“Distractions happen all
the time, Cira,” he replied smoothly. “Do you really think a
shootout with the enemy happens all organized and
civilized-like?”

I turned to him. “Do
you have to be a condescending asshole about it?”

Vincent
smirked, then replaced my target again. The only positive thing about all this was that
I was irritated enough with him that I didn’t have time to be
embarrassed about last night. All thoughts of romancing Vincent
Fiore were non-existent with him getting on my nerves the way he
was.

After
repositioning my target, this
time at standard distance, I was surprised when I felt him come up
behind me. His body heat was warming me, even though I wasn’t cold.
It just felt good to have him so close against me and I cursed my
little crush on him.

And I
especially
cursed it when I felt his hot breath
against my cheek.

“Distractions happen all
the time, Your Grace,” he repeated. “You’re not always going to
have the perfect shot. You’re not always going to be aiming at a
non-moving target.” His strong arms came around me, and grabbing
underneath my forearms, he raised my arms to aim and shoot. “But
the biggest distraction will be trying to avoid the bullets being
fired your way as you try to kill your enemy.”

“I…” Hormones
made me have to clear my throat. “I can do that,” I
insisted.

“Can
you?” he murmured behind me.
“Let’s test that, shall we?”

I
straightened my back, pulled
back my shoulders, and tried to focus all my attention on the
target taunting me from the shooting alley. I was so ready to prove
the asshole behind me wrong.

But
then one of Vincent’s hands slid
underneath my loose t-shirt, heat searing the smooth skin of my
bare stomach.

Holy. Shit.

 


*****

 


Vincent~

After I left Uncle
Luca’s office, I’d been feeling antsy, and I knew I needed to blow off some steam. But
rather than head home and work out, I had decided to get some
shooting in. What I hadn’t counted on was seeing Cira’s name
written on the practice log.

Another thing I
hadn’t counted on? My dick making the worst decision of our
lives.

Yet, here we
were.

When
Cira had opened the door and
had turned her back on me like I was unworthy of her time, my dick
had immediately insisted that we prove to her that we were, indeed,
worthy her time and more. I knew it was a bad idea to
stay.

I knew it.

But somewhere
between Cira rubbing her pussy
against my dick and now, feelings for this spoiled fucking brat had
surfaced and I couldn’t beat them back down, no matter how hard I
tried. And you better believe your fucking ass I tried.

I was also
going to have to talk to Uncle
Luca and Francisco about this new development. While my opinion
about her fighting with us hasn’t changed, I wasn’t looking to Cira
Benetti as a fuck buddy. There was only one way I’d fuck her; she
had to be mine. And since I planned on fucking her, with that
decision made, here I was, my hands on her body
willingly.

“Show me how
well you can concentrate on a
threat when something else is trying to steal your attention, Your
Grace,” I said as my fingers dipped into the waistband of her yoga
pants.

“Vincent…” she
whispered softly, no doubt
wondering what the fuck was going on, but I was half-ass confused
by this, too, so I couldn’t help her figure it out any
better.

“Shoot your
target, Cira,” I instructed, my breath caressing the skin just
below her ear. “Don’t mind
me.”

Her first
shot was jerky, but that could
be because my fingers were already passing the waistband of her
panties now. My other hand joined the first underneath her clothes,
but this one traveled upward until I had the weight of one of her
tits in my hand.

Her
second shot was worse, and for
both our sakes, she was smart enough to set the gun down on the
counter in front of her.

As soon as she
did, my finger slid through her wet pussy lips, and my dick was
threatening to burst free at
how fucking wet Cira was.

Her
head dropped back against my
chest and I could see her eyes were closed, enjoying what I was
doing to her. She looked so fucking beautiful and I never, in a
million years, would have thought Cira Benetti would have a thing
for me. It never occurred to me that she’d ever be attracted to me
like this. Before last night, I had always viewed her as family,
and I had always figured she’d felt the same way.

Those delicate
hands of hers latched onto my forearm as my fingers traveled further south, dipping tentatively
into her soaked cunt. Kneading her tit with my other hand, I
pressed up against her, so she could feel exactly what she was
doing to me.

“Say yes,” I
commanded right before my lips met the soft skin of her neck. “Say
yes and I’ll stretch you out
so good, baby.”

“Vincent…” she
whimpered, but that wasn’t
good enough.

“Give
me permission, Cira,” I told
her. “Or else I stop right now.”

Her hands
tightened around my arm in a bid to keep me right where I was.
“Yes,” she rushed out forcefully. “God, yes…”

Two
fingers entered her body and the
chokehold her pussy had on my fingers told me she was going to feel
phenomenal once I got my dick inside her. Cira’s channel was tight
as fuck and my fingers were having a hell of a time stretching her
open.

“Are you a
virgin, Cira?” She was already
twenty-four, so I didn’t think she was, but I wanted to make sure
before I took her. I could be gentle with her if I needed to
be.

Her head rolled back
and forth on my chest. “No.”

“So, I don’t
have to play nice, then?” I
teased seductively.

“No,” she
quickly answered, her hips
moving, actively fucking my fingers now.

“Do you like
it dirty, baby?” I asked
because I really wanted to know. “Are you going to let me make a
mess of you.”

“Oh, God…” she
cried. “Vincent, I’m…I’m…”

“Already?” I chuckled. “If
you’re already cumming, then you must really be in need of a good,
long, hard fuck, baby.”

“Vincent,” she cried out as she
creamed all over my fingers.

My teeth
latched onto the skin of her shoulder and I marked her as my fingers worked her through her
orgasm. When she was finally shuttering her release, I manipulated
her g-spot again to get another one out of her. And it wasn’t until
she was a soaked mess, that I finally pulled my fingers free from
her body, and as one hand wrapped around her waist to hold her
upright, I brought the other one to my mouth and licked my fingers
clean of her juices and Cira Benetti tasted fucking
divine.

We stayed the
way we were for a few long and intense seconds before she
finally had the guts to turn
around and face me. When she did, I made sure my arm remained
wrapped around her, giving her no room for escape.

With her blue
eyes clear and her chest
heaving, she asked, “What is this?”

While it was a
conversation we needed to
have, now was not the time. “We’ll talk later,” I told her. “Right
now, I needed to erase the video feed to this room.”

Her eyes widened, a
hand covering her gasp. “Oh, God.”

I nodded.
“Yeah.”

Cira’s hands
pushed at my chest. “Well, go fix it,” she demanded. “Now, Vincent.”

“Of
course, Your Grace,” I
deadpanned.

Her
blue eyes narrowed. “Quit calling me
that.”

“Quit being a
spoiled brat,” I shot back before turning out to head to the
controls room.

“You’re a
dick,” she called after me and
I flipped her off, questioning my very sanity as I exited the
room.

Who in
their right fucking mind would
saddle themselves with such a huge pain in the ass? Cira Benetti
was more than a handful; you needed a goddamn wheelbarrow to carry
around all her high-maintenance bullshit.

But
as my mouth still harbored the
taste of her pussy on my tongue, I couldn’t summon up enough
self-preservation to care.

Cira Benetti was
going to be the death of me, I just knew it.

But I couldn’t seem to
find it in me to give a shit.


Chapter 5

 Vincent~

After erasing the footage from the video feed at the
range, I had texted Francisco to let him know I had to speak with
him. Not only did I have to inform him of the manipulated video
feed, but I also had to explain why there was the need for me to go
in there and shade shit up to begin with.

Yeah, super
uncomfortable.

When I opened
the door to my apartment, I
stepped back, so Francisco could walk in. He’d been planning on
stopping by to talk to Camilla about something, so when he had
replied to my text, he had stated that he’d stop by my place after
speaking with Camilla.

“Do you want
something to drink?” I asked
because I was sure he was going to need one by the time we were
done with this conversation.

“Actually,
yes, please,” he replied. “Malia knew I was in the building and asked to speak with me,
also, and the one thing that I envy our fathers? There were no
females in the ranks when they were being groomed to take
over.”

I laughed,
leading the way to my office. Every apartment had one. We were a
busy lot and we had home
offices along with work offices. While I had a lot of
state-of-the-art shit at home, it was still nothing compared to
Uncle Sal’s office or the family office.

“What
did she want to talk with you
about?”

Entering my
office, I headed straight for
the bar and Francisco followed, making himself comfortable on one
of the barstools. “She didn’t want to talk with me about anything,” he said dryly. “She wanted to inform me
that she had Dante’s back if this gets uglier than anticipated and
for me not to worry because they had each other
covered.”

I
pushed Francisco his tumbler.
“They’re like the next Bonnie and Clyde,” I chuckled, pouring
myself a drink, as well.

After taking a
healthy drink, Francisco said, “It’s not that I don’t have faith
that she can do it, I just
worry about Dante if anything happens to that girl.”

I nodded. “I
can’t believe they really
think that none of us know about them two.”

Francisco grinned.
“Right?”

“And you’re
not wrong,” I added. “If anything happens to Malia, there’ll
be no controlling him.”

I got
a casual shrug from Francisco. “It’s
no different for any man who loves his girl.” I deadpanned him.
“Oh, okay,” he conceded. “It’s a little different.” Dante was a
great kid, but he was legit a bit of a psychopath and we all knew
it. Even our parents saw it. If he didn’t love Malia so much, I’d
think he had no emotions.

“So, speaking
of men in love with their
women…”

Francisco downed the
rest of his drink before running his hands down his face. “Christ,
what did your sister do now?”

“Not my
sister,” I
corrected.

He
ran his hands through his hair,
ruffling it a bit. “My sister, then? Great,” he
muttered.

“I need to
tell you something, Francisco,” I told him, my tone leveling
out to let him know it was
serious.

He stopped his
frustrations over Ria and Cira
and cocked his head, regarding me. “What is it?”

“There’s a
time lapse from the range video feed,” I told him. “Around ten this morning.”

His black eyes
narrowed. “Why?”

“Cira was at the
range and-”

“Christ, did
she kill someone?”

I shook my
head. “No,” I answered, then
thought better of it. “Well, at least, not that I know
of.”

“Then why
the missing feed?”

I stared at
the man I considered just as close to me as Ria and Dante
who were of my blood and told him the
truth. “Something happened in there that…doesn’t need to be seen by
anyone else.”

He caught on
quickly and the man looked pissed. “She took some guy to-”

I held my hand
to stop his ill-directed
tirade. “No,” I said. “Cira didn’t take some random guy to the
range.” Francisco settled a bit, but I wondered how long it would
last. “She was with me, Francisco.”

Black eyes
started blinking at me,
stunned.

After an
eternity of shock later, he
finally said, “You.”

I nodded. “She
was practicing, and when I
arrived to get some shooting in, things got a little out of
hand.”

His
brows shot up. “Since when do you
think of Cira like that?”

I emptied my
tumbler in one swallow. “Trust
me, I’m just as surprised as you are.” And because we needed it, I
poured us two more drinks.

“And since when does Cira
think of you like that?” he asked,
but more thinking out loud than anything else.

I told him
about last night and me
taunting her into some combat fighting, and though leaving out the
details, I explained how things had gone from violent to something
else pretty quickly.

He didn’t say
anything for a bit, but when
he did, it was to ask, “Do our parents know?”

I
shook my head. “I don’t know
if Cira’s told anyone, but you’re the only person I’ve
told.”

His drink gone
in one swallow, he asked, “Do you have any idea what your
life will be like if you end
up with my sister?” He shook his head. “I mean, I love her to
death. After all, she is my sister. But, Christ, Vincent, are you
sure you really want to do that to yourself?”

I shrugged. “I
can’t help the way I feel,” I told him honestly. “And though it’s nothing I ever saw coming,
the feelings are there, and I have no plans on running from them or
pretending they don’t exist.”

“Jesus Christ,” he
mumbled, his hands running through his hair again.

“Are you
pissed?” I asked, surprised
that he was taking it so well.

He shot me a
look he usually reserved for our enemies. “If my sister is going to end up with anyone,
there’s no better man for her than you, Vincent. She can’t run over
you and that’s exactly what Cira needs in her life. She’d get any
other man killed before the honeymoon was over.”

“I need to
speak with your dad,” I told
him. “So, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t mention anything just
yet. I’m still trying to figure it all out.”

His head
reared back, and he pointed to
the bottle of whiskey for another drink. “Yeah, because that’s
something I want to get involved in,” he snorted.

“I never
fucking saw this coming,” I
told him. “Never.”

“I don’t think
anyone did.”

“What a
fucking mess,” I muttered as I poured myself another
drink.

“Amen.”

 


*****

 


Cira~

I wasn’t
sure where my brother was, but
I suppose it didn’t matter. Ria had her own office in their
penthouse, and I knew we’d have privacy in here, even if Francisco
were home.

After Vincent
had left to go take care of the video feed, I had cleaned my guns, checked them back into
inventory, then had gotten the hell out of there.

When I had
gotten home, I’d had to take
another shower because my underwear had been a soaked mess with
what I had let Vincent do to me. While it had been unexpected, to
say the least, it had been one of the most erotic things I’ve ever
engaged in. My childhood crush had exploded into some serious
adulthood lust.

So, after I
had taken my second shower of the day, I had fired off a text to
Ria because I had needed
someone I could talk to and she was the only person I could think
of since she was Vincent’s sister.
When she had given me the okay to stop by, I had rushed right
over.

Now, we were
curled up on her office couch, the coffee table full of folder
files and whatever else it was
that Ria needed to do her job, but we had made some space for our
glasses of lemonade. It was the hardest thing Ria was drinking
these days.

“So, what’s up?” she
asked.

“I’m going to
tell you something, but you
have to keep it between us, Ria,” I told you. “I swear, this cannot
get out.” Her crazy eyes narrowed in concern. Where Vincent and
Dante had gotten Aunt Frankie’s yellow eyes, Ria had gotten a mix
of Aunt Frankie’s yellow eyes and Uncle Phoenix’s hazel ones and it
made for a rare, striking combination. Luca Saveria Fiore-Benetti
was, hands-down, the most beautiful girl I have ever seen. My
brother was a lucky man.

“You know I
can’t promise you that, Cira,”
she replied. “If it-”

I shook my
head. “It has nothing to do
with the organization or anything like that,” I quickly assured
her.

Ria relaxed
against the back of the couch.
“Okay, then you have my promise.”

“So…you know
how I’ve always had a little crush on Vincent?” Ria nodded. She
used to tease me when we were younger that I could do so much better than her yucky brother.
Of course, we’d been only thirteen at the time, so Vincent had been
very yucky to Ria.

“Yeah,” she drawled
out slowly.

Normally, I’d
share details as I have in the past, but with Vincent being her
brother, I got to the point
without the details. When I was done telling her how my crush was
no longer a teenage fantasy but a full-blown adult porn reel, I
knew my face was beet red.

Ria didn’t say
anything for a bit, but when she finally did speak, it was,
“Holy shit.”

“You
don’t think he’s just playing
games, do you?” I asked, finally voicing my main concern. I wasn’t
sure what this was, but all I knew was that Vincent’s never shown
me any interest before this morning and it was throwing me for a
loop because I wanted the man.

I really,
really wanted him.

“Cira, I can
tell you, without a doubt, my brother isn’t playing games with you,” she said. “There’s no way
Vincent would do anything that might disrupt our family’s harmony.
His only interest has always been what’s best for this family and
every member in it.”

“I know,” I
grumbled. “It’s just…it’s kind
of hard to believe that my unrealistic wishes might be coming true
after all this time.”

“Well, Vincent
is as serious as they come and
the man’s not a coward,” she replied. “I have no doubt he plans on
talking with you about this soon.”

“But I’m
still mad at him, though,” I
told her. “Him and Francisco pushing me out is fucked-up, Ria, and
you know it.”

“Cira, if you
really have feelings for my brother, you’re going to have to learn how to separate what you guys
have with our responsibilities to the organization,” she said
seriously. “If you can’t do that, then you need to end this before
it’s too late. Blurring the lines could cost one of you your lives
one day and that can’t happen.”

“Is that how
you and Francisco manage? Because everyone knows…”

She
cocked her head. “What?”

“Well,
everyone knows that you hold more power than he does.”

Ria didn’t say
anything for a long time, but when she did finally say
something, she said it in a
tone I’d never heard before and it sent chills down my spine. “No
matter what I am capable of, no matter what I have been entrusted
with, I answer to Francisco as both my husband and my Underboss,”
she stated clearly. “Whatever power I may possess, he’s the one who
controls it, Cira.”

My eyes
widened. “But…but you’re so strong,”
I blurted. “How can you let him-”

“Control me?”
she asked, and I nodded. “Because I trust him with my life. And
because instead of resenting
the power I hold in this family, he respects it. Francisco isn’t
intimidated or threatened by me, so instead of holding me back, he
lets me be me.”

I grabbed my
lemonade from the table, feeling uncomfortable for some reason, and
went to change the subject. Hearing someone as assured and as powerful as Ria talk about how
she still submitted to a man was…odd to hear.

“What’s
this?” I asked, grabbing a
random folder.

Allowing me to deflect,
she said, “Sal and I were sorting through all the surveillance from
that night, and he recognized one of the faces from some previous
video feed.”

I
opened the folder as I looked
over at her. “From where?”

“The
Sapphire,” she answered. “And
I guess it wasn’t so much his face as it was the guy’s shock of
white-blonde hair that he has. It stood out and Sal just happened
to remember seeing him before.”

I
glanced down at the photo in
the folder. “So, this guy was in on it?”

“We don’t know
that for sure yet.” Ria grabbed her lemonade. “He was just caught
on the surveillance in a nearby street during that night. He needs to be questioned
still.”

“Why
hasn’t he been yet?”

“Vincent, Sal,
and Emilio have been going
through The Sapphire’s video feed of the past six months to check
to see how many times he’s been there and if he goes with anyone
else that they might recognize from the surveillance feeds of that
night.”

I stared at
the picture and a plan to
prove myself began to form in my head. If this guy was frequenting
The Sapphire, there was only one reason he’d be there.

“So, does he
go to The Sapphire often?”

“A couple
of times a month,” she
answered. “Always on Saturdays.”

Anyone want to guess
what today was?

Today was the day I was
going to prove myself to my family, once and for all.


Chapter 6

 Cira~

Elias hadn’t even
blinked when I had walked out of my apartment earlier tonight and I wasn’t sure if it was
because he knew his place or because he was no longer surprised by
anything I did. Either way, his compliance would be a huge plus
tonight.

With my black
hair hidden underneath an expensive platinum-blonde wig, I had done my best to disguise who I
was. And though I was girly, the short, silver-sequenced dress and
six-inch heels were a bit over the top. However, I had to get this
guy’s attention and I had to make myself standout from all the
other women in the place.

Uncle Ciro had four
clubs: The Diamond, The Emerald, The Ruby, and The Sapphire. Each
club catered to a different clientele, The Sapphire being where you
went if you were seeking no-strings-attached sex. And because we’ve
all been here for one reason or another during our lifetimes, I
knew Elias wouldn’t necessarily balk at my request to be driven
here. I could easily be meeting with the club manager or even Uncle
Ciro in his office.

Perching
myself on one of the barstools, I ordered a virgin strawberry daiquiri as Elias took a seat a
couple of barstools over from me. Strawberry daiquiris were exactly
what a girl dressed as I was would drink, but I made sure it was
virgin because I was on a mission here tonight.

The plan was
simple; get this guy drunk,
lure him to a hotel, and then question him.

Glancing at the clock, it
was past ten when a flash of white-blonde hair had my eyes sliding
towards the door. It was the guy in the picture, and he was making
his way to the bar. I knew the odds were slim that I’d run into him
tonight, but I’d been willing to stop in every Saturday until I
found him if it’d been necessary.

And as further
proof to my family that I could do this, my palms didn’t sweat nor
did my heart begin to race. I was as cool as a cucumber and not nervous at all.

When he
sat down next to me, I had pulled my
phone from my purse, pretending to pout when I sent Elias a text
that it was okay for the guy to sit next to me. I slid my phone
back in my purse and went to sipping on my drink as the guy ordered
a beer.

“Problems?”

I
turned and the guy was a lot better
looking than his picture had given him credit for. With
white-blonde hair, light blue eyes, and a nice, strong face, he
wasn’t gorgeous, but he wasn’t bad.

“I just got
stood up,” I lied. “It was my
friend’s idea to come out tonight and she just texted me that she’s
making up with her boyfriend.” I shrugged. “So, it looks like her
revenge plan is no longer in effect.”

He chuckled. “It
happens like that sometimes.”

“It does,” I
agreed. “But what a waste of
an outfit now.”

His blue
eyes raked down my body and
back up again. “I wouldn’t necessarily say that,” he replied. “I
think you look beautiful.”

I smiled, appearing
flattered. “That’s very sweet of you to say.”

He shrugged.
“It’s the truth,” he said
before taking a drink of his beer and that’s when I realized this
wasn’t going to cut it. Beers were not going to get him drunk
enough for my plans. I needed him plowed with liquor. I was going
to have to improvise.

“So, what’s
your name?” I asked
sweetly.

“Are we doing names?” he
returned smoothly. Because it was very clear what everyone at The
Sapphire was here for, names were often optional.

“We don’t need to,”
I replied coyly. “Oh, God works just as good as any.”

He jerked his
head towards the front door.
“There’s a hotel a few blocks away,” he said, cutting to the
chase.

“I have a
driver,” I told him. “Would it
be alright if he drove us? I hate waiting on rides.”

He smirked. “Your
driver can even join us if you’d like.”

I did my best
not to flinch. While I did my
best not to judge people, his suggestion left a lot to be desired.
Especially, since I’d just met him. Sure, we were here for a
hookup, but a hookup and a threesome were two very different
things.

“Oh, you like
that, do you?” I asked, trying
to hide the revulsion in my voice. After what happened with Vincent
earlier today, it was hard not to feel slimy talking with another
guy like this. From the second Vincent slid his fingers down my
pants, I’d been more than willing to be his and his
only.

He
leaned in closer. “Are you
telling me the idea of having two cocks pleasuring you at the same
time doesn’t turn you on?” he challenged.

Not sure if I
succeeded, but I tried to blush. “I didn’t say that,” I replied
softly. “I’m just…maybe, baby
steps tonight.”

He
stood up, pulled his wallet
out, then threw a twenty on the counter. “Then let’s go.” When I
reached for my purse to pay for my drink, he quickly threw another
twenty on the counter. “I got it. Now, let’s go,
beautiful.”

I hopped
off the barstool and my dress
barely covered my ass. With my six-inch heels, that put us at
practically the same height, so I was able to look him in the eye.
“Let’s go,” I said, smiling like a fool.

His arm slid
around my waist and over my ass. “I’m going to have so much fun with you,” he said wickedly, and I
almost jumped back. It was not okay for him to touch me and I felt
that deeply. I felt like I was cheating on Vincent, though we’ve
yet to talk about what we were doing.

I kept my
smile in place. “Just…uh, let
me tell my driver.”

“Sure
thing, babe.”

I stepped
away, and once I was next to
Elias, I made sure to mumble softly enough that Grab-Hands couldn’t
hear me. “Drive us to The Grand,” I told him. “And don’t worry, I
got this covered.” Conditioned to obey, Elias stood up, and we
followed him outside.
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