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​Warning: Read This – BDSM & Thriller
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This series contains scenes including, but not limited to explicit graphic sex, voyeurism, exhibitionism, humiliation, ropes, cuffs, spanking, whipping, flogging, anal sex, ménage, strong language, bondage, and some S&M. Furthermore, expect controversial subjects such as unplanned pregnancy and BDSM activities.

Liberties have been taken with places and notions that may resemble those of real life, such as insta-love and geographic locations. 

Please, only proceed if you are comfortable with the above!
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Dear Reader,

These stories develop over a very short time span. In real life, care should always be taken with one’s emotions, lifestyle, and sexual choices. Remember: always safe, sane, and consensual.

Thank you for visiting Club Wicked Cove, my second erotic fiction series. 

This is book 2 in the Club Wicked Cove series. In Book 1, Ceejay Powell found love and absolution, for her guilt, in the arms of Colt Fargo, the owner of Club Wicked Cove, until his dark past reared its head in the form of the Occhipinti Mafia organization. 

Colt now returns to find himself at the helm of the most feared and powerful American crime family, to reprise his role as The Devil’s Spawn, a name replete with evil.

A phone call jars loose recent memories that he had compartmentalized in the back of his mind and spins his world upside down. Enraged by the turn of events, he travels back to Jacksonville to avenge the deceit. 

Ceejay finds it impossible to associate Damiano Vitale with the man that she once loved. Soon, her secret is revealed, pushing Damiano to violate every emotion he had ever held as rage blinds him to anything but retribution and turning his love for Ceejay, into hate.

When a demented psychopath comes along, the bond they once had and tried to repair becomes endangered of being destroyed forever. 

This tale is wrought in depth with the fullest scope for which the human condition is accountable: love, hate, violence, betrayal, and death. Will Damiano be acquitted in the court of public opinion for his crimes of passion or will he be found guilty and condemned to a life of misery and self-loathing? 

Wishing you all well and trust you will enjoy this story.

Linzi
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Welcome to the world of the elite underground, BDSM escape, Club Wicked Cove, an exclusive underground BDSM club, on a farm thirty miles outside of Jacksonville, Texas, on the banks of Lake Jacksonville. 

It’s a place where people go to escape and lose themselves in their own kinks and pleasures. In such a small, close-knit community, people treasure their privacy, so they wear masks, wigs, and even colored contacts to ensure that their identity remains hidden.

Colt Fargo is the owner of Fargo Produce, one of the most successful farms in Texas. He is also the owner of the club, which stands on the outskirts of his farm, on a separate plot of land. No one associates him with the club, which suits his need for plausible deniability. 

Club Wicked Cove is a series woven around Colt, his best friend and co-owner of the club, Nolan Shaffer, and four friends, Seth, Parnell, Kent, and Jay.

Colt’s dark past as a member of the Occhipinti crime family ensnares the club and its Masters in an evil web, challenging each one separately, as death, sex and violence shatter their worlds.
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​​​Dictionary
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Italian – English Glossary

Some are Sicilian/American dialect (S/A)

Abbastanza! Dimmi, subito- Enough! Tell me, right now

Allora, chiunque  - So, anyone

Assolutamente pericoloso - Absolutely dangerous

Barla biu fort   - Talk louder (S/A)

Basta   - Enough

Basta, cagna  - Enough, bitch

Bella   - Beautiful

Capishe  - Understand

Cara   - Dear

Cazzo   - Fuck

Che bella boca - What a beautiful mouth

Che gazzo dische?  -  What the fuck are you saying? (S/A)

Non schent un gazzo nient -  I can’t hear a fucking thing (S/A)

Chiu nniuri ri mezzanotte nun po fari - It can’t get any darker than midnight (S/A)  

Dai, strunze  - C’mon asshole

Dimmi  - Tell me

E vero, no?  - It is true, no?

Figlia bella  - Beautiful daughter

Finito   - Done

Gattina piccolo - Little kitten

Gesu Christo  - Jesus Christ

Hai fatto un casino, guisto - You made a mess, right?

Il Capo di tutti capi  - The boss of all bosses

La mia bella moglie  - My beautiful wife

La mia bella   - My beautiful

La mia piccola gattina - My little kitten

La mia piccola puttana - My little whore

La sposa ...che bella - The bride ...beautiful

Lei. Io parlero solo con te - I’ll only talk with you 

Lui deve andare  - He has to go

Ma, che puzzo. Fai schifoso - What a stench. You are disgusting

Mia sposa bella  - My beautiful bride

Mio caro   - My dear  

Perche mi e dispiaciuto per te -  Because I felt sorry for you

Piccola gattina   - Little kitten

Porca Troia   - Fucking hell

Puttana   - Whore

Segna le mie parole - Mark my words

Sei pronto?  - Are you ready

Si cagna  - You bitch

Si sdraiato cagna - You lying bitch

Stai zito  - Shut up

Sto aspettando, tesora - I’m waiting, darling

Stu gatz  - This dick

Tesora   - Darling

Vai   - Go

Tira piu pelo di figa che un carro di buoi. - The pull of a cunt hair is stronger than an oxcart (Sicilian proverb for the power of sex)
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​Prologue
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NOTE: Although this is a suspense thriller with an erotic BDSM twist, it is first and foremost a thriller. It is a DARK series involving mafia crimes, hate, revenge, violent acts, and deaths.
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“Are you sure?”

Shock clouded her violet eyes and caused her heart to beat rapidly, as she stared at the man across from her. 

Doc Walters smiled indulgently, which provoked a rosy hue to color Ceejay’s cheeks.

Really, Ceejay? He’s the best OBGYN in the county and you ask him if he’s sure?

“I ... need to ask. I had a very traumatic time and the possibility...it’s just ...”

“Let’s see here ... hmm ... your due date is around the sixth of January. Would that ease your mind?”

Ceejay didn’t need to crunch the numbers. She already knew. It had to have been that last night they’d been together. The night he’d treated her like ... like a whore, she thought. Her pouty lips grew taut as she wrestled the thoughts to the back of her mind.

She was still in a daze by the time she arrived back at the office. Her mind was blank. She froze when she walked into the office to find Nolan Shaffer deep in discussion with Uncle Will. They looked up and scrutinized her as if she had just arrived from Mars.

“Nolan, I’m starting to wonder how you make any money with the amount of time you spend here,” Ceejay said with more sarcasm than amusement.

He dogged her all the time. Wherever she went, if she turned around, there he was. He was always watching her.

She was sick of it.

“Enough, I tell you. I’ve had it,” she snapped as she squared her shoulders with a look of disdain on her face. “I’m not about to crumble and fall apart. I already did that, remember? Now, I’m over it. I’m over him. Is that clear? He chose to walk away from all of us, so stop fucking babying me!”

“Ceejay! Language, young lady!” Uncle Will rebuked her, as he pointed a crooked finger in her direction.

Nolan just stared at her. The tension in her body hadn’t gone unnoticed. As a Dom and senior master at Club Wicked Cove, he paid careful attention to body language. Ceejay was more upset than she led on.

“I’m sorry, Uncle Will, but I’m really fed-up with this shit. Go away, Nolan Shaffer and stay away. Go and tell your ... your friend that he can relax. I want nothing to do with him and I want nothing from him. He can go wild and fuck every woman from here to China, for all I care!”

“Ceejay Powell! That’s enough!”

Ceejay ignored her uncle, pivoted on her heel, and walked out of the office. She headed toward the hangar, where the workers were in the process of loading the tanks, for her next crop-dusting job.

“Ceejay, wait.”

She spun around so fast that Nolan nearly thwacked into her. Her fierce eyes blazed as she stabbed a finger into his chest. 

“No! I said enough. Fuck off!”

“You know I can’t do that.”

Ceejay sighed with exasperation as she studied his face. Dark circles etched with deep lines ringed his eyes, conveying a tale of how difficult this had been for him.

For the second time in his life, he had lost his best friend to the American Mafia. From all accounts so far, it seemed this time was for good.

“I guess all that power just went to his small head,” she said sarcastically as she watched Nolan visibly wince.

“You don’t understand, Ceejay. He didn’t have a choice.”

“Sure, Nolan. Lemme guess. They made him an ahfah he couldn’t refuse, right? Don’t bother telling me that if he hadn’t agreed to go back they wouldn’t have told him where I was. That’s bullshit and you know it.”

“Damn it, Ceejay, would you just—”

“No! If that was the truth, he would’ve come to rescue me himself. He wouldn’t have sent you and his half-brother. He would’ve ... he would’ve ...”

She choked up and swallowed hard, blinking furiously as she refused to give in to the tears that burned behind her eyelids.

“He wanted to go back, Nolan. I know he did, because I was with him the night after ... after he killed Angelo. He made the choice. He chose the darkness that engulfed him. Now, he has to live with that for the rest of his life.”

“He would never forgive me if anything happened to you.”

“Hahaha,” Ceejay’s laugh was cynical and flat. “He doesn’t give a fuck, Nolan. That night ... do you know what he said to me?”

“Ceejay, he wasn’t himself that night. You know that as much as I do.”

“Do I, Nolan? For that matter, do you? Or was he always playing a part, when in reality he was always that man ... the one that diminished me and cruelly told me that I was at least a good fuck, if nothing else?”

Nolan didn’t know what to say. The man he’d met for lunch in New York the week before wasn’t the man he’d loved most of his life. He was ... he was empty. A darkness as pitch-black as the beast that had leeched into his soul and so malevolent that the underworld had christened him, The Devil’s Spawn.

Ceejay shook her head as she noticed the vacant look in his eyes. She squeezed his arm in a gesture of comfort.

“He’s dead to me, Nolan and what I do or don’t do is none of his business. Quite frankly, I don’t think he cares and I’m fine with that. When I said that I was over him and wanted nothing more to do with him, I meant it. Truly. Ya know, I was in the hospital for over two weeks and never once did he come to see me. Since then it’s been, what, three months?”

“Yeah, exactly fifteen weeks.”

“Fifteen weeks ...” she murmured as a myriad of emotions swirled in the depths of her eyes.

Nolan stared as her cheeks blazed a deep scarlet. He choked as her words connected, “You’re ... what?”

“Yeah. I am. And let me make this perfectly fucking clear, Nolan. Alright? Do I have your undivided attention? This has nothing ... nothing at all to do with him.” 
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“Please be reasonable, I’m beggin’ you. I can’t afford that much. The recession has hit us hard. I told Giorgio last month that business has slowed down.”

Shirley Nugget stared beseechingly at the man standing in front of a wall of windows with his back to her. She wondered if he even heard what she said as she bit into a short nail. If she couldn’t convince him to a lower ‘protection’ fees, she was doomed.

People needed clothing all the time, that was true, but even the retail businesses had suffered. Her franchises mainly sold branded clothing, something that was always in demand, especially with the younger generation. In bad times, those were the types of purchases that suffered first.

Her heart hammered against her chest as he turned around and stared at her, with dark and expressionless eyes that awakened a rush of heat inside her.

Damiano sighed deeply. He found it exceedingly tiring to deal with these emotional wrecks that Giorgio continued to present him, something he did with a secret relish that he believed he hid very well.

His gaze sharpened on the woman who held him captive with a directness that startled him. There was only one other female who had dared look at him like that; one with eyes that glimmered with the most beautiful shade of violet. He walked closer to Shirley and traced her eyebrows while he stared into her gold-flecked, purple eyes.

It had been months since he’d looked into those eyes. The last time, was to see the devastation that his cruel words had wrought. His expression turned grim.

Women could be so capricious.

All of them wanted to believe that they were good enough to keep a man satisfied. After a couple of good fucks, they thought they owned you. Sex was a valuable bargaining chip. He used it skillfully. It was a game to him. The women in his life were used like pieces on the chessboard. The endgame was always the same. Winning. The acquisition of power. Pleasure was just a side effect that fulfilled his carnal urges.

That’s it.

Period.

Nothing else.

Ever.

Damiano winced within himself as he listened to his own cynicism. He secretly yearned for the time he’d come to believe in love again after his wife had cuckolded him. A yearning that had been clawing at his soul since the day had dawned a few hours earlier. 

Fucking dreams, he thought disparagingly. If only they’d stop.

“Don Vitale, please, I’m begging you ...” her voice trailed off as he placed two fingers upon her lips.

“Damiano.”

“I ... I can’t use your name! It’s not ...”

“You don’t like my name?” he asked mockingly, watching her eyes flare when he brushed his fingers over her cheek. He noticed the goose bumps on her arms when she didn’t make an effort to move away from him. She pressed against his advance.

“I ... you have a strong name.”

“Hmm ... there are other things about me that are just as strong.” He smiled as her breathing turned ragged. “Now, my dear ...” he dropped his hand slowly from her face as he turned around and sat down on the sofa. “What do you propose we do about your dues?”

Shirley stared at him. Her mouth quivered as she tried to hide her excitement. She was in over her head—unhinged by the lust that flooded her loins, from the tingle on her skin left by the graze of his lascivious touch.

“Shirley? Sto aspettando, tesora. Give me a solution, cara.”

“I—maybe we could come to an ... agreement,” she stammered. 

The dark pink bloom on her cheeks indicated what kind of agreement she was alluding to. At the beginning of his return to the family, he would’ve chased her off in anger. Now, he allowed his gaze to run slowly down the length of her body. This is what his power gave him—acquiescence without ever asking for it. 

‘Fuck it,’ he thought. The eagerness to please him, to offer the use of their bodies any way he wanted excited and disgusted him. 

Still, she was a very sensual woman.

“The recession is far from over, cara. A down payment agreement is going to come with heavy fines and interest. It’ll take you years to recover, if indeed, you ever will.”

Damiano nearly burst out laughing at the expression on her face. He missed the sparring he used to have with Cee—

No! Fuck, don’t think about her! He berated himself irritably. It was that fucking dream! He’d woken up in a sweat that morning, his body trembling from the intensity of the memory. Her soft skin that he could still feel under his hand, her tight cunt as she squeezed his rod buried to the hilt inside her ... Basta! Enough! 

“That’s not exactly what I had in mind,” she hedged as the blush deepened on her cheeks. “What if ... I offered something in ...?”

Damiano found her pretend embarrassment amusing but allowed her play to run its course. He was curious to see just how far she was prepared to go. And maybe a good, hard fuck might just obliterate the picture of her from his mind. 

Shirley swallowed her words as she noticed the grin on his face. Irritated, she squared her shoulders. It hadn’t been her intention to amuse him and her innocent act wasn’t achieving what she wanted. She trashed the act and surged ahead. 

“I would offer my body in payment, Don Vitale. I believe I would be able to give you many hours of pleasure.”

Her face glowed as she waited with bated breath for him to respond. He stared at her, pretending to contemplate her offer. One that he’d secretly been guiding her toward, knowing instinctively that her stammered embarrassment and blushing cheeks were fake. He sighed as he recalled his earlier summation on the fickleness of women. It seemed that once again he had hit the nail on the head.

Damiano had grown tired of the twittering whores with whom he’d been indulging himself. It was time to move on to something classier and Shirley Nugget fit the bill to a T—or so he thought.

“Correct me if I’m wrong, tesora, but didn’t you marry few months ago?” 

No one would challenge him over a woman, not even an angry husband. He had no patience for it. Just one more complication that he didn’t need in his life. It might be a better idea to hand her over to Gianni to find a solution her financial duress.

Shirley wasn’t surprised that he knew of her marriage. Damiano was no fool and would’ve made sure that he had all the facts about her and her life before she set foot in his office. She refused to let her mind wander to her beloved husband, knowing that her offer had more to do with her attraction to the Don than just to save their business. She had wanted the sexy Don from the day he had visited their main warehouse.

Her eyes glimmered enticingly and once again Damiano saw a vision of those violet eyes that used to soften when he kissed her pouty lips. The first three months after he’d left Jacksonville, he’d stayed away from women, believing that he’d find what he was looking for quickly so he could go back to her. To make amends. To get down on his knees and beg forgiveness for the way he had treated her that last night. 

Then, three months became four and by that time, he’d come to the realization how closely he was being watched by everyone. All his actions were scrutinized. When they started questioning his celibacy, he knew that he had to forget about her. Push the thoughts of her to the back of his mind and concentrate on what he came back for in the first place. To keep her safe. It didn’t take long to get entangled into the web of self-indulgence and sex; the satisfying power of crippling a woman with so much pleasure that she begged him to fuck her.

He grimaced as he looked into her eyes. No matter how much she protested, he had noticed the flicker of desire in the depths of her eyes when he had touched her face. Vito had said that women were drawn to Damiano like a magnet and here in front of him, stood the proof of that once more.

It angered him that she was prepared to deceive her husband to satisfy her own lust. Saving their business was the furthest thing from her mind at that very moment.

Damiano leaned forward and stroked her chin, smiling as her eyes flared. Her groan had the sound of desperation when he inserted his thumb between her lips. 

“Che bella boca,” he intoned gruffly.

Shirley nodded; her earlier embarrassment overshadowed by the eager glint in her eyes. Damiano’s face hardened as did his voice.

“So, you choose to pay your debt in kind. I can’t say I’m surprised.”

Damiano explored her succulent mouth with his thumb, smiling when her tongue curled around it. The familiar shard of heat that stabbed his loins and caused his cock to harden was her reward.

Shirley winced as his expression turned grim, his lips curled back as she sucked sensually on his finger, a sign of her eagerness to have him fuck her. She suddenly saw her actions from his perspective.

“I’ve never done this before. I’m not a whore,” she said, as she tried to defend her own behavior.

“Yet, you’re offering to relieve yourself of a financial burden by rendering, shall we say, your unique talents in a quid pro quo.” 

Try as she might, she couldn’t disguise the truth that her lust was consuming her, sending spasms into her moist pussy.

It didn’t matter that he was different from the man she had met just after he took over the reins from Luca Vitale. Over the past six months, he had become unapproachable. Remote. Those that didn’t hate him, now feared him. She forced her own fears of this powerful man to the back of her mind.

“You’re wasting my time, bella. You made the offer. What are you waiting for?”

“Such haste, mio caro,” she lisped as she sank to her knees and reached to unzip his pants.

Damiano’s eyes glittered as he watched her reach in to take his cock out, large but still flaccid. She brushed her palms over his length, curling her fingers around the turgid shaft. A sensation of heat surged through his veins as he swelled taut to full arousal. The tip of her rosy tongue flicked over her lips in anticipation at the sight. The eagerness in her eyes elicited a carnal laugh from his chest.

“Yes, bella, use those luscious lips. Make it last. It’s been a while since I’ve received the affections of a woman.”

Not giving her husband the slightest thought, who was waiting for news about the future of their business, Shirley covered his bulbous head with her lips as she sucked him into her mouth. He groaned and fisted a tuft of her hair. With a firm grip, he guided her as he slid his cock to the back of her throat.

“Look at me,” he grunted hoarsely. Damiano pushed deeper, gagging her as their eyes clashed. His mind travelled back to a time, not so long ago, when he had gazed into shimmering, violet globes. His hands trembled as his gaze darkened with the memory of a soft round ass against his thighs, the tight little cunt that gripped his cock as she gazed at him over her shoulder, whispering in a husky voice, ‘Hmm, now what, Master Dom?’ 

The memory of her assaulted his mind, as the mouth on his cock became hers. The twirling tongue around his tip, the lapping at the ridge at the bottom of his cock, as she bobbed her head up and down, caused his eyes to roll back in their sockets. The lips sucking fervidly on his cock had him thrust uncontrollably down her throat. His raw groan, laden with primal lust, resonated through the room. It was her, the remembrance of her mouth on him that shattered his resistance.

“Yes, just like that. Swallow me, bella, let me feel your throat convulsing around my cock,” he grunted as he banged into her throat. 

Her low groan penetrated through the haze of the memory that held him prisoner as he caught her eyes once more. Shirley’s expression metamorphosed into her expression and all he saw was the haunted, lost look on her face that last night they’d been together when she had whimpered brokenly, ‘Colt, please don’t ... not like this.’ 

Cursing and unfulfilled with his cock throbbing, he pulled Shirley, coughing, and gasping for air, to her feet. “I wasn’t do—” she complained.

“Face down on the desk. It’s time to show me just how eager you are to please me,” he cut her off contemptuously as the violet eyes swam in front of his face. His hands were rougher than he intended as he pushed her down and ripped off her panties.

“Eager for it, aren’t you?” he grunted as he rolled a condom onto his throbbing cock.

“Hurry! Fuck me!”

Shirley was on fire, desperate to feel his hardness. It hadn’t slipped her mind that she was acting exactly like the whore she had claimed she wasn’t. It was too late now. She had lost control and was defenseless against the demands of her body. Lust engulfed her. 

“Ooooh, yeessss!” She cried as he thrust into her, rocked by the euphoria that shuddered through her body. He set a hard, pounding rhythm as he ruthlessly fucked her with powerful thrusts that slammed her forward into the desk.

“Don’t, I don’t want to come too soo ... oohhh!” She cried out in protest as he reached around her, stimulating her clitoris, drawing circles around it until it became sensitive and swollen.

“Make no mistake, cara, you will come when I decide. You’ll never control any part of this sexual game we play. You’ll beg and scream as you climax and then you’ll scream as you beg me to stop once I’ve fucked every drop of milky cum from your cunt but keep demanding more.” 

Shirley was lost, drowning in waves of pleasure, oblivious to the derision in his voice. All she could focus on was the demands from her loins.

The confidence with which he controlled her body was indisputable. That he was, without question, a maestro, who could coax the lust of a woman by luring her into a sexual harmony with him, was beyond doubt.

Shirley screamed as a climax ripped through her. She arched back, helpless as pleasurable spasms shuddered through her again and again while he continued to pound into her, ruthlessly, until he roared and ejaculated.

Damiano didn’t move for a moment. Their breathing was harsh in the quiet of his office. He uncoupled from her, stepped back and calmly wiped his penis with his handkerchief. His gaze was unfathomable as he watched her panting with a pleased smile on her lips. 

The act was finished. His lust had been temporarily accommodated. He picked up her torn panties and handed them to her.

“Leave. You can clean yourself when you get home,” he ordered roughly, wanting her out of his office. The feeling of emptiness had already begun to weigh on him, as the rush of endorphins ebbed away.

Shirley blushed furiously as she belatedly acknowledged that what she had seen as a way to control the powerful Don, was nothing more to him than a way to slake his lust. She walked closer and ran her palm over his cheek as she smiled at him seductively.

“How often do you wish to receive payment, my love?”

Damiano stiffened. He grabbed her hand and flung it from his face. 

“Let me make something clear. I’m not your love. This is a financial arrangement. Don’t read anything more into it or make the mistake of thinking you’ll be able to use sex to manipulate me. Do you understand, Shirley?”

“Yes,” Shirley spat at him sullenly, as she acknowledged that Damiano was different from all the men she had been able to wrap around her little finger since she was young.

“I told you to leave. Do not arrive here unannounced. Ever. I’ll have you fetched if I need you to service me.”

Shirley nodded and left; her smile gleeful. She had achieved more than she’d set out to when she’d decided to come to the Don directly.

“Yes, my dear, Don Vitale. You’ll learn that I’m not that easy to forget,” she whispered confidently as she stepped into the elevator. “You might treat me as a whore, but I’ll be the only whore servicing you from now on,” she cackled gleefully as she straightened her hair.

Damiano didn’t watch her leave. He stood silently in front of the window and stared vapidly into the distance. He felt nothing. No remorse for the ruthless way he had debauched her or for accepting her offer to whore herself in lieu of payment. Most of all, he felt no satisfaction in the sexual act. None, whatsoever. His mouth curved cynically. He hadn’t felt any sexual gratification since the day he shook Jacksonville’s dust from his boots. 

This time, the glimmering violet eyes had haunted him. He sighed as his cell phone rang.

“Vitale.”

“Congratulations. You have a son.”
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​​​​Chapter One
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“What the fuck do you mean, I have a son?”

Nolan didn’t bother to look up when the office door slammed against the wall. The echo of the wood crashing into the wall was a chorus to the grim voice that growled in the quiet of his office.

“Do you need me to paint you a picture?” he asked dryly as he continued to finish the formula on the spreadsheet.

“Nolan, my patience ran out three months ago when you continued to ignore my phone calls and messages. What kind of game are you playing?”

Nolan braced himself before he glanced up. The man that stood like a mountain in front of him had changed. He hadn’t seen him in over six months. The transformation was extraordinary. The Savile Row pin-striped suit that exuded power from the top of his short-cropped hair to his Italian leather shoes.

“I did my duty as your friend to inform you of his birth. I didn’t believe it needed further explanation. As I recall the last time we met, you made it abundantly clear that this menial little town had nothing to offer you anymore. That you preferred to sever all ties with it.”

Nolan stood up and jammed his hands deep into his pockets. He was tempted to punch his best friend in the nose. He sighed when his passionate speech didn’t elicit a reaction from Colt. No, not Colt. Damiano. This man had nothing of Colt left inside of him. 

“What exactly were the two of you thinking by telling me about the child only after it was born?”

“The child ... huh ... your child, you bastard! Or didn’t you ever think that coming inside her would’ve had any repercussions?”

Damiano frowned as his mind wandered back to the time they had been together. He had been very careful and had worn a condom, except ... except for that night. That last night. He shrugged within himself. It was blood under the bridge and nothing could change it now. Over the past few months the emptiness inside him had grown, taken over his soul—he never felt any emotion. If he wanted to fuck a woman, he did. If she said no, he walked away. It was not worth the effort to try and change their minds. If she said nothing, he took it as acquiescence and took what he wanted from her. He snorted. There were times he would wring everything from a sub, nonstop, the whole night long so that she couldn’t walk by the time he was done. Not surprisingly, he felt no regret. He had long ago accepted that he was an empty shell. He had to be. He had no choice.

“I’m waiting, Nolan. What does she want?”

Nolan fisted his hands in his pockets.

“You’re more than a fucking bastard. She wants nothing. She made me promise, from the day she found out that she was pregnant, not to tell you. What were her words on the day he was born? Ah, yes ... ‘I’ll never forgive you if you tell him, Nolan, because if he ever came for my son the way his father came for him, I’d have to kill him and then I’d come for you.’”

This time there was a flash of emotion in Damiano’s eyes. It was so fleeting that Nolan wondered if he hadn’t imagined it.

“Where is she?”

“Go back to New York, Damiano. We don’t want you here. If you really cared about having a son, it wouldn’t have taken you three months to get here.” 
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Damiano churned inside. If only Nolan knew. The moment Nolan had ended the call; he’d grabbed his keys to drive to the airport when Vito walked into his office. His eyes darkened as he recalled their discussion.

“On your way somewhere, Boss?”

“As a matter of fact, yes.”

“Well, if it isn’t to attend Father’s funeral, change your plans. We have a problem.”

“Start talking and stop wasting my time,” Damiano barked as he tossed his keys in the air, indicating that he would decide whether or not the problem was worth his time.

“Giorgio is once again causing problems in the ranks.”

Damiano snapped irritably, “Stop the melodrama, Vito, and tell me what the fuck is going on. I don’t have the patience to play riddle-me-this today.”

“He’s ranting that our coffers are still empty since you’ve made no leeway in finding the bonds that Caldwell took. That you’re weak and are led by a woman sucking your cock, which is why you allowed Ceejay Powell to get away.”

The keys clattered across the top of the desk. 

“I should have known his silence wouldn’t last long. I guess it’s time to have that chat with him about Angelo.”

“What chat? Does it have anything to do with you asking me not to mention anything to the family about Angelo appearing in Jacksonville?”

“Yes. A week after he was publicly expelled from the family.”

“I’m aware of that, but what does that have to do with him, or Giorgio, for that matter, arriving in Jacksonville?” Vito’s nostrils flared. “You know what happened! That’s the hold you have over Giorgio. That’s why he accepted your return so meekly! What the fuck happened?”

“Luca found out that Angelo murdered the Caldwells. He gave him to his men to beat up in Giorgio’s presence. Luca made it clear to Giorgio that if Angelo got involved in any other family matters after his expulsion, he would hold him personally responsible.”

“And then he showed up in Jacksonville and tried to kill Ceejay? Fuck no. There is no way Luca would have let that slide. No fucking way!”

“Luca didn’t know.”

“Wait a minute. Luca doesn’t know Angelo died in Jacksonville?” Vito glared at Damiano. “How did Giorgio get Angelo’s body out of there?”

“He stole his body from the morgue in Jacksonville, took it to Brooklyn and set it on fire in his car at Dead Horse Beach.” 

Damiano flexed his fists, annoyed that Giorgio forgot so soon about the agreement he made with Damiano. It seems he was more scared of Luca than Damiano. Maybe it was time he realized who posed the bigger threat.

“And my father believed that someone in the family whacked him, right? Giorgio is in the clear. He got you back, which was how he redeemed himself to my dad and how he hid the fact that his son broke Luca’s rules again. How did you get Giorgio to admit to his scheme?” 

Damiano incinerated him with a harsh look and Vito threw his hands in the air. 

“Again a stupid question. Now what?”

“I’ll deal with Giorgio in time. For now, have you been able to find the information I asked for?”

“Yes but I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.”

“Dimmi,” Damiano was fast losing patience with his half-brother. Vito knew Damiano hated to drag things out of people.

“Ceejay Powell paid an amount of close to five million dollars for the shares in her uncle’s business and the farm he owns. I can’t find any proof of her receiving money from her grandparent’s estate when they passed away. She had a few investments over the years, but on payout it wasn’t nearly what she paid for those shares.”

“Caldwell? Didn’t he have life insurance?”

“Yes, but in the end they didn’t pay a cent. There was a clause in the policy about death in case of crime and violence.”

Damiano frowned as he recalled that Ceejay never admitted where she got the money from to pay for the shares. He’d always assumed that there was a life insurance policy that had paid out. Maybe she wasn’t as innocent as he once thought. His mouth flattened at the thought that she might’ve made a fool of him the whole time. If that was the case....

“Vito, you’ve gotta start digging deeper. You’ve given me nothing. Start thinking outside the box and find me something. I expect better than this.”

Damiano burned with the need to take charge, but he couldn’t. He had to mentor Vito and the only way he could do that was to allow him to find his own balance. 

“What if what I find is not what you want to hear?”

Damiano strode toward his desk and sat down. 

“I want those bonds. If you show me that Ceejay Powell played a part in hiding them from us, then she will pay the price. Of that you can be assured.”

“You’ll take care of it yourself?”

“Who else, Vito. The bonds weren’t the only thing she stole from me. No, she tried to steal something much more precious from me. Something I’ll never forgive her for and something for which she will pay dearly.”

Damiano nodded his head toward the door indicating that their meeting was adjourned. He smoldered as the door closed.

He had come back to the family for one purpose, then become lost in the bowels of the underworld, as his strategy blew up in his face. He never expected the dark emptiness to take over so quickly. Now, all the power was his. 

If only he could feel something. Reach into his soul to know he was still human. 

That there was hope that one day ... one day I might be Colt again.
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Damiano focused his attention back to Nolan, the one person who knew him better than anyone. Nolan loathed just how black he’d become. 

“I have a right to be a part of my child’s life. No one will take that away from me, Nolan. Not you and definitely not Ceejay Powell.”

“And what about Luca Vitale? Or better yet, Giorgio DeStefano? Have you forgotten how much he hates you for killing his son? And more than that, have you forgotten that he believes in vendettas? An eye for an eye ... or in this case, a son for a son?”

This time, there was no denying the flash of emotion in Damiano’s eyes. Nolan’s anger threatened to choke him.

“What do you think it would do to Ceejay to lose another child to that fucking Occhipinti family, Damiano? Or wait, what the fuck am I thinking? You are the Occhipinti family, now. You don’t give a fuck.”

“Fuck your cynical bullshit, Nol. I do care.”

Nolan snorted and walked toward the door. He yanked it open and scowled at Damiano.

“Get the fuck outta here. And when you do, don’t stop until you’re all the way back in New York. You’re not welcome here. Just as much as you’ve rid yourself of the dust of Jacksonville, we’ve rid ourselves of the scourge of Damiano Vitale.”

Damiano walked toward Nolan and leaned forward to quip derisively in his face, “I’m not going anywhere until I’ve seen my son and informed his mother of my rights. No child of mine will grow up without knowing his father. That’s not a threat, pal, it’s a promise.”

Nolan stared after him as he walked away, praying that the gamble he took would pay off. Nonetheless, the constant worry that Ceejay might get hurt again, wouldn’t go away.

Maybe I should warn her that Colt, no, Damiano, had come for his son. He shook his head as he walked back to his desk. No, for their own sake and the sake of their child, it was something they had to solve on their own. 

He had interfered enough already. 
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“C’mon, Lady Silver, make up your mind. I don’t have all night. Either you want to scene with me or you don’t.”

Ceejay stared at Master Zeus. He had zoned in on her the first time she’d stepped through the doors after Mason’s birth and he hadn’t let up. Apart from the other Senior Masters—Wolf, Steel, Black and Goran, he wouldn’t allow other Doms to come close to her. The five of them had become her protectors.

Master Wolf had disclosed his own identity to her and she was pleased that he did. The two of them had become very good friends over the past year. He had been her rock and helped her through the most difficult time in her life. If not for her uncle, Nolan, and Jewel, she had no idea how she would’ve survived after she had been nearly killed by Giorgio DeStefano.

“Master Zeus, what scene do you have in mind, if I dare ask?”

Seth glanced at the beautiful woman staring at him from behind the mask covering half of her face. She had stopped wearing a wig and her blond hair shimmered in the dim lighting of the dungeon. If she hadn’t belonged to his cousin, he would’ve claimed her.

Ceejay felt a flicker of arousal warming her loins as he grazed a finger over the slope of her breast. It had been so long and she craved the intimacy of sex. She’d given up on Colt ever returning. She had lost all her faith in him. Now, she was ready to move on.

A hard body pressed against her from behind, causing a shiver to tingle in her belly, as a pair of firm lips nibbled on the soft skin at the base of her neck.

“Master Goran and I watched your poor orgasm control last week when Master Steel did the erotic flogging with you.”

“Master Zeus, it was a very erotic flogging. No sub would’ve been able to have control her orgasm,” Ceejay defended herself with a twinkle in her eye as she remembered the sensual strokes Master Steel had used to bring her to orgasm.

“Be that as it may, we believe we need to assist you in practicing more control. So, tonight, we’re going to test it.”

“What happens if I climax?”

“You’ll be tied at the dungeon entrance with your ass in the air while every sub in the club takes turns to make you come.”

“You’re not serious.”

“Dead serious and you know what that means, don’t you?”

Ceejay did indeed. The subs were cruel when it came to such punishments. They would push a sub to the edge over and over again and at the last moment deny her the release that throbbed painfully through her. The punished sub would be left painfully aroused, which she could only satisfy when she got home. She’d seen it happen a few times and would be damned if she’d ever end ass-up at the dungeon entrance.

“Ehm ... would you consider a different type of, uh ... punishment, or rather scene, Masters?” 

Ceejay had had enough of being protected. She was horny and needed sex. None of them seemed to be willing to take that step and if they still denied her request, she was going to find another Dom to scene with. 

“Are you trying to manipulate your way out of the punishment we’ve suggested, sub?”

“Oh no, Master Goran. But if you refuse my offer, I will find a Dom who is prepared to do the scene I desire.”

“Very well, Lady Silver. What are you offering?”

“Sex. If I fail, you both have sex with me.”

The silence was deafening as Ceejay felt both of them stiffening.

“Understand one thing, Masters. You’re all willing to scene with me, but because of Master Dom, no one will have sex with me. Well, I need sex and he’s not here, nor is he coming back.” She studied their faces. “Even if he does, it’s been over for a long time. I don’t want him anymore. So, here’s my reality: If you’re not prepared to give me sex as part of a scene in the future, I’m going to find another Dom that will; without any interference from any of you.”
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