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Serafino

I stood back in the shadows as I watched yet another party unfold on the ground floor of what had been my childhood home. The celebration was all thanks to my mafia family gaining the upper hand against one of our rivals, the O’Malley Irish mafia, after their don, Sean, had been executed.

The victory wasn’t half as sweet knowing I hadn’t contributed to Sean’s death. Maybe then I would have been in a more festive mood. Instead, while our enforcer had exacted revenge by killing Sean in the name of love, I’d been busy drinking whiskey and snorting coke, and sharing whores with my brothers, Evander and Alessandro. 

That there would be repercussions from the O’Malleys didn’t concern me. I looked forward to their vengeance. I was running on dregs and not even sex and drugs could diminish the void gaining a foothold deep inside me. I needed adrenaline, something to refuel my existence and make me feel alive again.

My other brother, Ethan, the Agostino don and the man I now served, stalked past in his gray Armani suit. His wife, Sabrina, clung onto his arm, her long, silver-blonde hair swept up into an artfully messy bun. She was gorgeous in her dark blue gown that was modest at the front but dipped low at the back. Little wonder Ethan’s dark eyes shone with devotion while she smiled up at him as though he was her whole world. 

He probably was.

Something between envy and distaste curled deep in my belly. I’d never experienced love with a woman, nor did I expect to. Why would I hand my heart over to the hands of a female only for her to crush the life out of it? Better that I used and abused women who expected nothing less from me.

I loosened my ruby tie before glancing at my gold Patek Phillipe watch. It was almost 10 p.m. The latest high class whores should be here soon to entertain the single males and probably some of the married ones.  Not that Ethan would partake, he was beyond happy with his wife, and their recently born son.

My nephew. I might kill without flinching, but the little cherub already had me wrapped around his little finger. Though my brothers had always been my family, along with the men who made up our mafia family, little Pietro had managed to soften the edges of my hardened heart like nobody else ever had.

I sniffed. Whatever. The kid might have gotten under my skin, but nothing could change my most fundamental side. Perhaps a sex show would bring me out of my moroseness and get my blood pumping hot through my veins.

I glanced around at the guests who were already drunk and high, with trays of champagne and coke floating around for whoever wished to partake. My nose twitched. As much as I’d love to lose myself in chemicals, I wanted to keep alert. Who knew when the Irish mafia would next attack to avenge their don?

We’d already lost two soldiers, we weren’t about to lose any more.

Despite the men Ethan had stationed around the house—and the bedroom upstairs where he and Sabrina’s tiny son was asleep in his cot—I was aware of the increased danger. 

I wasn’t sure whether to congratulate or bare my teeth like a rabid dog at Valentino when he stepped through the crowd like a conqueror, his girlfriend at his side. I had to hand it to him though, she was a looker. With her inky black hair piled up on top of her head with long strands flowing around her face, and her sleeveless white dress hugging her slender curves, she looked like a princess, not the abused, former lover of the Irish mafia don.

That Valentino was now fully recovered shouldn’t surprise me, not with his fortitude and strength. Except, I’d seen him lifeless like a vegetable, had seen his vitality slowly draining away—not from bullets, but from the deep, profound love he’d found with Chantilly and then imagined he’d lost. 

Love really was a fucked up emotion.

I managed a tight smile as they looked my way. Chantilly’s gold-brown eyes widened, as though recognizing my menace. But then, she’d be familiar with that vibe after being with Sean and now Valentino. Then he bent and murmured something in her ear and her gaze softened before she smiled back at me, unaffected now thanks to her lover’s support.

Valentino nodded my way, his dark stare that locked with mine vastly different to the empty one I’d once known. My breath hissed. He really had changed.

If a woman could do that to someone like Val then maybe I wasn’t a total lost cause. I deflated a little. I’d already acknowledged I’d never give a woman that kind of power over me. I was self-destructing fast enough without handing someone the ability to piss on my inner fire.

Valentino might be happy now, but he’d be destroyed when Chantilly turned on him.

When, not if?

I ignored the cynical voice inside my head and nodded at a waiter. He hurried to the bar to retrieve the aged whiskey he knew I enjoyed on the rocks. Champagne wasn’t my drink of choice. Not ever.

A minute later I held a crystal tumbler in my hand, absently swishing the amber liquid inside before I took a deep swallow.

It wasn’t until a lone woman stepped through the crowd that my entire body tensed and my breathing quickened, my attention centering exclusively on her. Holy fuck. She was drop-dead gorgeous, her long claret-red hair pulled back at the sides in a diamond clip while the rest cascaded down her bared back. 

I knew a hooker when I saw one, but her profession was made even more obvious by her black, lace eye mask that enhanced her startling green eyes, her matching stockings and tiny silver-sequined dress that clung to her svelte body, and her little silver clutch that would hold all the tools of her trade. 

Less was more worked like a charm on her. 

I only hoped she’d left her condoms behind. Our physician would have stringently checked her for any diseases even before she’d stepped through the door. It was why we nearly always called in escorts from the high class agencies we owned, it was safer that way. It also guaranteed those women used birth control.

My cock hardened as she sashayed across the floor like a superstar, captivating everyone. Any other woman might have tottered awkwardly in such high, spiked heels. 

I registered Alessandro and Evander’s interest, their relaxed postures suddenly as taut as mine, their curiosity ignited. No one burned hotter and brighter than me, I was doused by her radiance, a proverbial moth drawn to her flame.

That I was ready to snap and snarl like a rabid dog at anyone showing any interest in her left me frowning. My ribs squeezed tight as I sucked in a breath through clenched teeth. What the fuck was wrong with me? I had no right to feel anything. She was a hooker; she fucked men for a living. She belonged to no one except the green bills men gave her.

I released a heavy breath. I was experiencing nothing more than lust at first sight. I had no reason to fear that any woman, including this one, would lead me around by the dick, one that was presently thick and hard with my interest piqued like never before. 

So why did my legs seemingly move of their own volition when Evander, my half-brother and the underboss of our mafia empire, approached her? Sucking down the last of my drink, I deposited the glass onto a waiter’s tray, then adjusting my tailored black jacket, I stepped faster toward her, cutting off Evander’s advance and reaching for her hand. 

She stilled, her lips parting as I raised her soft hand to my mouth and kissed her knuckles. “I’m Serafino,” I announced huskily. I wasn’t known for my small talk.

“Delilah,” she said with a smile, her brilliant green eyes alight with interest. “You’re one of the Agostino brothers I was sent here to pleasure,” she added, her voice soft and musical. 

She had a slight, lilting accent. French? All I knew for sure was that she was flawless. I managed to nod in response when my brother stopped beside me, his smile wicked as he focused on Delilah.

“I’m Evander, another Agostino brother.” His dark, styled hair gleamed under the lights. “I’m looking forward to your...company.”

I inhaled sharply, not bothering to return his quick, quizzical glance. Not even when I realized I was still holding her hand. I also wasn’t known for my physical affection. I rubbed my thumb over her knuckles before I reluctantly released my hold.

Evander cocked a dark brow at my possessive touch. Clearing his throat, he scanned the crowd then asked her, “You’re alone?”

She nodded, her heady scent that drifted my way reminding me of dark plums and rare orchids, of temptation and forbidden secrets. I drew in a deeper breath even as she conceded, “There were meant to be three of us, but my coworkers were a little...intimidated.” She blinked, her long lashes concealing her emotions. “Word has it you brothers can get a little hot-blooded.”

Roughly translated, a little violent. None of us had gentle natures. Even Evander, who still believed in love, wasn’t tender when it came to sex. 

My brother smirked. “And yet here you are.”

Her returned smile was hollow. “All I care about is my bank account. As my two co-workers aren’t here, I expect to be paid triple for my services.”

I couldn’t help but bark out a laugh. She was fearless, I’d give her that. That she didn’t try to pretend money wasn’t what lured her into the sex industry made me respect her even more. 

My dick thickened and I almost groaned at the increased pressure. It’d be so easy to free my straining shaft and fuck her in the middle of the crowd. But first I’d push up her dress and go down on her, fucking her with my tongue and fingers until her knees buckled as she orgasmed hard.

It wouldn’t be the first time I’d enjoyed public sex. My single brothers and I reveled in a little exhibitionism. Perhaps that was why I couldn’t have anticipated a prickling of resentment as Evander’s gleaming stare looked her up and down. 

“That can be arranged,” he said with a half-smile.

Alessandro joined us then, his neat, designer stubble a sharp contrast to his twisted needs. “What can be arranged?”

Evander winked. “Alessandro, you took your sweet time.” He nodded at the beautiful redhead. “This is Delilah, one of the women we’ve been waiting for.” He smirked. “Since she was the only woman to show up, she wants a pay rise.”

“Does she?” Alessandro asked. His hard stare glittered. “Likely worth it,” he conceded.

I bristled as she smiled at him, my hand clenching as I shoved back some darkish strands of my shoulder-length hair. No doubt my irritation shone in my eyes as I caught her stare and asked coldly, “How much for a night alone with me?”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Chapter Two
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Delilah

I’d been aware of the man standing in the shadows even before he stepped toward me and grasped my hand. My senses leapt to life, my flesh tingling and my skin prickling. His dangerous energy told me he was one of the mafia brothers even before he’d confirmed it, my inner thighs clenching knowing I’d be soon be his lover. 

His brothers were almost as sinister and charismatic, but my focus kept returning to Serafino, our shared chemistry too powerful to resist.

I took a small step back. My reaction to him wasn’t normal, not anymore. 

I’d been in the sex industry long enough to become jaded. It was why I knew I had to get out. What had once been empowerment and a heady adrenaline rush along with financial freedom had all too quickly become a grinding chore. 

I’d had enough. This was my last hurrah, my last night and my biggest pay yet. It meant I’d have enough in my bank account to start a new life, to perhaps even study and make something of myself while I was still young.

Then Serafino asked me how much for a night alone with him and I couldn’t help but secretly rejoice. Not only might I finish my profession with my biggest income yet, it might also be with the one man who’d caught my attention from the start.

Alessandro gave his brother a close-lipped smile. “What the fuck, Serafino? Since when don’t you share pussy?”

“Since now,” he growled. That he didn’t elaborate, didn’t justify his reasoning wasn’t a surprise. He was obviously a man of few words. 

Thanks to my profession, I’d become good—better than good—at judging a man’s character.

Evander snorted, his dark eyes narrowed. “Of all the women you’d want to deny us, did it have to be this one?”

Serafino ignored them and I wondered which one of the brothers was the underboss. I vaguely recalled some gossip on the street about Evander stepping into the position, but perhaps I’d heard wrong? Or perhaps authority didn’t count when it came to their sex lives with the brothers respecting each other’s needs?

Serafino only had eyes for me when he prompted, “How much?”  

My pulse stuttered. I already stood to earn thirty grand thanks to my friends being a no-show. Could I earn even more if I was willing to spend the night alone with Serafino while pissing off his brothers?

It’s not like you’ll ever see them again. This is your last opportunity to earn serious dollars before giving up your profession.

I shivered as I held Serafino’s cold stare before I glanced down at the impressive bulge inside his pants. He was the type of man who’d forget his manners and fuck me in this crowded room with everyone watching on.

“Fifty k and I’m all yours,” I said, my voice breathless.

While his brothers stiffened, he nodded without hesitation, his longish hair falling forward then back. “Done.”

“What the fuck,” Evander breathed.

“Well, shit,” Alessandro muttered. “There had better be some decent pussy here tonight.”

Serafino ignored them both as he reached for my hand and drew me away from his brothers and the crowd of partygoers, while four men with long hair and ripped jeans stalked toward a small stage where guitars, a drum set and a microphone waited. I smiled at the distraction. There would be very few now in the crowd who’d notice us leave. 

It wasn’t until I stepped out under a large portico with Serafino, and we headed toward a slate pathway, where gravel separated it and a concrete driveway on one side from some pungent, lemon-pine scented hedges on the other, that I found myself relaxing just a little.

The outdoors always soothed me, made me less guarded. That these gardens were lit up by solar lights and were mostly formal, clipped shrubbery didn’t matter. Mother Nature might be cruel sometimes, but people were far more so behind closed doors.

I closed my eyes for a second as memories of my widowed stepmother battered me. Her shrill, accusing voice. Her excessive use of prescription drugs and alcohol. Her paranoia about her looks and aging. Her hate-filled eyes as she’d looked at me—the spitting image of my father—while telling me how repulsive I was before she’d locked me in the attic with no way out.

It hadn’t mattered that it’d had a long lightbulb, not when it had swung like it’d been pushed by an invisible hand. It hadn’t even mattered that I’d had a window to look through, not when it’d been barred to stop anyone pushing it open and not when it’d been so dusty there had been little to see and any sunlight had struggled to infiltrate the room.

She hadn’t just imprisoned me; she’d chipped away at my self-esteem until one day I believed I’d deserved her abuse. At least it had made me realize I’d needed to leave the house before I lost my sanity. I’d never looked back. I’d escaped before I’d lost even more of myself to her. 

“You’re trembling,” Serafino said, his voice low.

I sucked in a steadying breath, then flicked open my eyes. “Sorry,” I said with a hoarse, half-laugh. “Sometimes I let my past catch up to me.” I added hastily, “Rest assured, this is the first time I’ve allowed it to encroach on my job with a client.”

He clasped my chin, his fingertips rough and rasping. I shivered. What bad deeds had he done with those hands? That I imagined they’d bring me to ecstasy as easily as they’d ended others’ lives turned me on almost as much as it made me queasy.

To be so powerful and deadly that no one, least of all someone like my stepmother, would dare to treat him with anything but courtesy and respect must be remarkable. She’d probably piss herself facing someone of his reputation.

He looked down as he held my gaze, his shoulder-length hair sliding forward. “I don’t want your professional persona. I want to know the real you.”

I stared up at him, the shadows making him scarier somehow. But though I should have been intimidated, I was drawn to him, my anesthetized body responding to him in ways I’d never thought would be possible.

His dangerous, dark aura intoxicated me. Normal men didn’t do it for me anymore; they hadn’t in a long time. I needed someone who kept me walking on a tightrope. I needed excitement, I craved it.

Having sex and giving head to middle-aged, mostly married men, and to fresh-faced graduates born with a silver spoon in their mouths had long ago lost its appeal.

It was no longer enough, not by a long shot.

I bit my bottom lip. “You’re paying a hell of a lot of money to get to know the real me. Most men—all men—want the fantasy, not reality.”

“I don’t want the fairytale,” he refuted, reaching behind my head to untie my eye mask and gently removing it before pushing it into his jacket pocket. I blinked up at him, feeling exposed somehow, as though he was now reading past my mind and into my soul. He smiled a little. “That’s for men who can’t handle real women or the real world.”

He was the first ever client to request normal from their dream woman. That I needed the opposite wasn’t lost on me. While he was looking for conventional, I was seeking unconventional. Tall, dark and deadly was clearly my type.

He clasped my chin and tilted my head higher as his mouth captured mine, revealing his dominance and skill as he kissed me. I quivered even as my lips automatically parted, his questing tongue that tasted and tangled with mine leaving me reeling.

Holy shit. I needed this stranger to make me want sex again. My passion o-meter was skyrocketing, my lacy thong wet as lust poured through me. 

He was undeniably gifted, and I couldn’t help but wonder how glorious it’d feel if he used his mouth and tongue on other parts of my body. I didn’t doubt I’d find out soon enough and I moaned into his mouth, dropping my clutch bag before my arms draped over his broad shoulders while he cupped my ass with one hand and pushed my front against his arousal.

My pulse shuddered. He was freakishly big, but surely I was wet enough and experienced enough to welcome his length? I writhed against him and it was his turn to groan, his blunt fingertips digging into my butt as he pressed me so close we were almost one. 

That his firearm was yet another bulging distraction under his clothes didn’t deter me. If anything it made me wetter, my needs greater.

He pulled back to look down at me, his dark eyes glittering. “I want you, Delilah.”

He might be a man of few words, but when he spoke with such intensity he didn’t need to elaborate. 

“I want you too,” I said softly. No subterfuge, no acting out yet another man’s fantasy. This was my fantasy, my need.

Even if he had asked to fuck me in the room where partygoers were celebrating, I wouldn’t have said no. Not because of the fifty K he’d agreed to pay me and not even because it’d change my life for the better, but because he turned me on so effortlessly.

I would have had sex with him for free.

The front door opened, rock music blasting through and obliterating the peace and quiet. A portly, suited man shut the door, quieting the racket. He withdrew something from his pocket. I realized it was a cutter and cigar after he snipped the tip and then lit it, the end glowing. Then he stepped out of the portico and onto the slate pathway toward us.

I knew right away he was someone important. Not because of his age or the world weariness that was apparent even with the shadows that encroached upon him between the solar lights. The way he held himself spoke of someone who didn’t intimidate easily. He was high up in the mafia hierarchy. 
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