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THE ETERNAL DON
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Some consider me a ticking time bomb, others know I have the time and patience of a sinful saint. I’ve been around for almost two centuries. Immortality keeps my heart beating and the blood flowing; mostly through my veins and those of my enemies dripping from my hands.

No one is stupid enough to challenge me, until a hunter thinks he can bait me by using his daughter. An arranged marriage might have been a trap set by him, but I’ll be the one who will see it through.

An ancient legacy rips the mafia world apart, creating a hunt for all who think to take what’s mine; the woman with the angelic touch. Though, I will cleanse this world of those who seek ultimate power through the hands of my woman. While she has the potential to be my downfall, I however will be the last one standing.

For I am the Eternal Don.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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– SISLEY –

“Pay attention or you’re going to be licking the floor again,” Renzo, my annoying brother, says with laughter tainting his voice.

Pushing myself off the floor, I bounce to my feet and wipe the sweat off my forehead with the back of my hand.

“Asshole, try again and you’ll be the one licking the floor.” I roll my shoulders and wait for his attack.

It comes swiftly but this time I’m ready and easily dodge his fists and feet trying to inflict damage without holding back. It’s always been like this between us; real fighting instead of training. My brother never treats me like a girl, or a sister, or a freak for that matter. Instead, he treats me as an equal.

Our father made the decision a long time ago to raise me differently. Not as a daughter, not as a son, more in the lines of one of his mafia soldiers. Because being a soldier is to follow orders. You’re not loved; you’re expendable and have a purpose to serve.

It’s all I’ve know from the day I turned fourteen, and to be honest? The twenty-two-year old I am today understands this now more than ever. Over the years I’ve not only trained daily for endurance, strength, and fight techniques. But also, the added hunter skills and how to kill supernaturals to survive in the world we live in now. 

It’s not only humans who form risks in our lives but there are different supernatural beings out there who can kill in the blink of an eye without a single thought or remorse. And when you’re the daughter of a powerful Don, a mafia boss who also comes from a legacy of supernatural hunters, it’s only natural to become what’s to be expected of you. A trained hunter; a weapon who can face all kinds of enemies no matter what.

My brother thinks he can beat me and he might be right due to some physical shortcomings. The only things big on me are my ass and thighs. My breasts are perky and a handful but the rest of me is tiny while my brother is a huge wall of muscles. 

He might outmatch me in size, but there’s one crucial difference between us and I’m about to shove his face in it. I have abilities only my brother is fully aware of. My parents only to some extent. Needless to say, with my parents being hunters, they despise any supernatural abilities in their own daughter. It saddens me, but over the years I’ve learned to live with this fact.

Normal people only use a small portion of the human brain. Me? I’m capable to tap into more than I need to and it allows me to gain abilities others don’t have. My father explained that in hunter terms they call such an ability “the angelic touch.” But I just think of it as bonus content added when I was reprogrammed after being born.

You see, there were complications when I was born. For over twenty minutes I was without a heartbeat but with full brain activity. According to my father, that’s when the jolt of life and the whole angelic touch occurred. Or so I’ve been raised to believe. 

Opening my mind, I visualize the speed I need and slow my breathing along with my heart. The brain is the one sending orders and having a turbo boost to tap into allows abilities a human can only dream of. But like I said, to me it’s bonus content.

I take full advantage of my ability when I slide into the kind of speed where my brother sees me standing before him one moment and the next I’m behind him, tackling him so he ends up exactly like I warned him; licking the floor. 

My laughter fills the air when I’m leaning on my knees and watch how Renzo is pushing himself up while he mutters curse after curse.

“Enough,” my father barks from the doorway.

Both Renzo and I instantly straighten our spines and flash our arms to our back, letting our eyes land on our bare feet. Like I mentioned, having a hunter background my father despises my abilities and sees it as something supernatural.

“The gala is starting in an hour and the both of you are still training. Sisley, your mother is expecting you in your room. You know what’s expected of you and how much depends on tonight.” His voice is tight and disapproving.

He doesn’t need to remind me. I know exactly how much weight is on my shoulders. Tonight is the gala where mafia bosses from all over the country come together. And to put it into my own choice of words, they come to explore the meat this market holds for arranged marriages to form alliances. 

And this particular meat market is important due to the fact my father expects the Eternal Don to be present. It’s also the reason why my father didn’t attend the last few times and why I’m not promised to anyone yet. 

Which is a rarity since females in the mafia world are promised to their future husband starting at the age of twelve or sometimes younger. Their marriage doesn’t take place until they’ve come of age but still alliances are forged.

My father is hoping to fulfill two wishes he’s worked decades for to successfully pull off. One is to kill the Eternal Don, and two, to take his place and become Capo dei capi; the boss of all bosses. And this is also why my father’s voice is laced with disapproval because he considers me his chess piece. The whole me being more of a soldier to follow orders instead of a daughter.

It’s all I’ve ever known and we have to follow through. The plan is for me to catch the Eternal Don’s attention and hope he’s intrigued enough to approach my father where he will take it from there. I mentally snort. As if it’s as easy as waving a bone in front of a dog.

I’ve rolled my eyes so hard and so many times at this plan, I wonder why my eyes aren’t locked in the back of my head. Because seriously, the man is called the Eternal Don because he’s also been the boss of all bosses for decades. And I might even say centuries because rumor in our family is; the Eternal Don is a vampire.

And I’ve never even met a freaking vampire in all my life. Sure, I’ve encountered supernaturals over the years. Mostly werewolves which my father made me watch while his men tortured them. Sometimes to gain information businesswise, mafia stuff he doesn’t share with me, other times? Just for the sake of hating supernaturals and making sure I knew he considered humans to be superior.

Yes. I might have grown to dislike my parents from an early age and only consider my brother as the only family I have. You would think considering my age I could live on my own, but when your father is a don in a mafia world, there’s not a lot you can do...other than to follow orders.

I make my excuse and slip out of the training area and head for my room. My mother is already inside, looking elegant in her perfect navy blue dress and her hair pulled up in a tight bun. 

I hope she doesn’t demand that I do the same because it looks so tight my eyes would pop out for sure. Not to mention, I would have a killer headache if I’d pull all my hair up in a bun. My long, dark as night hair reaches my ass and is super thick.

Which is also the reason why I’m twisting the braid I have it in and shove it under a bathing cap before I jump into the shower. I have no time to wash and dry my hair in time for the gala. My mother is already yelling at me to hurry from outside of the bathroom.

Quickly rubbing myself dry with a towel, I throw the fluffy red thing into the hamper and grab my body lotion and start to rub it on my skin. I love the scent of vanilla mixed with a hint of cherry. It’s basically the only thing I indulge in since I don’t use perfume or makeup for that matter. And I do hope my mother doesn’t add any today but I’m about to find out.

I stalk into my bedroom with a fluffy red towel wrapped around my body. My mother points at the bed where she’s placed the dress she expects me to wear. It’s a silky, long sleeve, backless black mermaid dress. An open side slit is visible and will show off my whole leg. What the actual hell?

“I can’t wear that,” I gasp in horror.

The whole “meat market” enters my brain again when my mother gives me an incredulous look.

She waves her hand. “It’s eye catching, Sisley. You have your skills to show off.”

Skills to show off, I mentally snort. If I needed to show off my skills I would be kicking this Eternal Don’s ass instead of showing my body. Ugh.

Not that I even know if I would be able to since I’ve never been face to face with a vampire. My father might treat me like one of his soldiers, but I’m never allowed to go on missions or handle tasks. 

I can only guess why. Either he’s been keeping me clean for this moment or he doesn’t trust me due to my abilities. Both reasons sting and highlight the fact I’m only a pawn in a bigger game like every other person he’s surrounded himself with.

“My thighs and ass are massive, Mother. Maybe we could go with the–”

“You will not be wearing the tulle ballgown.” She glances at her delicate golden watch and points at the bed. “You have exactly five minutes to dress. I’ll be back to do your hair and makeup.” She’s already out the door before I can protest about the makeup.

With a deep sigh I stroll to the closet where I take out a black lace thong. The dress has an open back which means I can’t wear a bra. It’s a good thing my breasts are perky and only a handful so the built-in bra should keep everything in place.

My mother strolls back into the room once I’m dressed. She rummages through my closet and stalks toward me to place a pair of black stiletto mules in front of me with black satin ankle wraps.

Now those I do love. I have a thing for shoes. Mostly because I can tweak them into a concealed weapon. The stiletto itself is great but with most of my shoes I’ve added tiny blades to the tip which can be triggered to easily slip out when I flick them open. It can come in handy to slice my enemy’s throat if needed.

This is not about supernatural beings because one would need to rip off a head to take them since they are immortal or in some cases wooden bullets can do the trick. But most times ripping off the head is sufficient, or so I’ve been told since I only have indoor training skills and was never allowed into the field. Well, besides from watching torture scenes every now and then.

Though, when it comes to humans the way to kill has many roads I can take. This is something my father wanted me to know and why he made me watch how his soldiers torture and kill. And when your father is a bigshot mafia boss weapons dealer, you can say he has more than a few enemies.

My mother starts to fuss with my hair, adding some curls but other than that she leaves it down. Thankfully she only adds some mascara and ironically a blood-red lipstick. When she’s done, she slips out the door but not before giving me the order to be downstairs within ten minutes. I’m rummaging through my weapons drawer when I feel my father coming down the hall.

I say feel but it’s more of a sense of awareness. Most times I keep my focus small and only stick to my surrounding of the room I’m in and what goes on around me. But when I’m feeling stressed, on edge, during training, or feel threatened, I open my mind without realizing it and it allows my abilities to surface.

My parents and my brother are the only ones aware I am one of the few with an angelic touch and therefore have abilities. And even they don’t know the extent because I can see it in their eyes how much it affects them. First my mother when I turned fourteen and everything went on overdrive with my hormones and emotions, allowing the angelic touch to surface and made them aware of it. 

I could smell her fear and I don’t ever want to experience it from her again. And this was only because she saw me move from one corner of the room to the other. Though, my abilities don’t always work. It’s frustrating to say the least. 

Most times I get totally blocked when I get scared and it’s as if I’m frozen by fear. This is also the reason why I’ve kept crucial things about my abilities to myself. And besides, let’s be real, if they knew I was able to hear what is being discussed in other parts of the house? They would lock me up. 

Yes, my hearing is that freaking good when I allow myself to use more of my brain capacity and focus with everything I got. For sure everyone around me would fear their secrets from reaching my ears. Not to mention, both my parents see me as a non-human as it is. 

They’ve never said a word but I can sense it; their emotions shift whenever I’m in the room. They hate I’m not normal but deal with it by seeing me as their secret weapon. My father might keep me in the loop about some things business wise but not to the full extent. 

Hell, I don’t even know if my brother knows everything and he’s being raised to someday become my father’s right hand and eventually the next in line to take my father’s place as the next don to rule over our territory. Though, with the size of my father’s ego, I bet my brother wouldn’t get a chance because our father only ever wants to rule everything and everyone by himself.

“No weapons, Sisley,” my father rumbles and my hand freezes on the tiny blade that could easily fit in the secret pocket of my clutch.

I slam the drawer shut and give my father a timid smile while I wonder if the no weapon rule applies to my shoes. Hell, my body should be considered a weapon with all the training I’ve had, and I don’t even mean my brain but the fighting skills. 

I momentarily grimace at the reminder of ending up on the floor close to an hour ago when Renzo caught me off-guard. And the dress I’m wearing limits my movements too. And I’m about to face a vampire, which also skyrockets my nerves, dammit.

“You haven’t been to one of these gatherings yet but the daughters enter through the back. They are screened and there’s also a metal detector. We can’t afford to have you draw unwilling attention,” my father reprimands.

My mind is still stuck on the “enter through the back and being screened” part and again my own “meat market” label makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

I lift my chin and hold my arms slightly away from my body. “Then I’m all ready.”

“Remember,” my father starts and I know exactly what he’s going to say.

“Keep my mouth shut and draw the Eternal Don’s attention. If he shows. And let you do the talking,” I recite what he’s been telling me ever since he received the invitation to this ball three weeks ago.

My father nods in approval and repeats, “Keep your mouth shut.” He turns toward the door but stops and surprises me when he says, “No one knows for sure if he will show up but he hasn’t been to the last few and even he cannot ignore the rumors. Vampire or not, he must take a wife. You’re the oldest one present today while the others are all younger and won’t appeal to him: he will want a more mature wife.”

“Maybe he has taken a wife a few times already but ate them all,” I blurt.

Oops. This is the reason why he repeated the me needing to keep my mouth shut part. I receive a hard look–one his face is always locked on these days–and then he leaves me to stare at his back as he heads downstairs and all I can do is follow him.

Once outside I notice two limousines and become aware of the fact I have to slip into one while the rest of my family enters the other. I keep staring out the window, not seeing the scenery due to the darkness but trying to gain focus.

My nerves are flaring up and I have to put mental walls up to lock out parts of my brain. I cannot screw this up, not when there’s too much at stake. My father depends on me and it might be screwed up for an outsider but I was born for this moment. And this is my chance to prove to my family I am worthy and loyal to them.

Women simply don’t have other functions in the mafia world other than to see to their husband’s needs. Well, in my case it’s the need to play a part in killing my future husband, whatever. 

Point is, I have to be successful for what I was ordered to do and that’s to gain the Eternal Don’s attention. Because my father won’t even allow me to try and kill the Don myself; he probably thinks I will screw up. My father will be the one who will do all the talking; also known as getting the Eternal Don into a room and blindsided him right before the kill.

My parents’ limousine separates from mine as they drive up to the front while the one I’m sitting in goes around the massive mansion. There’s a line of other limousines and a stream of pretty girls are already waiting. The limousine comes to a stop and the door is opened by what looks like a security guard. He points at the line of young girls and tells me to join the others.

The term I’ve been calling this gathering flashes through my mind and in this instant I have to stop calling it a meat market because holy freaking shit. This is so wrong. Some of these girls I’m guessing are barely twelve while others are sixteen, tops. 

And all of them are glaring at one another and I’m seriously thinking they are going to start clawing out eyes at any moment. All because they want to eliminate the competition. As if this is a freaking contest to win the best husband out there. They’re freaking children for crying out loud.

My heels click on the concrete and I take in my surroundings. Other than a row of kids glaring at me, I now notice two black SUVs. Their windows are tinted and a white limousine is parked next to the row of girls. 

My limousine drives off while another behind it comes to a stop. A girl gets out and her limo drives on without her. I give a mental shake and can’t help myself when I mutter, “Fucking meat market.”

A faint, low chuckle reaches my ears and I follow the sound to the limousine parked next to the line with one of its windows opened a crack. I narrow my eyes but can’t see who is inside. Besides, I don’t think the person hiding in there laughed because of what I said since I was muttering and he couldn’t have heard, but it still irks me.

I’m ripped from glaring at the limousine due to the girl behind me snapping, “Close the line or move out of my way.”

Slowly, like a snail mimicking a turtle, I turn and raise my eyebrow at the twelve-year-old who’s in a freaking rush to show her ass off so her father can get a nice arranged marriage deal for her. What the actual fuck?

“By all means, hurry before all the good ones are taken,” I mock.

I get a glare and she actually sticks her nose into the air and stomps past me with her white socks neatly folded.

“I met her in the meat market line before I stabbed her with my knife,” I mutter in Romanian instead of English.

I am able to speak a handful of different languages fluently. And the reason for using a different language is just to be safe and not draw attention because I’m fairly sure everyone here is either Italian, Russian, or Irish due to alliances. 

And I can’t start a fight with a twelve-year-old or anyone else for that matter. The chuckle flows through the air again and this time I lower the walls I have in place inside my brain and try to see past the tinted windows.

“Move the line, please,” rings through the air from right behind me.

“Motherfucker,” I growl very unladylike and restrain myself from whirling around.

Deciding to focus on my job I let the chuckle–which flows through the air once more–for what it is and move up the line since there are only three girls left in front of me. One by one they step through a metal detector. When it’s my time it’s no surprise the alarm starts to blare. 

The guard looks at me and holds out his hand. “Place your purse in the tray and move through it again, please.”

Right. As if that will help, I mentally snicker, already knowing it’s the knife in the tip of my shoes setting off the alarm. But I do as I’m told and the guard waves me to the side and gets one of those hand detector things and starts to wave it over my body until he gets to my shoes.

“You need to take them off, ma’am,” the guard starts.

“Only to ram the heel through your eye and I don’t even have to take them off for it to make it happen,” I tell him sweetly in Romanian.

“Now, now, such violent tendencies for a lady,” someone says behind me in fluent Romanian.

My breath hitches and it’s not from getting caught speaking my mind but from the timber in this man’s voice.

It takes a heartbeat to regain my focus and turn as I sweetly reply in English, “Only if I act on them but the lady inside me prevents it.”

Fully facing a man, well...more like I’m glancing at a charcoal suit with a white crisp shirt underneath and a bright, red tie...because that’s all I’m getting on eye level. Sliding my gaze up I’m suddenly locked and held by a penetrating stare. 

Eyes a mixture of grayish green with a dark circle around them. His head is slightly tipped down, making it seem as if he’s glancing at me from underneath his eyebrows, giving him a menacing appearance.

The roughness of his short, dark beard throws his resemblance of an exquisite gentleman more into the direction of rugged mafia boss and my skin starts to prickle with awareness. Holy fuck. It’s him. There’s no doubt in my mind. I concentrate on slowing my breathing and my heart while opening my mind to allow me access to my abilities.

Abilities I’m going to need because I’m standing in front of the Eternal Don and I’m pretty damn sure I’ve accomplished my job in an effort to draw his attention. Whether it’s a good or a bad thing I have no clue. But I guess I’m about to find out.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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– ALRIGO –

Sisley Carmeline Leone. Twenty-two years old and the daughter of Montes Leone. The Don of a city that’s been on my radar for quite some time. Not because he’s a weapons dealer with a few other shady businesses that caught my attention, but mainly due to the fact he’s a Leone. And the Leone family are a long line of supernatural hunters.

It’s not the first time I’ve dealt with hunters; I’ve been around for almost two centuries. But Montes Leone has been poking around in my business, and others, for many years and you can say he’s earned my full attention now.

I was debating a few options when I left home over an hour ago. One of those was to compel his daughter and shock daddy dearest by either letting her kill one of his soldiers or to let her do something else. Just to prove a point the man is playing with fire if he doesn’t stop poking around in my business.

Though, the young woman standing before me is intriguing and not what I expected from a daughter raised by Montes Leone. The roughness I can clearly see inside her lights up those honey-colored eyes along with her stance gives me the knowledge she is trained for a fight. 

The defiance, her stance, the determination sliding over her features as she narrows her eyes. Yes, this is not an ordinary girl standing in line to be showed in a lineup organized by top ranking mafia men to forge alliances and pick a future wife for their son. 

A thought strikes me and a new option enters my brain. One that will inconvenience my personal life but it will also spike the boredom that’s been setting over the last few decades. 

Ruling, torturing, challenging, fucking, drinking, splurging on everything God forbids only extends to so much if you have more than one lifetime to taint. But when you have an eternity, boredom is bound to flare up every now and then.

Let the games begin.

First, I need to make her compliant. I’m able to compel people to do my bidding. And what I need for the young woman standing before me to do, is to come with me without a single question. Leaning in, I pierce her with my gaze and let some of the glamour seep in to start the compulsion. 

“You’re going to join me for a ride to my mansion,” I order.

She lifts herself on her toes and her eyes go slightly wide. Her hand hovers over the side of my face and I’m utterly stunned when she brushes her thumb over my cheekbone.

“Your eyes, they glow like liquid silver in the sunlight. Pretty.” It’s a soft whisper of words before her eyebrows furrow and suddenly her arm drops when she steps back and says, “I’m going to join you for a ride to your mansion.”

Options. I always have many and it’s why I’ve survived for centuries. But in all the time walking the earth I haven’t encountered one single person who I couldn’t compel. Doesn’t mean I haven’t heard about it; it only means I personally haven’t met someone who is immune to my glamour. 

The painful reminder of someone being immune to glamour is a shocking one. One I know my brothers had before me and one I’ve lost both of my brothers to. Not to mention, it could very well entail my own downfall. Though, the loss of both my brothers has given me the knowledge how to handle the one with the angelic touch.

She might offer a placid smile and repeat my words but she doesn’t fool me. No one, absolutely no one can notice when I use glamour. Not even other supernatural beings. It’s abundantly clear this woman has the angelic touch and is aware of her hunter ancestors. Not only does she know exactly who I am, she’s also aware what I am along with it.

Another powerplay her father is trying to pull. Yet, I don’t think he’s aware of the weapon he just put in front of me. Because if he knew she wouldn’t be standing before me with a smile on her face; she would try to get me to drink from her.

Sink my teeth into her body to coat my tongue with her blood and let the power of it obliterate me. Because that’s what happened to my youngest brother. And my other brother? He was dead-set to save the both himself and his eternal mate and gave her his blood first and it killed her.

Twisted faith. An eternal mate for a born vampire is usually his counterpart; someone who is born into this world and simultaneously dies. The moment of death is prolonged until an angel pulls her soul back. 

My brother and I have searched every piece of information on this planet when our youngest brother died. It’s why he tried to give his eternal mate his blood first, to mix his with hers to end the risk of ending his own life when they completed their bond. And those two had a relationship for months before they finally wanted to go through with the mating ritual.

It backfired. The moment his blood landed on her tongue she started to convulse. I was there because the woman loved my brother and wanted to become his. When she died, so did his soul. His reason for living left this world and for someone who lives for an eternity it was too much weight to bear.

I didn’t anticipate it but he compelled a serial killer to decapitate him and then kill himself. It happened two hundred years ago but finding him headless is an image entering my brain as if it happened yesterday. And now I’m confronted with the past, and my own damn future is on the line as well. 

It sickens me how Montes is using his daughter. Though, I’m sure she’s not the mafia princess she appears to be but I’m about to find out because there’s no way I’m going to pass on a challenge, even if it entails risking my own life. Yet, I would rather kill the woman than risk my own.

Montes Leone is going to find out the consequences of challenging someone he isn’t capable of understanding. He might think he’s a hunter who knows exactly who he’s dealing with but I’m going to prove him wrong. But first; playtime. 

If you’ve lived for centuries it’s bound to get boring every now and then. The little bunny hopping in my vision is mouthwatering and ignites the urge for a chase. I press my palm onto her bare back and guide her toward my limousine. She doesn’t hesitate but slides right inside.

My driver takes off and heads toward my mansion. It’s not my usual home but one of many I own scattered around the country. They are a necessity in some cases when I have to conduct business for long periods of time in different places.

I could take Montes’ daughter to the house I live in full-time but only the motorcycle club who have a permanent residence on my land knows where it’s located. They have been with me for decades. Trust isn’t easily given but Lucan, the current president of the MC, and his parents before him, have given me enough reason to know they won’t ever betray me.

Briar, my driver, is also a biker and part of the MC. These guys are grumpy if they are ordered to accompany me and have to drive a limo instead of riding their bike. But I guess centaurs aren’t the most cheerful supernatural beings. Though, I’m not complaining. Like I mentioned, trust isn’t easily given but these bikers have a solid brotherhood, one where loyalty runs deep.

“Shit,” Sisley mutters and gives me a sideward glance. “Mind if we go back? I forgot my clutch and–”

“No,” I rumble, harsher than I intended.

One of her dark, well-groomed eyebrows raises slightly but otherwise she doesn’t give a peep. Those honey-colored eyes are drawing me in and it makes me want to pollute her mind to the point where the softness in her gaze won’t be able to appear ever again.

I retrieve my phone from my pocket and shoot Lucan a message. I handle most things myself but you can say Lucan sometimes also functions as my right hand. And in this moment, I’d rather give my attention to Sisley than dealing with her father.

Maybe I should force my blood down her throat to eliminate the threat she holds over me; the only bargaining chip she has in her miniscule life. Briar brings the limo to a stop in front of the massive gate and momentarily draws my attention away from the woman. After a few seconds the gate opens and Briar drives up to the main entrance.

The limo comes to a stop and I don’t wait for Briar to open my door; I’m not the kind of man who wants to be served at every turn. But Briar does extend the courtesy to Sisley, though it’s mostly to make sure she doesn’t jolt away. Or attack for that matter.

My mood sours and the game I accepted to play mere moments ago is already agitating me. It’s a fucking contradiction to being bored and itching to play. If almost two centuries of living has taught me anything, it’s the fact that complications are best to be dealt with instantly instead of dragging it out. 

Within one breath I’ve closed the distance between me and the woman. I breach the skin on my lip and have her head in my hands. Before she knows what’s happening my mouth is on hers, my tongue thrusts between her lips to coat hers with my blood.

Pulling back, I grin–and relish in the flash of fear slamming through her eyes–and prepare to watch her die. My brother’s woman started to convulse instantly after tasting his blood but Sisley is momentarily stunned. Her eyes suddenly widen and her little tongue sneaks out to slide over her bottom lip.

With speed and force I don’t expect she pushes my chest, causing me to step back, while she snaps, “Did you just feed me some of your blood?”

She’s about to spew some more words but doubles over instead. Very unladylike curses flow through the air and she braces herself on her knees. Her head whips up and she’s still glaring at me even if I can tell she’s in pain. In pain but still very much alive. Interesting.

Without warning she surges up to attack me but I’m rarely caught by surprise and it’s for this reason she finds herself whirled around and pressed with her back to my front and her arms crossed in front of her chest.

“Temper, temper,” I murmur in amusement. “Such a nice surprise to expect death but being rewarded with life instead. And such a feisty little thing too.”

“You would expect death, you fucking leech,” she seethes and tries to headbutt me but she’s a tiny woman and, heels or not, she doesn’t even reach my chin.

“Calm down,” I snap but she doesn’t oblige.

Easily lifting her thrashing body, I take her inside and once I’m in one of the empty rooms, I close the door and let her go. To my surprise she squats down and starts to unlace the bows on her heels. 

The corner of my mouth twitches at the reminder of the metal detector and the guard ordering her to take off the heels. Knowing she’s a Leone, I’m sure she has a concealed weapon in those shoes.

Flashing forward, I grab her heel but she’s pushing me back. I flip the both of us but she has the speed and strength to roll us over and the move allows her to straddle me. Her heel is suddenly pressing against my jugular and instead of being pissed I’m actually impressed. Not to mention, my cock is standing to attention along with it.

With a twist of my hand her heel goes flying through the room and the next moment her hands are replacing the threat on my neck. The grin I’m sporting is still in place and I know for a fact it’s pissing her off. I’m about to ask if she really thinks choking works on a vampire but she pushes herself up and actually offers me her hand to help me to my feet.

Suspicion arises but I’m intrigued. Taking her up on the seemingly kind gesture, I let my palm slide over hers. I expect her to jump up at any time, pull my hand, and kick my head or push me to the floor to wrap her legs around my head in an effort to...hell, I have no clue what because an image enters my brain of my head buried between her legs and letting my tongue slide through the lips of her pussy.

I’m on my feet and stare into those honey-colored eyes. I am completely enthralled by the woman who is still breathing while she shouldn’t be. My phone rings and it drags my attention away to the call I was expecting.

Pulling my phone from my pocket, I don’t break eye contact when I answer with a simple, “Talk.”

I can see by the way Sisley’s eyes flare she’s aware it’s her father calling.

“Montes Leone, I thought it was time we had a little chat.” 

“Where’s my daughter? She shouldn’t be alone with a man, she’s an honorable woman. Where the hell did you take her?” the man snaps and my answer is simple; I disconnect the line.

The corner of her mouth twitches. She reaches down to pull off her other heel and murmurs, “He’s not going to like that.”

“His problem. One should not provoke another person by snapping a question to demand an answer. Conversation is more fluent if it’s conducted on a decent level.”

The ringing picks up once more and I answer but keep quiet.

“Calvino. Lucan mentioned you wanted to talk.” The words are spoken as if he’s grinding his jaw but at least he’s giving me the impression he’s trying to keep himself in check.

“Yes.” My earlier plans forgotten, along with the fact I fed her my blood knowing it could mean her death, I tell him the words, “Your daughter, she’s to become my wife. I assume you’d want to negotiate or even make demands, but I suggest you think long and hard because there will be none. And keep in mind I have proof you slaughtered a shared contact at the harbor along with his wife, who I might add was pregnant.”

“I don’t–” the man starts.

But I cut him off. “Don’t lie. I mentioned I have proof.”

“When will you like to announce the engagement? We should discuss this face to face, let’s meet,” he says a little too quick for my liking.

I’m aware of the fact this man wants to kill me and take over as the boss of all bosses. Though, he is going to be the one ending up headless, but he’ll find this painful detail out soon enough.

“I will let you know.” I end the call and put the phone back into my pocket.

Sisley has her arms crossed in front of her chest and the questions she fires at me aren’t the ones I expect. “Who did my father slaughter and why?”

“Your first concern is business women shouldn’t be bothered with in the first place. All while you should be questioning your own well-being. Not very smart wouldn’t you say? Because it gives me the confirmation you were in fact bait, your father’s pawn in an effort to kill me so he can take my place.”

“Just answer the question,” she huffs. “Then I’ll–” She waves her hand. “Explain.”

“You’ll explain,” I echo, and have to restrain myself from laughing but sober up pretty damn quick. “I don’t make assumptions, Sisley. I know exactly who my enemies are and very, very rarely walk into something with a risk of being blindsided.”

“Fine. Yes. I am my father’s pawn. He wanted me to draw your attention so you would have to approach my father. There, I’ve answered your question now answer mine.”

“You want to kill me, I tried to kill you, and yet here we are, at a standstill.” I watch how my words settle into her brain.

Her hands fall slack beside her body, fingers curling to fists and she closes the distance between us. “You tried to kill me? How? By giving me your blood? Last I heard vampire blood doesn’t kill humans.”

I lean in and breach her personal space when I rumble in a low and incriminating tone, “Unless you have the angelic touch.”

She grows very quiet and takes a step back. 

All she does is stare until she says, “You fed me your blood knowing it would kill me. Blood. A freaking kiss. My first freaking kiss. And I’ve trained my whole damn life and you tried to kill me with a few drops of blood? Boy, do I suck. And you? Fucking asshole. Killing me without so much as knowing me. I’m so sick of this shit.”

Sisley stomps past me and tries the door but I locked it as soon as we stepped inside.

“What do you know about vampire blood and those who have the angelic touch?” I question.

“My father explained the ritual of making more vampires with the whole bite, exchange blood, and be reborn ritual. The angelic touch? I don’t know much about it. My father only mentioned the fact it exists and how abilities are different and so is the power that comes with it.”

“And what’s your power? It can’t be much when you only have a few cramps and did not die. Do you even have any power?”

“A few cramps and,” she murmurs but her eyes narrow and she snaps, “You’ve killed others who had the angelic touch, didn’t you?”

“No,” I tell her truthfully. “You’re the first one I’ve encountered since I saw my brother unwillingly cause his eternal mate’s death.”

No need to mention my other brother died when he gave his mate with the angelic touch a bite and died as well. I’m keeping this piece of information to myself instead of planting any ideas of killing me into her head because her father already planted those in there.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispers and it takes me a moment to process.

Aggravation arises and it causes me to snap, “Why would you be sorry? You didn’t know either of them.” Whirling around I head for the door and tell her, “Someone will retrieve you shortly. I have to make the proper arrangements for our trip.”

Ignoring her sputters, I lock her inside the room and head for my office. Lucan is waiting for me and is standing in front of the window. The guy is unnaturally massive in his human form but when he shifts into a centaur, he’s double the chest size he is now. The lower half of his body from the waist down? Black and white, similar to that of the Gipsy cob horse breed. 

“Like you’ve requested, I have made the proper arrangements,” Lucan states.

“How soon can we leave?” 

Lucan checks his watch. “Less than ten minutes. A few guys are double checking things, everything else is set. Limousine is waiting out front. Emesto will be driving this time.”

“Good,” I grunt.

“Are you sure about this?” Lucan instantly holds up his hands when I shoot him a look. “No judgement, just asking for you, boss. In all the time we’ve worked together I have seen women come and go for a few hours of fun, but nothing like this. Taking a wife? Montes Leone’s daughter? It smells like trouble. I understand you want retaliation but we’re both aware you normally take it down another route. Something that involves wire ropes and a whole lot of one-man-job bloodshed.”

“She has the angelic touch,” I start but his curses interrupt me; he knows the risks. I give a curt shake with my head. “I fed her my blood. The only reaction she had was doubling over for a fragment of a second before she turned into a wildcat. She’s still alive like nothing happened.”

“Fucking hell,” Lucan grumbles. “Good thing or bad?”

I shrug. “I guess we will find out soon enough.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​CHAPTER THREE
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– SISLEY –

I have no clue how long we’ve traveled, and now I’ve been locked inside this room for what seems like half a day. I haven’t seen Alrigo since he left me in the room once more and mentioned I should sleep. 

I have no clue what’s going on, and I would really like to talk to him about his brother. He knows more about the angelic touch and the only resource I had was my father. I’ve never mentioned the extent of my abilities to anyone. 

Ugh. This is frustrating. I shouldn’t be here locked in a room at his house. I only had to draw his attention so my father would handle the rest. Yet, here I am–while I have no clue where I am–locked in a room of his mega mansion. And I have no clue whatsoever where my fate lies.

I’m staring out the window. It’s the middle of the freaking night and there’s only darkness staring back at me. I close the curtains and glance around the room. A king-size bed along with nightstands sits against one wall and a desk along with a large closet against the other one along with a TV. I have my own bathroom and everything is wrapped in luxury.

Not to mention, the closet is filled with clothes and strangely enough, everything is in my size. I’m still barefoot and in the black dress my mother made me wear. Deciding there’s nothing else to do, I stalk over to the closet once more and grab a few of the items I was admiring earlier and head into the bathroom.

I take a scalding hot shower and dress in the blue-gray, velvet loungewear when I’m done drying my body and hair. I’m braiding it when my door unlocks and a woman steps inside. She’s older, I’m guessing around fifty judging by the lines in her face and the gray in her hair.

“The master wishes me to check if you’re hungry.” She gives me a sweet smile along with those words.

I leave my hair for what it is since I realize I don’t have a hair tie. “I would love a cup of coffee.” 

She checks her watch as if she needs to check the time in order to grant me a cup of coffee.

“I don’t think I can sleep much any way,” I offer as an excuse. “I slept on the ride over here.”

The woman nods. “Of course. Would you like to join me in the kitchen or wait here?”

I keep myself in check so I don’t seem too eager and simply give her a smile and tell her, “I’d like to stretch my legs for a bit so I think I’ll join you.”

“I’m Cora by the way. If you need anything, let me know.” She points into the direction we need to go.

“I’m Sisley. And if you don’t mind me asking, do you live here?”

She nods and opens the door to a wide-open kitchen. It looks like something straight from a restaurant and it strikes me as odd for a vampire to have such a massive kitchen.

“I’m head of housekeeping and have lived here almost thirty years. Are you sure you only want a cup of coffee? I could make you a sandwich.”

“Coffee is fine.” I open a cabinet and find it stocked to the brim, the fridge is the same. 

“Do you cook?” Cora asks as she places a mug underneath a complicated coffee machine and hits a few buttons.

“Yes, I love it. We had a maid who began teaching me when I was little. First baking while I was standing on a chair to reach the counter and eventually everything she knew.” My chest fills with warmth at the reminder of Anna, she was the only one beside my brother who treated me like a normal person.

Cora slides the mug in front of me. “This kitchen longs to be used more than just feeding the master and I could use some help every now and then. If you don’t mind.”

I let my hands circle the mug and ultimately muse, “I don’t know how long I’ll be here.”

“Indefinitely,” Cora simply says and adds, “Seeing you’re going to be the master’s wife.”

What’s with her calling him the master? And my mind still can’t wrap around the fact he snatched me out of the row of girls to drag me off and simply told my father he’s taking me as his wife. Did that really happen? Without any forged alliance or demands I might add. This while marriages in the mafia world are all about arrangements and the deals involved with it.

“Where is your...master?” I ask and make sure to put a hint of mockery into the word.

She doesn’t even seem phased and simply says with somewhat of a tight voice, “In the library where you can always find him this time of day.”

I drink the rest of my coffee in silence and eventually ask, “Can you please show me how to make another cup? I’m unfamiliar with this machine.”

She stands and explains the different options to me and when I make myself another cup, she releases a deep sigh and tells me, “My mother had this job before me and used to call him master. I guess it’s a little out of date or even weird for your ears but he’s a good boss and has treated my family with nothing but respect. He might seem harsh and unyielding but he has lived many lifetimes where humanity hasn’t been kind. But I guess I don’t have to explain to someone who comes from a legacy of hunters how unkind humans can be.”

This time her tone is incriminating and it also makes me swallow hard to realize she knows about me and my background along with it.

“I’m sorry,” I blurt without thinking and there it is again.

I should see these people as my enemy, it was in every lecture my father gave me and instead of seeing them as such, all I see is the person standing in front of me. I glance down into my coffee and wonder if they put something in it for me to act out of sorts. But when I glance at Cora I don’t see the distaste I often catch in my parents’ gaze.

“It’s fine, child. Can you bring the master his late night snack while I clean up here?” 

For a brief moment my mind wonders what a vampire considers a late night snack; a virgin such as myself, a blood bag from the freezer maybe? Though, to my surprise Cora hands me a plate filled with Pizzelle cookies.

She gives me a smile. “An Italian at heart can never refuse Pizzelles. What’s your favorite flavor?”

The waffle like cookies are my favorite to bake as well as stuff my face until I’m nauseous. 

“Chocolate mint, almond, cream filled...any, all.” I grin and her soft laughter flows through the room.

“The kitchen is all yours whenever you feel like making a batch.” She squeezes my upper arm and points at the door. “The library is down the hall the third door on your left.”

Curiously, I stroll through the hall and the scent of the cookies is mouthwatering. Screw the master, my mind offers as I open the door and steal one of the cookies when I step inside the library. But before I can bring the sweet-smelling cookie to my mouth there are fingers wrapped around my wrist.

“Put it down,” a harsh rumble demands.

The plate is grabbed from my hand and placed on a table near the door. Alrigo is still holding my wrist in a punishing grip and his reaction is absolutely insane. It’s for this reason I lean in and take a bite out of the cookie he demands me to put down.

A disapproving growl vibrates from his chest and he sneers, “Very mature.”

My own annoyance spikes and it makes me blurt the first thing that comes to mind, “Says the vampire who defends his late-night cookies as if it’s his biggest treasure. Aren’t you supposed to be into something more...I don’t know, bloody?”

He steals the rest of my cookie back and drops my hand. 

Taking the plate off the table, he stalks toward a deep brown chesterfield chair and sinks down. “What do you know about vampires?”

His question throws me off and I can feel my eyebrows furrow while I move in a large circle around him to sit in another chair across the room.

“What do you mean?” I mutter, wondering where he’s going with this.

“The question is as simple as it sounds: what do you know about vampires? You mentioned how you expect me to consume something different instead of solid food. It’s obvious you don’t know much.”

His last sentence ignites anger and I can’t help myself when I snap, “My main information about vampires solely entails how to kill them, my father didn’t share any other information. So, excuse me when I fail to do so with the first one I meet.”

His eyes narrow and he demonstratively sinks his teeth into the cookie I already took a bite out of. Asshole. 

I point at the plate. “There’s more than enough, can I have one?”

“These are mine.” 

I hardly keep myself from rolling my eyes. Instead of a mafia boss he seems more like a ravenous child.

Frustration seeps in and I’m sure fatigue is taking its toll as well since I kinda lied to Cora and haven’t slept during all the traveling here and I’m really craving something nice. “I will make you new ones tomorrow,” I offer.

He eyes the plate in front of him and mutters, “I’ll stick with Cora’s baking. You’d probably try to poison me.”

“I’m sure I can restrain myself from using poison. Besides, decapitation is the only way to kill a vampire, or so I’ve been told,” I dryly reply. “And it’s basically the only way to kill one. A stake to the heart only temporarily blocks them. Fire will slow them down but since a vampire has healing ability it doesn’t kill them.”

“Ever killed a vampire?” His voice is tight and the way his gaze locks on mine it’s hard to glance away.

As if he’s pulling the truth right from my soul but all I have is honesty when I reply, “No. Like I said, you’re the first one I’ve met. My father only allowed me to train. The only time I was close to any form of real violence was when I had to witness his soldiers torture the enemy. Mainly werewolves.”

What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I telling him these things? I swallow hard at the way he’s still holding my gaze. Suddenly the memory assaults me of having the taste of his blood seep onto my tongue. It’s as if he knows my every thought and it’s throwing me off balance.

I have to focus and it’s for this reason I slow my heartrate and open my mind in an effort to try and catch anything from the stone-cold man in front of me. Normally when I tap into my abilities I’m able to sense emotions. 

Feel their anger or frustration wafting off them or hear their heart pushing the blood through their veins to let me know if they are wrapped in fear, are lying, whatever. But with him there’s nothing. Nothing except a steady beat of his heart and it might be weird for others to know a vampire has a heartbeat.

Probably due to the dead as a doornail part but they do have blood running through their veins and it appears they also eat normal food. I wasn’t lying when I told Alrigo how my father only spoke about supernatural beings when it involved eliminating them.

“I know you weren’t lying.” Alrigo’s voice flows through my head while his lips stay shut.

My breath catches and my heart speeds up, causing my walls to fall down, shutting down my abilities. Stumbling back, I press my fingers against my breastbone, feeling as if the wind was just knocked out of me. Alrigo’s eyes are holding mine. His body slowly rises and I blink for half a breath and he’s standing right in front of me.

“Don’t open your mind without putting a mental shield in place. You’ll expose yourself for others to intrude your head.” 

His words don’t make sense. “Others? How? And how did you talk inside my head?”

“You have my blood inside you, it allows me to sense everything about you.”

“We’re mentally linked?” I scrunch my nose. “Does this mean you can hear my every thought?” Panic should settle but all my mind offers in this moment is how awkward it would be during bathroom breaks or if my train of thought runs on brain-farts.

“Only when you allow for me to mentally reach you or when you open yourself up like you did just now.” He suddenly holds up a cookie, as if he pulled it out of his sleeve.

This man is too freaking weird and unreadable. First, he goes almost ballistic with me snagging one of his cookies and now he offers me one.

“You’re a weirdo,” I huff but snatch the cookie from his hand anyway and take a few steps back to create some distance between us. 

His eyes are still on me and it’s unnerving. I have no clue how to handle him and I now realize my father was stupid to think I could gain this man’s attention and then handle everything else himself. 

He’s too observant as if he lived many lifetimes and possesses inside knowledge about how exactly the human mind works. I get the feeling this man isn’t handled by anyone but leads the world himself; right into purgatory. Unless it involves cookies. Like I said; weirdo.

“How is this going to work?” I question while I wave a hand from me to him and take a bite of my cookie.

“It’s not,” he simply says. “Your father caused for this to happen and you should be glad you’re still breathing.”

“Right,” I snort. “I have myself to thank for that seeing you shoved your blood down my throat in the hopes it would kill me.”

“That wasn’t my first option. It was more like a second option. And don’t forget, your father is to blame for all of this. If I hadn’t taken you it would be a matter of time before Hyde had you.”

I swallow the last bite of the cookie–which was absolutely delicious and I kinda understand his protectiveness of it now–and ask, “Hyde?” 

“Alpha werewolf,” he grunts as if he’s already tired of our discussion and all of this should make sense to me.

“Could you maybe explain a little bit more? Like I’ve mentioned a few times all I know is what my father shared and it wasn’t much except for orders to follow and minimum detail.” But his words suddenly settle and I close the distance between us. “Wait. You’re telling me the werewolves would have kidnapped me if you hadn’t? This is because of what you mentioned earlier? The werewolf family my father slaughtered? Why would they take me when they have issues with my father?”

“Retaliation. The werewolf your father killed was the son of the alpha. Killing the man who ordered their death isn’t enough, he has to suffer first. Taking his own blood is step one.”

I can feel my eyes widen. “Renzo,” I gasp. “I have to go. I need to warn him.”

“You will do no such thing,” Alrigo grunts.

“He’s my brother. The only one who treated me like a normal person,” I seethe and curl my fingers into a fist.

Anger seeps into my veins and the rage of being helplessly restrained by the man standing before me causes me to free my abilities and punch his chest with both fists. The grunt and minor slide backwards is a short-lived victory when he closes the distance between us.

“Channel your emotions.” The glare he’s shooting at me from underneath his eyebrows should be terrifying but I have nothing to lose.

My brother’s life is at stake. I’m miles away and the only person standing in my way to get to him is right before me. It doesn’t matter if I’m nice or pissed; he’s made it clear I’m not allowed to help him.

I’ll channel my emotions all-fucking-right, my mind offers and instead of attacking him, I use every inch of speed I can muster to slip out of the room. I’m out the door and running through a garden the next instant. Everything is a blur and I have no clue where I need to go but there’s a gate in the distance.

I’m getting ready to push myself off the ground and jump over it when I’m suddenly grabbed from behind and locked in strong arms while being pushed against a hard chest. The breath is once more knocked out of me and it causes my walls to fall into place, locking away my abilities. 

Curses tumble over my lips and in this moment I hate the man holding me captive along with my father, my mother, and everyone else on this fucked-up planet along with myself for being a failure without any options. For the first time in my life, I do something I’ve never done. I give up and sag against my captor. 

Alrigo mutters something underneath his breath and scoops me off my feet. I turn my face into his chest and ignore everything else. I’m being placed onto a couch a moment later but I don’t care. 

Everything Alrigo mentioned is as if the dots are now connected inside my head. My father started all of this. I understand now. He’s killed supernaturals, this I understand all too well, but he’s put all our lives at risk. And I might be a stupid, naïve woman not to have realized this sooner and yet I’ve never been on the flipside. I’ve only seen and heard what my father has allowed me to witness. 

“You shouldn’t ever drain yourself like this,” Alrigo scolds.

I keep my eyes locked on the fabric of the couch and devoid of any emotion I state, “I didn’t drain myself. I give up. Happy now? It’s what you want, right? Have me because of my father, not allowing me to help my brother, letting the werewolves retaliate. One. All. Why don’t you just end it now and throw my cold dead body on my father’s doorstep for some added retaliation? It’s what you wanted to do in the first place, right? Do it now and go on and eat the rest of your fucking cookies while you’re at it.”

The room goes eerily quiet but even that’s beyond my interest because in this moment I’m fully aware all is lost.
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​CHAPTER FOUR
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– ALRIGO –

It’s been one week since I brought her home with me. Seven days since she tried to escape with the kind of speed only a supernatural can possess. I remember very vividly how my body filled with awe for this extraordinary human. 

And then she crumbled. At first, I thought she had drained herself but she bluntly admitted she gave up. She’s not what I expected and certainly doesn’t react how I think she will. When I noticed her in the line of girls, she stood out. More mature than the other younger girls and the mouth on her drew my immediate attention.

Her feistiness triggered something and most certainly the part where she survived my blood when I thought she would die the moment it hit her tongue. And now she simply gives up and sticks to the confinements of her room.

Most of the time she sits in the chair near the window. At night she sleeps in the bed but a few times a day she stretches and works out, like now. She’s doing pushups and changes them up with leg work and burpees. 

It’s as if she’s pushing and punishing herself until she wears herself out and has to recharge and then it starts all over again. Cora has been bringing her food but she scarcely touches it. I’m surprised she hasn’t lost more weight.

“You should tell her,” Lucan states from beside me.

I slam the laptop shut and with it cut off the live feed coming from Sisley’s room.

“It would only depress her more than she already is.” I stand and stroll toward the window.

“Hyde has gone against a direct order: he needs to be dealt with.”

“I know, Lucan,” I grunt, annoyed he’s telling me something I’m aware of. “I’ll handle it.”

“You should kill him and tear his body to pieces in front of his pack,” Lucan mutters. “We can make it happen tonight.”

“He’s mine to deal with,” I bite out my words.

“There’s the don I know and like.” Lucan chuckles. “You’ve been out of sorts ever since the woman entered your life. She’s an enigma, I get it with the whole surviving your blood thing. But you’ve spent the last few days digging through all the information your brothers had gathered and you might have your answer or you don’t. I’d say just take her blood and see what happens.”

I whirl around to face the man. “Are you that anxious to get rid of me?”

Lucan snickers. “As if anything can kill you. But you know there isn’t any choice in the matter. Hell, the out of sorts thing is mentioned in the information, proving she’s your eternal mate along with surviving the taste of your blood. Angels and devils don’t mix and yet she, the one with the angelic touch running through her blood...she withstood the taste of a demonic vampire.”

I grind my teeth at the mention of my background. Sisley might come from a hunter background but my family tree is more complicated. My brothers and I were the first vampires. Created from the blood of a fallen angel turned demonic. 

An experiment of the gods so to say. I was the first one while my brothers were created with a diluted version to reign in the power shown within me. As far as I know there were only a few others created after us with only a hint of what we were given.

Vampires roaming this planet today are the results of those being turned by others with a bite of venom seeping through our canines. They are nowhere near the monsters of the first order. My brothers might have had the vulnerability of being killed by decapitation but not me. It will take me time, but I will heal from any injury. 

Yes. I know because it’s happened twice over the two centuries I’ve been roaming this planet. I endure pain and regrowing limbs isn’t a picnic but it’s a mere burden for a lifetime of vengeance. Because being immortal offers many ways to retaliate. And Hyde created himself an enemy he won’t be able to go up against.

He will try, he’s too reckless not to. His recklessness showed a few days ago when he and his pack try to overrun Montes’ mansion and slaughtered Sisley’s parents and many of her father’s men along with it.

The only ones who survived was her brother and the guys he had with him because the fucker was coming after me to save his sister. Ironically enough, going against his father’s orders has saved his life and has now put him in his father’s shoes as the new don.

“I have to handle the situation with Hyde first,” I muse. “Then her brother and eventually Sisley.”

“You could talk to Sisley, have her reach out to her brother.” I’m shaking my head before Lucan can finish his sentence.

“I don’t want her involved.” I hold up my hand because I can tell he wants to interrupt me. “I know she’s tangled in the middle of this mess but she’s a vulnerability. If she is in fact destined to be my perfect match in all ways it also makes her the perfect weapon to use against me.”

“And that’s exactly why you should make her yours. When she’s turned, she will be harder to kill for your enemies and she will have more strength to fight in case you or any of us aren’t around to protect her if someone is insane enough to come for her. They have to go through us first, but you damn well know what I mean.”

I rub the back of my neck. Fucking complications. I know I have to tell her about her parents, about her brother’s insanity to rescue her, about the werewolf pack I have to deal with, and lastly, about the fact she’s my eternal mate and it’s a stark contrast to the arranged marriage she thinks I put in place between us.

Lucan’s phone starts to ring. He releases a string of curses and grumbles, “My sister is a pain in the ass. All women are.”

A thought strikes me. “Ask Dahna to come around later today. Sisley could use a friend.”

“And you think women just magically become friends when you put them together? And do I have to inform you how reckless my sister is? Damn that woman, it’s no wonder my parents left her in my care, she’s a wrecking ball.”

“Dahna’s personality is exactly why Sisley would like her.” I stalk to the door and glance back. “Make it happen. And tell her everything you know. I’m going to explain the shit that’s going on and what happened over the last few days. Sisley will need someone to talk to.”

Lucan lifts his chin and I head out to Sisley’s room. Her head whips my way when I enter. She’s sitting in the chair in front of the window and instantly dismisses me.

“We have to talk,” I start.

“Piss off,” she snaps.

I might have enjoyed her defiance on some level but I won’t tolerate it now; we are in this together and she’s about to find out more than she wants to know.

Standing before her with my next breath, I have my fingers wrapped around her throat and her full attention when I growl, “Fucking respect me when I’m about to give you the courtesy I have granted no other.”

Her eyes narrow and flash with anger or some other emotion I can’t decipher until her words fall out. “And what might that be? A ring on my finger? Haven’t you gone through at least a dozen wives, you being immortal and all?”

“Jealous?” I quip and feel her pulse jump underneath my fingers.

My mouth waters to have a taste of her blood but it’s a risk I’m not willing to take. Not until I know for certain her blood forms a risk for either one of us. Her lips turn into a flat line and a weird sense of satisfaction roars through me with the realization she doesn’t like the thought of others before her. Though, it’s something I can soothe before I break the news to her about her parents.

She prevents me from speaking when she snaps, “I was raised in the mafia world you know all too well. The one where women have no choice, they warm their husband’s bed, look good on their arm, raise kids, and don’t question the many mistresses on the side. Jealousy is futile when it involves monsters.”

A low rumble of disapproval at the mention of monsters flows from my chest but the damn woman is shaking her head.

“Don’t. I wasn’t hinting at supernatural beings. Humans can very well be monsters due to their actions. I’m not a normal person either. My father wouldn’t let a day pass without reminding me and my mother’s look of fear whenever I was near is also something which lets you feel like you’re harboring a monster within. Fucked-up, but get it through your thick head I’m nothing like my father.”

“So, you weren’t brought up to hunt supernaturals and kill them?” I sneer, unable to keep the venom out of my voice.

And, dammit. Why in the hell did our discussion turn into another faceoff again? She stays quiet and within the silence lies the answer to the gap without a bridge lying between us. How can this woman be my eternal mate when we’re standing on opposite sides?

I step away and rub the back of my neck. “I didn’t come here to argue. I came here to let you know what happened to your parents.”

“My parents?” She’s standing before me, head tipped back and her gorgeously sweet, honey-colored eyes are locked on me. So open, so fucking vulnerable.

I can’t help myself when I reach out and cup the side of her face and gently tell her, “I’m sorry, dolcezza. I was told they died.”

It doesn’t matter if I called her sweetness, the words coming out after aren’t ever to be softened and it takes a few seconds for the hard words slamming into her to process. And when it does she rips her face out of my palm.

“No,” she gasps in a whisper. “You’re lying.”

“Hyde and his pack barged into their home and slaughtered them.” I wince at my own harshness but she must know the reason why this happened. “Your brother–”

“No,” she whispers once more and covers my mouth with her delicate fingers. “Please, don’t. I don’t want to hear any more lies. They can’t be dead...they can’t. I...please...don’t.”

Tears flow down her cheeks and my chest constricts by the sight before me. I wrap my fingers around her wrist and pull my mouth free. 

“Your brother went against your father’s orders and wasn’t home. He’s alive, Sisley.” Hope returns in her eyes. “From what I’ve heard he was out searching for you.”

Her hand is on my chest, fingers curling into the fabric of my suit jacket to fist the material as she pulls me closer. 

Anger overtakes her and she practically snarls, “Why did this happen?”

“You know why. You overheard me mentioning to your own father how he killed a werewolf, took out his pregnant wife along with it. His stupid quest to kill supernaturals to gain territory and climb up the fucking ladder to get to the highest point in his pathetic career. And it finally got the better of him.” There’s only anger in my voice. It’s not directed at her but at her father, causing this disruption.

“You’re happy he’s dead, aren’t you?” She shoves my chest but my body doesn’t move so she steps back herself.

“I’m not,” I growl, feeling my own anger rise with every breath I take. “He’s to blame for his own death, your mother’s and many of his soldiers, that’s a fact. But he’s fucking dead and I’m still left dealing with the shitstorm he unleashed. I gave Hyde a direct order that I was the one who was going to handle it. Hyde threw my order to the ground to seek his own vengeance, consequences be damned.”

She keeps staring at me and I can tell the wheels in her head are turning. “That’s why you took me. Did you know this was going to happen?”

I can hardly deny her the truth when she gives me her eyes so fucking open it’s a straight window to her soul.

“Hyde is a hothead. When I heard what happened I knew he was going to defy me, even when I promised to make Montes pay. Even if I had to turn his own daughter and turn her into the very thing he despises.” I brace myself for her reaction.

I expected anger, shock, an attack. Instead, she slowly starts to shake her head.

“You couldn’t have known I already was the very thing he despises.” Her voice is paper-thin and I fucking hate it.

The urge to hold her is strong when she wraps her arms around herself.

This time her voice is harder when she asks, “What’s going to happen now?”

“Hyde is going to pay for defying me,” I bluntly reply.

There’s a hint of relief in her gaze but it quickly flashes to worry. “My brother.”

“No one knows where he is.”

“Hyde...his pack members...are they going to kill him? Kill me?” 

“Hey.” This time I do wrap my arm around her waist and pull her close. 

Her arms are still wrapped around herself and caged between our bodies awkwardly. I don’t care, she feels right in my embrace and the soft shaking of her body along with a hint of sniffles lets me know her emotions are spilling over.

“I’ll ask Lucan’s men to track Renzo down. Though, I do need to mention it’s a risk either way. From what I heard he took a group of soldiers loyal to him along to find and free you. I don’t know if he’s aware of what happened.”

She glances up at me and her eyes filled with tears makes my chest squeeze painfully.

“Can I call him? I don’t have my phone but he might pick up if he hears my voice.” She swallows hard and I’m already grabbing my phone and hold it out for her to take.

Sisley takes the phone and punches in the number. 

She’s about to bring it to her ear but instead I touch her wrist and tell her, “Put it on speaker.” Her eyes slightly narrow so I add, “If he has any questions or doesn’t know what happened, I can answer for you.”

I can tell she’s still doubting my words but she does put it on speaker.

He doesn’t pick up right away but eventually there’s a gruff, “Who is this?” 

“Renzo, it’s me,” Sisley says on half a sob.

“Sisley,” her brother drags her name out as if it’s half a plea, thankful to hear her voice. “Tell me where you are and I’ll come get you. Something has happened. You’re not safe, Sis.”

“No one is going to touch her,” I grunt.

Silence falls and it’s Sisley who breaks it when she says, “I’m okay. It’s you who needs to stay safe. Hyde will–”

I grab the phone from her hand and turn off the speaker option. “Renzo, we need to talk in private.”

“I have nothing to say to you. Put my sister back on the line,” Renzo demands.

“Too bad, asshole, you got me. Needless to say, I couldn’t care less if you live or die but my fiancée however is not to be harmed. And I can see your welfare is cutting her deeply for not knowing where you are and how things will go from here.”

“I’m going to take her away from you and then I’m going to kill Hyde and the rest of his pack for killing our parents,” Renzo spits in anger.

“You can try, but you would die. Vengeance unleashed in anger is sloppy and opens one up for flaws. You still walking this earth is a prime example of what happened when Hyde wanted revenge so badly. He went in blind and now he will pay for his mistakes.”

“And what makes you so sure he’ll come for me?” Renzo sneers. “Maybe he’s already on his way to rip your head from your body.”

“He could try. If anyone knew where I live.”

“I’ll find you,” Renzo vows in an icy tone.

His sister’s eyes are pleading with me and I know within this moment the woman is my downfall for sure. A deep sigh rips from my chest.

“No need to find me. Your sister wants you safe which means I’m going to send you an invitation to meet. We will meet you tomorrow night in a secure building. There will be a small gathering along with other dons and their wives. Neutral ground. I’ll text you the details.”

“Bring my sister.” Is all I hear before the connection breaks.

I shove my phone into my pocket and I feel delicate fingers slide over my hand. 

“Thank you.” Her voice is a delicate whisper but the gratitude weighs heavy in those two words.

I reach out to cup her cheek but halt before I can feel her soft skin. “I will give you some space.” I take a step back. “Lucan has a sister, Dahna. She will visit you shortly. If there’s anything...let me know.” I let my fingertips slide over her temple and murmur, “I’m sorry for your loss.”

She’s hugging herself but leans forward to place her forehead onto my chest. It’s a mid-balance move as if she seeks comfort but isn’t sure if she would like to receive it from me. I tip the balance and drag her against me. All I do is stand there and hold her tight while her body starts to shake once more. 

Silent comfort while in my mind I’m planning to rip apart every werewolf who was involved in the massacre of her parents. Not because they were hunters and caused retaliation to fall into their lap by their own hand. Not because they defied a direct order to let me handle it. But because it caused my woman grief and I feel powerless to stand here and feel her tears soaking my perfectly crisp shirt. 

I bury my nose into her hair and inhale her sweet vanilla scent with a hint of cherry. I know Cora ordered some personal stuff for Sisley and I’m sure this scent was one of those items because she was wrapped in the same combination of fragrances the first time I met her.

At some point her arms wrap around me. I can’t remember the last time I’ve felt a woman’s embrace to seek comfort. The feelings this woman awakens inside me are unique and surprising to say the least. Another awareness she’s destined to be mine.

Though, for now the closeness of comfort is all there is until we can move forward. The complications surrounding us will only push us further apart. While we are already standing on opposite sides.

But when she tightens her arms around me and nuzzles my chest, she ignites an electric current flowing through my veins. A reminder how our connection runs deep and is already simmering at the surface, bound to explode into the kind of craving which will cause the fusion of our hearts.
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