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PROLOGUE
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Enzo

Nineteen Years Earlier

CROUCHED INSIDE THE old, cold wardrobe, I reach out to clamp my hand over Luca’s mouth, my brother’s small eyes wide. He can’t stay still, can’t stay quiet—and that’s exactly what we need right now.

Luca grabs my arm to push me away.

“Enzo... my legs hurt,” he whispers.

I know they do. Mine too. How many hours have we been hiding in here? Three? Four? I don’t remember. But I can still hear Mom crying and screaming in pain from the other room.

I wish I could do something besides hide and wait for it to end, but the last time I tried to defend her, he broke my arm. Mom told me to protect Luca, and staying here, staying quiet—that’s our salvation.

Staying out of his way is what’ll keep us alive.

“I know.”

Suddenly, the door to our room swings open, and Luca shudders beside me. On autopilot, he squeezes his eyes shut and presses his hands hard over his ears, the way I taught him.

I lean forward just a little, peering through the crack in the wardrobe, pressing my lips together so tight the taste of rust fills my mouth.

“No, please,” Mom cries as she appears behind him, trying somehow to grab his arm.

In a burst, he shoves her aside and she falls to the floor. Her beautiful, delicate face is bruised and covered in blood.

From everything I’ve watched Mom go through, I figure a normal person would’ve lost hope by now, but she still has the rosary wrapped around her hand, squeezing those wooden beads, praying in silence for our nightmare to end.

Begging silently for mercy.

But God doesn’t hear her prayers anymore.

“Where are those little brats?” he asks, scanning the room, and I straighten back up, holding my breath so I don’t make a sound. “Come on, boys. I just want to talk.”

“No, please. Leave my children alone,” Mom begs again, and I blink hard, wishing this were nothing but a goddamn nightmare.

A goddamn nightmare we’re all trapped in.

I hear the sound of something being kicked.

And then, suddenly, the wardrobe door swings open, and Luca lets out a shriek of despair, forcing my eyes open to face the monster in front of me. On his unshaven face, a sick smile spreads.

“Hello, boys. Found you.”
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CHAPTER 1
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Angelina

LORENZO...

It’s a beautiful, strong name, and yet it has a soft, pleasant sound to the ear. And it’s this name that echoes inside my head like a spell every single day since I fell in love, dragging me into a bottomless abyss.

He is my weakness.

And also, my greatest sin.

And I know he will be my undoing. I also know my feelings aren’t healthy, but I’m incapable of controlling them. I can’t resist. He’s like a dangerous drug I crave, even knowing it will destroy me completely.

Lorenzo Falcucci is my forbidden passion, my deepest, darkest desire, a burning flame that scorches me from the inside out and consumes me a little more every year.

I’ve tried to rid myself of my feelings for him countless times, and the desire only grew. I definitely don’t know what’s wrong with me. All my sisters see Lorenzo as an older brother, but I’ve never been able to do the same.

Lorenzo’s impenetrable blue-gray eyes have always left me with an inexplicable, smoldering heat.

To be honest, I don’t know the exact moment my feelings became a hundred shades of confusion and he made my heart race for the first time, but when I realized it, I couldn’t get him out of my head.

He became my obsession and my own personal Calvary.

Papà will never accept any intimate relationship between us.

Not that Lorenzo Falcucci has ever given me any explicit hope. Unfortunately, all my attempts to seduce him were complete failures, and I was rejected, which left me pretty damn irritated.

I’m nothing but a child in his eyes, and I have no idea how to shed that image.

“What are you doing?” Violetta asks in a whisper, stopping my heart for a second, if that’s even possible.

She’s close to me, holding her little caramel-colored rodent between her delicate hands, with the cat-ear headset hanging around her neck, probably blasting some aggressive rock.

I bring my finger to my lips and furrow my brows, silently demanding she be quiet. On tiptoe, she comes to me, and with her light eyes, watches me press my ear against the door of Papà’s office.

He hates it when I do this. The matters discussed in this room are too important for women, and yet, when the Salvatore family wanted to seal a deal with an arranged marriage, it was in this fucking room that Papà almost sold us off.

“Angelina...”

Violetta opens her mouth, but I stop her by curling my fingers around her forearm and pulling her close to me. My sister ends up pressing her ear to the door too, and her big eyes lock onto mine.

The little rodent’s eyes, too.

Most of the organization’s business doesn’t interest me, simply because I’ll never have an important position or take a blood oath. Women don’t run the mafia; they just obey and produce heirs.

But I know what this meeting is about. For weeks, Corrado, the consigliere, has been trying to convince Lorenzo to accept his beautiful, innocent daughter in an engagement.

What could be lovelier than the consigliere’s daughter and the underboss of the Detroit mafia united in marriage?

Nothing.

“...a tempting proposal, Corrado, but I’m not looking for a wife,” Lorenzo replies, his voice short and rough.

A few seconds of thick silence inside the office, and I bite my lower lip to hide my smile.

“None of us were looking for a wife when we got married. That’s how our world works,” the consigliere returns slyly, completely deflating my heart.

“Corrado’s right,” Papà intervenes, and I end up squeezing Violetta’s arm so hard she wrinkles her nose in a grimace and pulls away from my touch. “But let the boy have his fun. You weren’t married when you were thirty,” he adds, making the consigliere laugh.

“Is Lorenzo going to marry Adele?” my sister wants to know.

“That’s not going to happen,” I say with a conviction I have no idea where I pulled from.

Maybe from my obsessive love for Lorenzo.

“What are you girls doing here?” Maria, the oldest maid in our family, asks as she appears in the hallway, making us jump from the scare.

Violetta ends up letting the little hamster slip from her hands, and Maria’s first instinct is to let out a high-pitched scream, because she hates rodents.

“Oh, my God... Ozzy! Come back here,” she calls to the little rodent, who runs straight toward Maria, who keeps shrieking hysterically.

My sister and I exchange a look, and before we can escape the crossfire, the office door is yanked open.

And Papà’s gaze pierces my soul, like a cold, merciless spear.
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THE THREE MEN IN THE office watch us in silence.

Violetta, who retrieved the rodent before we came in, couldn’t muster the courage to lift her face to look at our father, while I am unable to tear my eyes away from Corrado, hating the man for even thinking of marrying Lorenzo to his daughter.

“Let Violetta go. She has nothing to do with this,” I finally say, lifting my chin and meeting Papà’s sharp gaze.

I was raised to be an obedient girl, and honestly, I try, but being blindly submissive goes against something inside me. Most of the time, it’s impossible to keep my mouth shut.

Lorenzo, standing near the large windows with heavy silk drapes that cover practically the entire wall, letting in only a sliver of natural light, turns his intense eyes to me.

Impassive. As always.

If I didn’t know him well, I’d almost miss the fact that inside, I know the man will be set ablaze and capable of reducing the entire world around him to ash, simply for hearing the lie I’m about to tell about him in a moment.

“Get out, Violetta,” Papà orders, making my sister press her lips together and throw a guilty glance my way.

“It’s fine,” I say, just moving my lips for her. “Go on,” I add, and she nods, dejected.

Carrying her little rodent, Violetta leaves the office, leaving me alone with the powerful men.

There must be a screw loose in my head, because I’m not scared. Maybe I should bow my head and apologize, like Mamma taught me, but my body refuses to do it.

“What were you doing behind the door?” Papà wants to know. “You know I hate it when you do that, Angelina.”

I nod and run the tip of my tongue over my dry lips.

“Lorenzo can’t marry Adele,” I say, plain and simple, making Corrado’s forehead crease with wrinkles.

Papà shakes his head from side to side, confused.

And from across the room, Lorenzo watches me intently, with his big eyes and eyebrows slightly raised at me. I love his dark, long lashes, because they help emphasize his expressive gaze even more.

I see the exact moment his well-defined mouth, with thin, pinkish lips, twists into an ironic smile that makes me want to jump on his throat. I love him, but I also hate him when he doesn’t take me seriously.

“Sweetheart, what did you say?” Papà asks, still trying to process the words that came out of my mouth.

“Lorenzo has someone,” I inform, and automatically, both men turn their attention to the underboss, who furrows his brows in confusion. “She’s beautiful, young, and of Italian descent. He’s too shy to admit he’s completely in love.”

His nostrils flare and the man grits his teeth so hard that, for a second, I believe he might break them.

“Don’t talk shit, Angelina,” Lorenzo says, cutting through the air with his deep, rough voice.

I curl my mouth into a cynical smile.

“For that reason...” I turn my body, grinding my heels into the plush carpet and locking eyes with the consigliere. “He can’t marry Adele.” I shift my attention back to my father. “Can I leave now, Papà?”

He nods with a firm gesture but doesn’t utter a single word.

Discreetly, I exchange an intense look with Lorenzo before leaving the office, and I know he’ll come to get an explanation for what I implied. He’ll have to wait, because tomorrow is Mamma’s birthday, and she’s the only thing I want to worry about.
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CHAPTER 2
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Lorenzo

ANGELINA...

A beautiful Italian name that means “divine messenger.” But the truth is something else entirely. There’s nothing angelic about her. She’s the Devil himself in a skirt and high heels.

When I first saw Angelina, she was a one-year-old baby with chubby cheeks and no teeth, who loved shoving anything she could find into her mouth. My godmother was busy dealing with having just given birth to Caterine, my godfather’s third daughter, so Martina and Angelina became my responsibility for years.

I never asked for it, and I sure as hell wasn’t willing to look after two whiny little kids, but I couldn’t say no. They had taken me in with open arms.

Things worked out fine for a while, until Angelina turned into my shadow and started saying she loved me more than a sister loves her older brother. Which was ridiculous.

She was just a bratty twelve-year-old girl with a difficult temper, wearing pigtails and ridiculous bows on top of her head. Her feelings for me were nothing but a stupid pre-teen fantasy.

I never noticed the changes in Angelina’s body.

And why would I?

What kind of sick, disgusting monster would I be if I looked at her with different eyes?

For years, I treated Angelina with indifference. I didn’t like being in the same room as her, precisely so I wouldn’t give the girl any openings or fuel her pathetic crush, which only kept growing over time.

Absurd. And sick.

But my godfather always trusted me. When he took me in, he raised me to be his successor. Unfortunately, his good upbringing wasn’t enough to soothe or control my bursts of unbridled rage. That’s why he sent me away for a stint in Rome.

Keeping me away from here, from everything that reminded me of my past, was the best thing to do. Besides, we needed to expand our operations in Italy and take over a part of the capital.

I stayed away from Detroit for two whole years. When I came back home, Angelina was unrecognizable. Two fucking years was all it took to make a staggering difference in that girl.

She’d grown inviting curves, and her tits had filled out in such a delicious way that I couldn’t help imagining them fitting perfectly into my filthy, bloodstained hands.

To make things worse, she was—and still is—in love with me, and way bolder now. Ever since I got back to Detroit, she’s tried to kiss me twice. The girl is stubborn. She doesn’t give up.

It’s a goddamn shame Angelina grew up, because what I never saw before doesn’t escape my eyes nowadays.

I don’t understand why she’s the only Giordano sister who doesn’t see me as an older brother. I also can’t figure out why I keep noticing the curves of her body.

Giuseppe is the closest thing I have to a father, and he’d castrate me if I touched one of his precious daughters. He raised me since I was a boy, and I owe him so much.

I owe him my life.

I’ve always gotten along fine with the girls. I never imagined Angelina would become a nightmare. Her naive love for me is bullshit, because the truth is I’ve never been able to look at her the way I look at her sisters.

And the advances, the innuendos... and her goddamn curves, like magnets for my eyes, leave me with a fucking thirst.

This girl is going to ruin my life.

And if I’m not careful, my dick too.

“Don’t talk shit, Angelina,” I grit out between my teeth, unable to control my fury at the audacious insinuations that just came out of her beautiful, tempting mouth.

The girl pulls her lips into a cynical smile that makes me breathe deep and clench my jaw.

“That’s why...” With a small, graceful movement, Angelina turns her body slightly to face Corrado. Her brown hair sways, making her look harmless. “He can’t marry Adele.”

Of course I don’t want to marry the councilman’s daughter, but I hate that Angelina stuck her nose where it wasn’t called.

“Can I go now, Papà?”

He nods with a firm gesture of his head, and Angelina exchanges a look with me before leaving the office. For a brief second, I let my gaze drop and admire her round ass, but I look away fast, unable to understand how she can be so beautiful and so irritating in equal measure.

“Whoever the whore you’re fucking is, I guarantee my precious Adele is much better,” Corrado says, a hard scowl plastered across his old, unpleasant face.

“Watch your mouth, Corrado. Not that Angelina told the truth, but if she had, you’d be talking about my wife,” I warn, disapproval explicit in my voice.

“Of course, Lorenzo,” he replies, his sharp eyes scanning me while his lips curl into a fake smile.

I was raised and trained to follow in Giuseppe’s footsteps, my godfather, but that never stopped these men from questioning my position in the organization. Of course, they never did it openly, because the head of the Detroit mafia has cut out tongues for less.

Corrado is loyal to Giuseppe and would never commit betrayal, but I’m not an idiot. He doesn’t think I deserve my position for a hundred fucking reasons, all tied to my goddamn past.

Still, he offered me his beautiful, innocent daughter in marriage, as if she were a disposable product.

This old councilman really is a self-serving bastard.
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“SO, IS THE FAMILY’S underboss engaged?” William asks from his comfortable stool in front of the spacious center island in the kitchen, sarcasm lacing his voice.

Caterine and Barbara, sitting at the round table near the sliding glass doors that open onto a specific part of the mansion’s garden, look at me in sync.

“Are you getting married?” Barbara asks, phone still in hand, thumbs hovering just above the screen. “Does Angelina know? She’s going to freak out,” she adds in a whisper, glancing around as if it’s forbidden to say.

I clench my jaw, and Will starts laughing before going back to sipping his coffee.

“I’m not getting married,” I articulate, straightening my shoulders and putting my hands behind my back, a futile attempt to control myself and not snap at the girls, even though they drive me crazy sometimes. “And there’s no reason for Angelina to freak out.”

Caterine raises a red eyebrow at me defiantly.

“Darling, will you stay for dinner?” Marta asks as she enters the kitchen with light steps, wearing a gentle smile.

Affectionately, she reaches out, cups my face in her hands, and plants a kiss on each of my cheeks. She’s always been so warm with me, and every single time, without exception, I wonder if I deserve it.

“No, godmother,” I say, meeting her blue eyes.

“Don’t forget tomorrow is my birthday,” she replies, adjusting the lapels of my suit.

I nod.

“I’ll be there.”

I hate everything about parties or big events. These occasions are just for the opportunists to latch onto you like leeches, begging for favors, and for the older men in the organization to parade their daughters around in short, low-cut dresses like high-class prostitutes.

Still, I’ll be there for Marta, because on the harsh road of my life, she’s always been there for me.

“How wonderful that we’ll have the honor of your illustrious presence at Mom’s birthday party, Lorenzo Falcucci,” Angelina says as she appears in the kitchen, as if nothing happened just minutes ago in the office.

A mocking smile plays at the corners of her full lips, like she’s hiding something. Maybe trying to hide her satisfaction at tormenting me. Her perfectly shaped eyebrows furrow, and she tilts her head slightly to the side with an exaggerated sigh.

Beautiful. And still, I want to wring her fragile neck right now for being so provoking.

I force a cynical smile at the little devil and decide to keep the harsh words inside my mouth. I don’t want to embarrass Marta with the vile things going through my head at the moment.

After her brief provocation, the girl pours herself a cup of coffee into a porcelain cup and, on tiptoes, leaves the kitchen, moving her shoulders with satisfaction. Automatically, the muscle in my jaw pulses with rage.

“She’s going to end up killing you,” Will murmurs with a light, mocking tone as Marta moves away from me to talk to the girls around the kitchen table.

William is right.

She’s impossible, and I feel way too close to the edge every time provocations slip out between Angelina’s pretty lips. It’s like my body is in a state of disaster whenever I’m near this troublemaking girl.

Without a word, I leave the kitchen and guide my feet toward the stairs leading upstairs, heading straight for Angelina’s room, following the trail of her unmistakable, intense scent of cotton candy mixed with melon and a subtle hint of caramel.

I wrap my fingers around her forearm just before she can enter her room, and my sudden touch almost makes her drop the cup on the floor. She presses her lips together to stifle a little gasp of surprise.

“I don’t have time to talk,” she says, trying to pull away from my hand and get away from me.

I keep my fingers wrapped around her arm, applying a little pressure so Angelina understands I’m not playing, and that I’m not a man she can simply toy with.

“Seemed like you had plenty of time when you were listening behind the office door,” I growl, and I see a spark of anger flash through her light eyes.

With a yank, she struggles to free herself from me and ends up spilling coffee on her white silk blouse. Over her lashes, her bold, strangely wild eyes bore into me, annoyed by the coffee stain.

“I saved you from an unwanted marriage. Don’t pretend you’re not happy,” she says, as if those words explain all her absurd behavior. “You should be thanking me with a smile.”

I take a deep breath, controlling the rigid muscles of my body.

“Who says you saved me?” I retort, harshly.

Her eyebrows draw together, and her lips twist in disgust.

“No one is going to force you to marry Adele.”

I nod with a firm gesture.

“Yeah, but I hate you meddling in my life, Angelina.”

She’s intrusive. She’s done it before. Many times. Leaving this house and living on my own was partly to avoid certain situations. This girl doesn’t recognize danger, or she likes playing with it.

Angelina is jealous and possessive. She’s already ruined several of my hookups because of her feelings for me. She’s not easy, and far from controllable.

Lips pressed together, Angelina spins on her heels and walks through the door into the comfort of her room. Before I realize what I’m doing, I follow her, closing the door behind me.

She puts the cup down on the vanity and, without taking her eyes off me, unbuttons the coffee-stained white silk blouse very slowly. My throat feels raw as I watch her undress while looking at me, as if she’s doing it just for me.

I know what I should do right now. The right thing is to turn my back and leave Angelina’s room, but my eyes can’t look away from the inviting outline of her small, round breasts.

The thin, almost transparent lace of her bra acts like a second skin, and her stiff nipples seem to fight against the fabric. Fuck, it’s a goddamn temptation, and it makes my body throb.

“You’re completely insane,” I mutter, irritated.

She throws the silk blouse at me, hitting my face and filling my nose with that sweet scent. I keep my posture firm, even though I like the mix of sweetness and coffee.

“Are you going to stay and watch me take off my bra?” she asks, the corners of her lips lifting. “To be honest, I wouldn’t mind.”

Instantly, my eyes run over her body, like magnets.

The fantasy that crosses my mind is dangerous and at least insane, but I can even picture myself grazing my teeth against this little demon’s soft skin, pushing the bra aside to feel the hardness of her nipple.

And the worst part is, I can see myself enjoying it.

I force the horrible images out of my head and lift my chin, hardening my face into a severe expression for the girl.

“Stay away from me, Angelina,” I order with a growl, almost threatening to roar like an untamed beast.

Then I stomp out of the room, my head full and a sick lust taking over my body.

I’ll lose my dick if I keep staying close to this troublesome girl.
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CHAPTER 3
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Enzo

Nineteen Years Earlier

WITH TREMBLING HANDS, Mama tends to Luca’s wounds while he cries in silence. We learned not to make noise, because screams of pain are like fuel for the beatings.

Mama knows that, but she keeps screaming and screaming while she takes his hits, to protect us.

Before, I didn’t understand, and I begged her to take it quietly. I know it’s hard, and the body feels like it’s splitting in half from the pain, but without the screaming, the old man gets bored fast.

But Mama said if he keeps his attention fixed on her, there won’t be any left for us. It doesn’t always work, but she does it every day.

She takes the beating for us.

“Come here, Enzo,” Mama calls me after she finishes the last bandage on Luca and puts him to bed.

Through her swollen, battered face, she smiles at me, arms outstretched, asking me to come closer. One of her eyes is so swollen it won’t open anymore, and seeing her like that makes my stomach turn.

Mama is so beautiful, but you can’t see her beauty behind all those injuries.

The old man destroyed her in every way.

“Can’t we run away?” I ask quietly, barely whispering. If he hears what I just said, he might break my ribs with a kick.

She presses her lips tight, and tears run down her bruised face.

“I’m sorry, Enzo,” she says, and my heart squeezes so hard in my chest I can’t breathe, because I realize we’ll never escape this nightmare. “He’ll find us anywhere,” she laments.

“He’s going to kill us.”

Mama lifts her good eye to me and cries. Without a word, she wraps her arms around my body and pulls me into a hug that makes me ache from the beatings, but I stay silent.

I take it.

We were happy once, when Dad was alive. The memories are still in my head, and I’d give anything to hold onto them forever, but the beatings every single day are making them fade.

The happy times with Dad are slipping into forgetfulness, and sometimes I wonder if they ever really happened. If it wasn’t all just a dream to save me from this nightmare.

Still holding Mama, I watch Luca, who fell asleep from crying so much. My brother is only four years old, and I don’t know if a kid that small has ever taken that many beatings in his life. He never knew our father’s love—he was too young when Dad was murdered.

“I’ll find a way to save you,” she whispers, like a promise, and it scares me, because I don’t know if Mama can keep it.

“We’ll be fine,” I lie.

Through silent tears, she gives me a sad smile.

“Keep having faith, Enzo. God will help us,” she says, swallowing hard, and before she can start tending to my wounds, I grab the little first-aid kit from my bed and begin cleaning her face, making her cry even more.

She kisses my hand.

“Keep praying, son,” she asks, and I nod, knowing I won’t do what she says.

God won’t help us.

Where was He during every beating we took?

Keeping on praying won’t do a damn thing. The old man will keep beating me, my brother, and Mama, like we’re punching bags. God won’t save us, because He stopped caring about my family a long time ago.

Slowly, Mama unwinds the rosary of wooden beads from her thin, almost frail wrist and puts it on mine, with a soft smile that, for some reason, makes me smile too.

“Promise you’ll keep praying?” she asks, and my eyes sting, because I’m angry at God, but if I stop begging for help, I’m afraid I’ll lose Mama and Luca.

I’m afraid I’ll die.

“I promise, Mama.”
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CHAPTER 4

[image: ]




Angelina

“CAN I BORROW YOUR LIP gloss?” Caterine asks, barging into my room without knocking and leaving the door open behind her. “Mine disappeared.” She doesn’t even wait for an answer, just heads straight for my vanity and starts digging through my makeup.

A soft sigh slips past my lips, and I turn my attention back to my reflection in the full-length mirror with the metal frame.

My dress is silk, pale pink, off-the-shoulder, and tight against my body, hugging my curves in an incredible way, I have to admit. The faux fur stole—Violetta would guilt-trip me forever if I were wearing real animal fur—makes all the difference, adding the exact touch of elegance I need.

“You look gorgeous,” she says after slathering her full lips with sheer red gloss.

I smile.

“You too.”

Caterine is wearing a green dress with puffy sleeves that falls to her knees. The color brings out her skin and her almost-orange red hair. The strappy high heels make her look taller.

“Has anyone seen Ozzy?” Violetta asks, stopping in the doorway, shaking her red hair, which she’s styled into thick waves. Her big eyes scan the room briefly and light up when they spot something under my bed. “Found you, you little escape artist.”

“What’s he doing in here?” I grumble.

“I opened the cage for one second, and he bolted,” she explains with a shrug, then steps into my room and kneels by the bed, wrinkling her purple satin dress to grab the mischievous little rodent.

Violetta straightens up the second Maria appears in the doorway, with Barbara right behind her.

“Is everyone ready? Mr. Giuseppe wants all of you to greet the guests,” she announces. The moment her eyes land on Violetta and Ozzy, she sucks in a breath and her face goes pale.

Violetta rushes past her to put the little rodent away, and Maria finally breathes again as Caterine and I leave the room. Our youngest sister returns seconds later, and together, we cross the hallway toward the stairs.

It feels strange doing this without Martina. Even though neither of us is exactly the model of a good older sister, she was always there for the big family events.

Not that Martina won’t come tonight for Mama’s birthday, but it’s different. She won’t be standing in the entrance hall, flashing smiles at the guests like we always used to.

I’ll never admit it out loud, but I miss her. It’s been months since she married Danilo Salvatore and moved to Chicago, and yeah, our house hasn’t been the same since.

The truth is, I hated her plenty of times because of Papà’s favoritism, but I never stopped loving her.

Martina is my sister.

In the spacious entrance hall of the mansion, the four of us line up in descending order under the crystal chandelier, glittering with thousands of lights that illuminate the whole room.

Fifteen minutes of smiling at guests is my limit. It’s no secret that Papà has always been proud of having beautiful daughters, and I’ve never hidden how much I hate being used like this.

Before I can convince the girls to get out of here and send Maria into a panic, Martina and Danilo arrive. My sister’s cheeks are flushed, out of breath.

“Martina!” Violetta exclaims, running to hug her and breaking our perfect lineup.

“I thought I wouldn’t make it in time,” she says, stroking our youngest sister’s red hair. “The flight was delayed because of the weather. I had to change on the jet,” she explains, then opens her arms, calling us in for a hug too.

Smiling, Barbara and Caterine go to her, fitting in perfectly. I watch the three of them without moving, and when they pull apart, Martina raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow at me.

“Come here,” she mutters, and a smile tugs at my lips. Rolling my eyes, I close the distance and wrap my sister in a tight hug. “I missed home,” she adds, and my eyes find Danilo standing a step away, watching in silence.

“Danilo! I didn’t even see you there,” I lie, plastering a fake, friendly expression on my face as I pull out of Martina’s arms. Of course, the man sees through my bullshit—he gives me a cynical smile right back. “You didn’t have to come. Honestly? You wouldn’t have been missed,” I add, shocking everyone.

“Angelina!” Martina and Maria say at the same time, scolding me.

Danilo steps closer to me, and the girls back away—except Martina. I hate that even in heels, he’s still taller than me. One thick eyebrow arches, and that cynical smile stays plastered on his face.

“Careful, Angelina,” he says, the threat veiled in his voice.

Martina squeezes her eyes shut and takes a deep breath. Before she can open her mouth to speak, I fire back:

“Careful of what, brother-in-law?”

I catch the exact moment the muscle in his jaw twitches.

“Please, stop this,” Martina pleads, but her husband doesn’t take his eyes off me. A lecherous gleam dances in his pale eyes.

“The boldness of the Giordano women is something else, I’ll admit. But be very careful, Angelina. You need to know when to use it,” he says, a slight edge of reproach in his voice, which makes me seethe with rage.

Martina pulls Danilo away, and the two of them head inside, leaving us in the entrance hall.

“His condition is chronic,” I mutter, making the girls exchange confused looks.

“What condition?” Caterine asks.

“Being an arrogant prick. There’s no cure,” I snap with a scowl, stealing a laugh from the girls, which eases some of my tension.
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EVEN THOUGH LORENZO made it clear he’s not interested in marrying the councilman’s daughter, Adele hasn’t taken her eyes off him all night.

A big part of me wants to be an adult, not care about any of this, and just enjoy Mamma’s party. But the irritation is so huge it feels like it’s bouncing around inside my stomach on a spring.

I take a sip of my champagne, feel it fizz down my throat, hand the glass back to one of the waiters, and walk over to Lorenzo across the room. He’s talking with some men from the organization.

In sync, they stop talking and look at me, eyeing me from head to toe, silently lusting after the beautiful daughter of the Detroit Mafia Boss.

I see a muscle pulse dangerously in Lorenzo’s temple when he notices the men admiring me a little too long.

“Dance with me,” I say, no bullshit.

“No,” he replies, short and clipped.

“You’re going to deny your little sister’s request?” I grind out the last word with all the hatred in my heart.

He closes his eyes for a split second, and I feel his silence vibrate straight to my ears. It’s infuriating.

“Angelina...”

“If you don’t dance with me, I’ll go grab one of those old men, and when he grabs my ass, I will make a scene,” I threaten. Lorenzo’s blue eyes lock onto mine like a pool of ice, and still, it makes my whole body heat up.

Pissed off, he hands his half-empty whiskey glass to Will, his faithful shadow, and comes to me, placing his hand on my back to dance to the slow song.

I’m bold enough to slide his big, warm hand down to the base of my spine, making his whole body tense up.

“Don’t worry, Lorenzo,” I murmur, wrapping my arms around his neck as my heart hammers in my chest. “We’re not doing anything wrong,” I add, staring into his blue eyes.

“What the fuck is your problem?”

“You,” I retort, pulling our bodies even closer. “How’s your beautiful, young, Italian-descended girlfriend?” I ask, just to provoke him.

He gives me a cynical smile.

“Just fine. As insufferable as ever.”

I shake my head slowly.

“Why do you look so pissed?” I decide to keep pushing, just because I love how his blue eyes light up because of it. “I saved you from marrying Adele,” I say, glancing to the side and noticing the girl watching us. “Don’t go near her, or I’ll be very angry.”

He lets out an impatient sigh.

“Stop making up more lies about me, Angioletta,” he warns, and I scrunch up my nose because I hate it when he calls me that—“little angel”—it makes me feel like I’m ten years old again. He leads me from side to side, in the slow rhythm of the music. “I’ll let it slide this time, because you’re just a confused little girl and—”

I shove myself away from him and lift my chin defiantly.

“Don’t call me Angioletta. I’m not ten anymore,” I hiss between my teeth, then step closer to him again. “And I’m not a confused little girl.”

He stares at me intensely, like he’s trying to read between the lines of my thoughts, which makes me clench my jaw as rage pounds in my ears.

I open my mouth to speak, but Lorenzo cuts me off. His deep blue eyes turn a shade darker, and the expression on his face shifts—darker, harder.

“Then get over your pathetic obsession with me and grow the fuck up.”

Lorenzo has rejected me before, but he’s never been this rude, this cruel.

He always cared about my feelings. That just changed. Completely. The only thing I feel now is humiliation wrapping itself tight around me.

“Lorenzo...”

“Stop being so pathetic, Angelina,” he says, making my heart ache and my vision blur.

“Why are you being such an asshole?” I snap back, fighting with everything I have to keep the burning tears inside.

He doesn’t answer. He just stares at me coldly, and I have to fake indifference when Corrado approaches us with Adele and offers his daughter to Lorenzo for a dance.

“You okay?” Caterine asks, getting close to me, studying my face.

“Perfect,” I lie through clenched teeth, unable to tear my eyes away from Lorenzo and Adele dancing in the middle of the room.
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CHAPTER 5
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Lorenzo

FOR ALL HER BOLDNESS and petulant temper, Angelina is a pure girl, raised to be protected.

And I am not, by any stretch, a protector. I’m more the kind of man who destroys everything he touches. It’s been that way from the start. And when I came here, I learned to break hearts and annihilate my enemies without a shred of remorse.

I never asked for Angelina’s heart, but for some inexplicable reason, the girl gave it to me anyway. I’ve always felt strange about her love. But deep down, it’s the purest thing in my life.

Yet it’s impossible.

Crushing her sweet heart is cruel, and it makes me feel like a bastard, but it’s what’s best for her. Even when I rejected her before, I never did it in such a shitty, harsh way as now. I always chose my words carefully.

Seeing those big green eyes shining with tears makes my throat go raw.

Most of the time, she’s insufferable and gets on my nerves, but I care about her—though I don’t say it often. I’m not in the habit of telling people I like them or that I care.

“Why are you being such an asshole?” she wants to know.

Well, the answer is as simple as it is chaotic. If I don’t act like an asshole right now and nip this in the bud—something I should have done a long time ago—she’ll keep feeding her feelings for me.

And sure as hell, my dick doesn’t have a brain and will never understand that it can’t get excited over that small, inviting body. I can’t touch her. I can’t want her.

I can’t have Angelina.

Even if I never made a blood oath about it, there are unspoken rules regarding my relationship with Angelina. I can’t desire her, because in my godfather’s eyes, she’s my half-sister.

Giuseppe would never have raised me like a son or given me a high-ranking position in the organization if he’d ever dreamed that one day I’d be eating the innocent cunt of his sweet, precious little girl.

Either way, Angelina’s feelings for me have already gone too far, and if she keeps this up, she’ll never find peace.

Corrado appears between us, bringing with him Adele, the daughter he wants me to marry. The girl has a shy smile and rosy cheeks from embarrassment, while Angelina drills holes into her with her glare.

The consigliere offers the girl to me for a dance, as if she were a product. I think about refusing, but I feel like, somehow, that would fill Angelina’s heart with hope—and that’s something I can’t allow.

Not hiding my dissatisfaction, I wrap one hand around Adele’s thin waist and pull her against me, moving her in time with the slow music, side to side, under the bitter gaze of Princess Giordano.

“Lorenzo, I...”

“I’m not interested in marriage,” I say flatly, making Adele’s innocent, delicate face fall. “Tell your father I’m perfectly happy with the whore I’ve been fucking.”

Her cheeks flush.

“My, how rude.”

I curl my mouth into a sarcastic smile as I say, “A little honest, too.”

She shakes her head timidly from side to side, showing between the lines what a good girl she is.

“Papa just knows things, Lorenzo. You’re the second-in-command, and he’s an important man too. A marriage between our families would be glorious for all of us.”

I spin Adele before pulling her back against me, and I look at Angelina across the room. I get the faint impression the girl is about to jump at my throat and wring it. Well, I confess, a part of me would give an arm to witness such audacity.

“Why can’t you stop looking at her?” Adele asks, suddenly.

“What did you say?”

“Angelina...” she murmurs, glancing at the Giordano girl over her shoulder. “Are you two together or something?” she adds in a frightened whisper.

The veins in my temples start to throb.

“Don’t talk shit, girl.”

I shove away from Adele, leaving her disoriented.

“Sorry, it’s just... I know... she likes you, and I thought that...” she rushes to say, which makes everything a thousand times worse.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Foh

Ca ) ¥ Y
/'[%HING‘HE CAN'T CONTROIZAND THE ONE TH
HE CAN'T LET GO."

=3 5 e g
““SHE'S THE,ONLY. ING
Netiw e —
Y
&)

o

€
¥





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





