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Author’s Note

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

 


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

 


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

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

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

 


 


Website

 


 


Facebook

 


 


Instagram

 


 


 Email

 


 


Newsletter


Dedication

 For Kam –

Because you help all the ideas come to
life.







 Storyline Notes:

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

 


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

 


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

 


The
Benetti Family
Lineage

Luca
Benetti –
Oldest

Salvatore Benetti – Middle

Leonardo
Benetti – Youngest

 


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

Phoenix Fiore m. Francesca Mancini, and had:

Vincent (37), Luca Saveria (35), Dante (34)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 2) –
The Son

Ciro Mancini m. Roberta Regal, and had:

Mattia (36), Camilla (35), Bianca (33), Georgia
(31), Massimo (29)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 3) –
The Father

Luca Benetti m. Remy Christian, and had:

Francisco (35), Cira (34), Angelo (32), Emilio
(31)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 4) –
The Redemption

Nico Rossi m. Mia Gallo, and had:

Niro (21), Luna (19)

 


 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 1) –
The Bishop

Leonardo Benetti m. Sienna Conti, and had:

Malia (31), Matteo (29), Daniel (28)

 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 2) –
The Cardinal

Salvatore Benetti m. Blake Turner, and had:

Salvatore Jr. (35), Christos (29), Antonio (28)

 


 


THT Next Generation (Standalone) –
The Vatican

Francisco Phoenix Benetti m. Luca Saveria Fiore,
will have:

Son, Son, Daughter, Son, Son, Daughter

 


 


THT Next Generation (Book 1) –
Vincent & Cira

Vincent Fiore m. Cira Benetti, will have:

Son, Son, Daughter

 


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

Salvatore Benetti Jr. m. Camilla Mancini, will
have:

Daughter, Son, Son

 


THT Next Generation (Book 3) –
Emilio & Bianca

Emilio Benetti m. Bianca Mancini, will have:

Son, Daughter, Son, Daughter

 


THT Next Generation (Book 4) –
Angelo & Georgia

Angelo Benetti m. Georgia Mancini, will have:

Daughter, Son

 


THT Next Generation (Book 5) –
Dante & Malia

Dante Fiore m. Malia Benetti, will have:

Son, Daughter, Daughter, Son

 


THT Next Generation (Book 6) –
Mattia & Remo

Mattia Mancini m. Remo Vitale, will have:

Daughter, Daughter, Son

 


 


Family Buildings

 


 


Benetti House

Uninhabited – official meetings only

 


 


Kratos

Luca & Remy Benetti – top floor

Ciro & Roberta Mancini – second floor

Phoenix & Francesca Fiore – second floor

 


 


Benetti Condominium Building
#1

Leonardo & Sienna Benetti

 


Benetti Condominium Building
#2

Salvatore & Blake Benetti

 


Benetti Condominium Building
#3

Francisco & Luca Saveria Benetti

 


 


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

Family – Angelo/Georgia – Mattia/Remo – Dante/Malia
– Ria (Vacant)

Guards – Diego/Raul – Rocco/Hector – Benito/Aurelio
– Mica

 


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

Family – Sal Jr./Camilla – Vincent/Cira –
Emilio/Bianca – Massimo/Silvia

Guards – Bruno/Favio – Aldo/Elias – Lazaro/Maximo –
Gennaro

 


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

Family – Christos/Six – Antonio/Lottie – Daniel/Cora
– Matteo/Ivory

Guards – Mano – Rafael – Sergio – Tristano


Prologue

 I stood inside the closed building, and though I was
very proud of myself and of what I’ve accomplished, to say I
had struggled would be a
lie.

My fingertips
skipped across the Bocote receptionist desk that fit in
perfectly with the expensive
décor that made up the entire office building. Dark woods, leather
furniture, and Meissen Four Elements accents everywhere, this room
and this building screamed money. The building was three stories
high, the entire structure belonging to us.

Well,
our family.

With the top floor
housing an enormous three-bedroom apartment, the second floor
housed a communal area. The third-floor apartment was completely
furnished with a room for each of us; me, Christos, and Matteo, and
we were the only ones allowed up there. The second floor’s
recreational make-up had been designed to keep our guards, Gennaro,
Mano, and Tristano, from losing their minds with boredom. Their
jobs were rather boring compared to the responsibilities of the
other guards in the family.

Granted,
most of the men in my family
didn’t need guards, but they came with the gig. It was the females
in the family who were required to have guards with them around the
clock. Of course, unless their husbands were around, then their
safety became a husband’s duty.

On the surface, this
building was the legitimate offices of Mancini, Benetti &
Benetti, Attorneys at Law. We had the law degrees, the city
permits, and the business licenses to back it up. The office
boasted of a very classy and tasteful reception area, a break room,
a visitor restroom, two conference rooms, and three offices with
their own adjoining personal restrooms.

Though
Christos Benetti and Matteo Benetti were Benettis by blood through their fathers, they were
still my family, and this business venture belonged to all of us
equally. Christos’ father was Salvatore Benetti, and Matteo’s
father was Leonardo Benetti. My father was Ciro Mancini, The Son of
Morgan City, and though I wasn’t a Benetti by blood, I was one
where it counted. I was one through my father who was Luca
Benetti’s right-hand man.

Luca Benetti, The
Father of Morgan City.

Though
we’d been born into this life
of crime, our enterprise wasn’t run like traditional Mafia
families. Loyalty was thicker than blood in our organization and
egos weren’t a thing. Luca Benetti ran the organization like a
business that had a board of directors, and because we were more
than just thugs with guns, the younger generation had opted for
going to college and getting degrees that would strengthen the
family. All the girls had also gone to college, but their degrees
allowed them to remain in the folds of the family. Christos,
Matteo, Antonio, Daniel, and I had chosen careers that allowed us
to camouflage ourselves outside the very private lives we lived.
Christos, Matteo, and I had become lawyers, where Antonio and
Daniel had become doctors, both in the second year of their
residencies.

I walked into
my office and flipped the light switch on. Though the décor was
very elegant and tasteful, it
was also impersonal. Considering who we were, it wouldn’t do to
have family pictures lining our desks or bookshelves. Of course,
none of that mattered. Everyone in Morgan City knew who we were.
Everyone knew the names Benetti, Fiore, and Mancini. From the rich
side of town to the poor side of town, everyone knew who the fuck
we were.

And while I
was a lawyer by trade, I worked for Uncle Phoenix on my
off hours. Where Uncle Luca
was The Father of Morgan City, and my dad was The Son of Morgan
City, Uncle Phoenix was The Holy Ghost of Morgan City. You had the
most powerful Mob Boss of the entire state, his number one
enforcer, and his number one hitman, and when you tossed in the
rest of the family, well…nothing and no one could touch
us.

And now
that there was me, Christos,
and Matteo to handle the legal side of shit, and Antonio and Daniel
to handle the gunshot wounds, our secrets were even safer than they
had been before. Our power just kept on growing and it was wicked
scary how powerful we were.

As
I thought about my family, I couldn’t
help the smile that spread over my face. I predicted we’d have
control of the entire western hemisphere within the next five
years, and with twenty children born of The Holy Trinity and their
future brood, there was simply too many of us to stop.

We were going to open the
front doors to Mancini, Benetti & Benetti tomorrow morning, and
that was going to be our first foot into the legal system of this
state. These motherfuckers weren’t going to know what hit them
because we were all very far from stupid.

 We also didn’t
give a fuck.


Chapter 1

 Massimo – (Two Years Later)~

Though
it was a good thing, I never imagined
I’d be defending normal, everyday people more than I’d be defending
my own family. When I had decided to go to college, then law
school, I had done it with the belief that I’d be defending Benetti
organization members left and right. However, after two years of
practicing law, turns out that I hadn’t given my family enough
credit. Even the lowliest of soldiers and associates knew better
than to get pinched by the cops.

No one wanted to admit to
Luca Benetti that they had fucked up.

Even at the
ripe, old age of sixty-five, Luca Benetti was no joke. None
of the heads of the family were.
Uncle Luca, Uncle Phoenix, and Dad were still every bit as
formidable as they’d been forty years ago. They were still the
final say with what happened within the family, but it usually
never came to that. Uncle Luca’s son, Francisco, was acting
Underboss, and these days, the organization structure was divided
in half. Uncle Luca, Uncle Phoenix, Uncle Salvatore, Uncle
Leonardo, and Dad dealt with the big picture and were responsible
for everything that occurred within the family. There was no
mistaking that they still ran shit.

However, Uncle Luca’s
son, Francisco, was the Underboss of the family, and he was in
charge of all of us younger generation. We answered to him, and if
he couldn’t handle it, he went to Uncle Luca for guidance. However,
there wasn’t much Francisco couldn’t handle. He was his father’s
son, and the man was just as brutal, ruthless, and cunning as his
father. He’d been raised to show no mercy.

We’d all been raised that
way.

However, no
one was as merciless as my cousin, Ria. Luca Saveria Fiore-Benetti was my cousin, Francisco’s
wife, Uncle Phoenix and Aunt Frankie’s only daughter, and if she
had been born a blood Benetti, Uncle Luca would have made her the
Underboss of the organization over Francisco. There was no one like
Ria, and we all knew it. It was the reason why she was the only
female who sat at the table with the men when shit was going down
or things were being decided about the organization.

Saveria was
remarkable and her beauty was a deadly thing.

I also
couldn’t forget my sisters when thinking about
beautiful, bloodthirsty
mercenaries. I was the youngest of five siblings, and I was the
only male. While my dad adored my sisters, he had wanted a son, so
Mom had done her best to oblige him, and that’s how Ciro and
Roberta Mancini had ended up with five kids. Mom had given Dad
Mattia, Camilla, Bianca, Georgia, then lastly, me. Matty was the
oldest at thirty-six, and I was the youngest at twenty-nine. I
looked just like Dad, except I had Mom’s eyes, and the girls all
looked just like Mom, except they had Dad’s eyes. People called
them the creepy or eerie Mancini yellow eyes, but I thought they
were a stunning color. My cousins Vincent and Dante had the same
yellow eyes, where Ria had a combination of that Mancini yellow and
Uncle Phoenix’s hazel eyes. Still, you could tell we were all
related.

My sisters were also all
married to Benettis. Well, except for Matty. She had married a
soldier, and ten years later, people were still talking about it.
However, Remo Vitale has proven himself a million times over. He
loved my sister, and though he didn’t hold quite high of a position
as the rest of us, their children were blood, even if he wasn’t.
Plus, he adored my sister and would never betray her or her family.
Anyone with a pair of working eyes could see it.

And while I
was the only male of the
group, that didn’t mean shit. My sisters were all extremely deadly,
and they were a very protective band of lunatics. Though I could
take care of myself, it was common knowledge that my sisters would
obliterate anyone that would ever dare come after me. You just had
to love the vicious creatures because I certainly did.

Of course,
every member in the family has
already got a dead body or two under their belt, so almost everyone
knew to get out of our way if they saw us coming. And even though
Malia Benetti-Fiore hasn’t actually killed anyone yet, the girl was
just as lethal as the rest of us. Her husband and my cousin, Dante,
had trained his wife to be a stone-cold killing machine, and the
girl was the best fighter the family had. Blonde hair, blue eyes,
and petite as all get out, but Malia was deadly with those hands of
hers.

All in
all, you would think that Christos,
Matteo, and I would have been making court appearances on behalf of
at least a few members of our family, but no. Our law practice has
been operating for two years now, and we haven’t had to defend a
single Benetti member yet. However, depending on how big someone
fucked up an assignment, they were bound to see a bullet before
they’d see the inside of a courtroom.

Again,
Uncle Luca didn’t fuck
around.

“Heads up, there’s a new
prosecutor in town,” Matteo announced, his head peeking inside the
doorway of my office.

I arched a brow.
“What do we know about him?”

“Vincent’s
already putting a file together on her,” he
replied, a smirk on his face.

I winced.
“Yeah, I gotta work on
that.”

Matteo
grinned. “Considering who your sisters are, sexism isn’t a good look on you.”

I leaned back in my
chair. “But you’re allowed to be sexist?”

His grin widened.
“Depends on who’s around.”

Our family was a strange
one. The women were to be protected at all costs, no exceptions.
Their lives were valued at a higher cost than ours were, though
they were still treated as equals. Sexism didn’t exist in our
family when it came to work. However, when it came to their
personal lives, they submitted to their husbands. The title of
husband was a big deal in the organization. The only time we ever
stepped in between a husband and his wife was if the husband was
physically mistreating this wife. Uncle Luca didn’t tolerate
physical abuse of the fairer sex. None of the men in our family
did.

Ignoring him,
I asked, “What do we know
about her,
so far?”

Matteo walked
into my office, though he didn’t sit down. No doubt the man had
shit to do. “Silvia Amato.
She’s from Massachusetts but worked in New York some. Thirty,
single, and she lives on Branch Drive.”

My
brows rose.
“Fancy.”

Matteo grinned
again. “And supposedly she’s a
looker.”

“Keep it in your
pants, Benetti,” I remarked dryly.

“You’re no
fun, Mancini,” he tossed
back.

“Fucking prosecutors
outside the courtroom is not my idea of fun. Don’t forget which
side of the law you’re on,” I reminded him.

“Like I could ever
forget,” he snorted.

 


*****

 


Silvia~

It took everything I had to
remain professional.

Still,
it was hard.

You’d think that I’d be
used to it by now, but it still grated on my nerves some days. And
though I’ve done nothing but extend the upmost professionalism,
Peter Combs eyes have spent more time on my chest than they have on
my face.

As the
newest prosecutor for Morgan
City, Peter had been assigned as my mentor of sorts. After all, he
was the city’s most senior district attorney. He wasn’t necessarily
my boss, but he had the power to make my transition to Morgan City
a pleasant one or a difficult one. Though, judging by the way he
kept glancing at my chest, my bet was on a difficult
transition.

The moment I
had decided to become an attorney, I’d known that I would be
willingly walking into one of
the ultimate boys’ club of all time. I’d had no illusion about my
hard work and ethical character paving the way for me fairly. I’d
known that I’d be fighting both sides of the law as far as sexism
was concerned. Sure, women have come a long way, but just because
women have progressed, well, that didn’t mean that men have. And
while I liked a little sexism with the alpha in my bed, what I
liked in bed did not give random men the right to behave
unprofessionally towards me. There was giving a girl an
appreciative glance, and then there was ogling her like a sleaze,
and Peter was ogling me like a sleaze.

“You know, Morgan
City isn’t Beverly Hills,” he said condescendingly. “You get real
crime here, Silvia.”

I refrained
from rolling my eyes. “I’m not a rookie, Peter,” I reminded him. “I’ve been practicing
law for two years already.”

I
had practiced law in New York
for two years after I had passed the bar. I’d been born and raised
in Rockport, Massachusetts, and I’d been intimidated in my career
choice enough to have worked close enough to home those first
couple of years, just in case I had ended up failing. It wasn’t
that I had lacked confidence in myself, though. It was that I’d
been a realist back then and still was. While my grades and test
scores should have been enough, life wasn’t that black and
white.

Or
that easy.

I had
learned the hard way that just
because you didn’t consider someone your enemy, that didn’t mean
they didn’t consider you one. Or worse, the competition.

I’d been
making a name for myself after
only a year, and my fellow district attorneys hadn’t appreciated my
quick rise to the top. However, the sabotage hadn’t come in the
form of work. Because I was so good at what I did, none of the
boys’ club members had been able to tank any of my
cases.

So, they’d gotten
creative.

It hadn’t been
a secret that I would work
late most nights. Without a husband and kids, or even a boyfriend
to share my time with, I had often stayed working until midnight.
So, when four of those club members had cornered me in my office
one night, it had been enough to make me see the truth of my
situation. While they hadn’t hurt me, there’d been no mistaking the
implication of their little visit. Now, whether they would have
gotten away with it or not, for me, righteousness hadn’t been worth
living with the experience of being gang raped.

When I
had reported them, it had gone
as I had expected. It had been my word against theirs, and they’d
all had stellar reputations, so I had needed to present what I
could prove, not what I had claimed to have happened.

I had ended up
quitting and moving across the
country because I’d been so angry, and violently so. And even
though I missed my parents, they’d never been the type to smother
me. Of course, they’d been saddened to know that I was moving so
far away, but they had wished me nothing but the best. We talked
often, and I was grateful for my parents, Gene and Patty Amato.
After all, if it weren’t for them, I might not have been able to
afford college and law school. Dad had invested in a savings for me
when Mom had gotten pregnant, and that money had allowed me to
skate through school relatively debt-free.

Peter’s brows lifted.
“Your case record speaks for itself, Silvia,” he replied. “It’s no
secret that you’re a very talented attorney. Still, being new to
this city, there is still a lot you need to learn about
it.”

“Such as?” I asked, hating
the way he was talking to me as if I were a child. Peter had a good
fifteen years on me, but that didn’t mean a damn thing.

He leaned
forward in his chair and
placed his arms on his desk. “Such as the fact that law and order
in Morgan City is just an illusion.”

My head reared
back a bit. “Excuse
me?”

“We have
normal crime here, and our
police force do their best to maintain the appropriate level of
containment when it comes to muggings, car accidents, vandalism,
things like that.” He leaned back in his leather chair. “But the
underground world of Morgan City is run by the Benetti Crime
Family.”

“The
who?” Surely, he
wasn’t saying…

“The Mob,
Silvia,” he clarified. “Morgan
City is run by the Mob and not just any Mob. We’re not talking
thugs with guns and no sense. We’re talking intelligent businessmen
with no conscience.”

My back
straightened. “And with enough money to buy whatever and whoever
they need to?”

Peter
smirked. “Welcome to Morgan
City.”

“Seriously?”

Instead
of answering me, he stood up, then
walked over to the credenza on the left side of his office.
Grabbing a stack of files, he walked over, then handed them to me.
“These are yours,” he said, grinning like a lecher. “Welcome to the
team, Counselor.”

I stood
up with the files in my arms. “Glad
to be here,” I replied sardonically. “I’m looking forward to the
challenge.”

Arranging the
files in my arms, I turned to leave, but then his
voice had me turning back
around. “Maybe I can give you a tour of Morgan City one night,” he
suggested, and I almost threw the stack of files at his
face.

Instead, I
smiled. “That’s a lovely offer, but I know better than most how
time-consuming this job is. I’d hate to take you away from your wife and kids when you
probably don’t get to spend enough time with them as it
is.”

He
lifted his chin. “Well, the offer
stands if you ever change your mind.” Before I could tell him there
was no way I’d ever take him up on his offer, he added, “Get to
work and stay away from the Mafia.”

I shook
my head. “Sure thing.”

With more
grace than I had expected, I
managed to work the doorknob without dropping all the files in my
hands. Once I was out of his office, I shut the door with the same
effort, then headed down the hallway to my own office.

Stay away
from the Mafia.

What a prick.


Chapter 2

 Silvia~

The silence was broken
as a file landed on my desk
with a thud. Looking up, I saw Peter standing over my desk with
that same slimy smirk that I always saw him with. “Merry
Christmas.”

I
sat up from the file I’d been
going over and looked up at him. “It’s April.”

He took a seat
across from my desk without an invite. He jerked his chin towards
the file he just dropped on my desk. “Matthew Silverman,” he started, ignoring my sarcasm.
“A thirty-two-year-old bank manager, father of two, stepfather of
one, on his second marriage, college educated, coaches little
league, and even volunteers at the soup kitchen when he can find
the time.”

I grabbed the
file and flipped the cover open. A photo of a very attractive man stared back at me. Blonde
hair, blue eyes, clean-shaven, a sexy dimple in his chin, and from
the neck up, he didn’t appear to be overweight.

Too bad the picture
was that of his mugshot.

“What is this?”

“Your newest
case,” he replied. “It’s a big
deal, too. He’s being accused of rape.”

My head shot
up. “By whom?”

“The stepdaughter,”
he answered, and that smirk was back. “She’s seven and it’s causing
quite the scandal.”

I wanted to do him
bodily harm.

To act so
cavalier about child rape had
me wanting to do this slimeball some real harm. “What does the
mother say?”

“She wants to string
him up in the middle of the city and torture him to death,” he said
with a shrug. “But I imagine most mothers would feel that way.”

“As most
fathers,” I bit out. “I should
hope so, at least.”

He quit smirking.
“Of course.”

I
looked back down at the file
and started skimming through it. “So, I’m guessing there’s
proof?”

“All you have to do
is hammer in the last nail in the coffin,” he answered.

I looked
up over at him. “Why am I
being handed this?”

Peter
stood up. “We’re a busy business,
Silvia,” he replied, skirting around my question. “You’re new and
have the least heavy caseload at the moment.”

Chills ran
down my spine and I knew he wasn’t being completely upfront with me. Now, while I wasn’t a big
believer in tarot cards or crystal balls, I did believe in instinct
and gut reaction in certain situations. After all, you didn’t get
chills running down your spine for nothing.

This felt like
one of those situations.

Still, I
wasn’t going to walk away from
the opportunity to put a child rapist behind bars. Nothing was
worse than someone who had the propensity to harm children. Even if
I weren’t sitting on this side of the law, I’d still feel the same
way. No one should be allowed to damage a child and not pay for it
with their lives.

“I’ll get right on
it,” I told him.

He gave me a terse
nod. “Then I’ll leave you to it.”

Ten minutes
after Peter left, one of the
law clerks peeked his head in my office. “Coffee run,” he
announced. “Do you want anything?”

I’ve only been
here a week, and I thought it
was sweet that I was being included. While I’ve been friendly
enough, I knew a lot of people here weren’t happy about my arrival.
Competition in the workplace was an ugly thing, but when it was a
field where there were political aspirations, it could get
downright brutal.

“Coffee would be
great,” I answered.

Lionel whipped his
phone out as he walked further into my office. “Shoot.”

I chuckled.
“Just plain coffee for me,
Lionel.”

His
head reared back. “Are you
insane? No one orders just plain, black coffee anymore.”

I smiled. “I
do.”

“That’s it,” he
declared. “One Saturday morning, you and I are going down to
Hermit’s, and you are sampling every drink they’ve got.”

“That doesn’t sound like a
very good idea,” I grumbled.

“It’s the best
idea,” he argued.

I shook my head. “I
disagree, good sir.”

“We’ll argue
about it more later,” he said. “I’ve got to go stock up. Mindy has
a case against Christos Benetti, and she’s snarling at everyone already. Coffee is the only way
to tame her beast.”

“Who’s
Christos Benetti?” I asked,
chuckling at his descriptive.

His brown eyes
rounded. “Who’s
Christos Benetti?”

I cocked my head.
“I’m not from here, remember?”

“Christos Benetti is the
son of Salvatore Benetti,” he said, still making no sense to me.
“And Salvatore Benetti is one of Luca Benetti’s
brothers.”

“And?”

“Christ, woman,” he
swore dramatically. “The Benetti Crime Family? Ring a bell?”

I sat up in my
chair. “Wait? That was true?”
I asked. “Peter wasn’t just bullshitting me?”

Lionel shook
his head. “They’re as real as
sunshine and bullet casings,” he replied. “They’re the most feared
family on the West Coast.”

“So…Christos
Benetti is trying to beat a case? Is that it?”

Lionel
ran a hand through his hair.
“We definitely need to have dinner together. You will never succeed
here if you don’t know what you’re dealing with.”

“And what is
it that I’m dealing
with?”

“Christos
Benetti is a lawyer,” he said,
completely shocking me. “He owns a firm with his cousin, Matteo
Benetti, and Massimo Mancini.”

“Who’s Massimo
Mancini?”

I choked out a laugh
when Lionel did the sign of the cross. “Dinner,” he said again.
“Right now, I need to get Mindy some coffee.”

I
watched Lionel take off out of
my office and wondered what the hell I’ve gotten myself
into.

The Mafia,
really?

 


*****

 


Massimo~

It was ten o’clock at
night, and I still had another hour to go. Christos had already
called it a night and had gone upstairs about an hour ago while Matteo had managed to get out
of here at a decent hour and had gone home.

The need for
security being what it was, my
family all lived in secured Benetti buildings. There was the
Benetti House where Uncle Luca’s parents used to live, but now sat
empty and was only used for organization meetings.

Then you had
Kratos. Uncle Luca lived on
the top floor with his wife, Aunt Remy. Uncle Phoenix and Aunt
Frankie lived on the floor below him, and so did my mom and dad.
The building also had an entire floor dedicated to our arsenal
storage and you had a better chance of getting into the White House
than you had getting into Kratos.

We also had
three separate condominium buildings that were occupied by Uncle
Sal and Aunt Blake, Uncle Leo
and Aunt Sienna, and Francisco and Saveria. Those building were
also locked up just as tightly as Kratos was, but then I suppose
that all our buildings were.

With Francisco
and Saveria being the exception because of their roles in the
family, the rest of us kids
lived in three separate apartment complexes with our guards living
right across from us on each floor. The buildings were four-stories
high, and each floor had three apartments. One huge apartment that
took up the left side of the building and two smaller apartments
that took up the opposite side. The larger apartment was for the
couples who were all loved up and married, and the other two
apartments were for their guards. Everyone in the higher monarchy
of the family had a guard.

My place was the only
exception since I wasn’t married yet. I lived in the second
building on the top floor. My guard, Gennaro, lived across from me
with the third apartment empty for now. Christos, Antonio, Daniel,
and Matteo all lived in the third building with only their guards,
as they were all single, too. If we ever got married, our wives’
guards would occupy the empty apartments.

“Burning the
midnight oil?”

I looked up and
smiled. “Something like that.”

“Good thing
for bulletproof windows if you’re going to be down here at all hours of the night,” Mattia
drawled out as she took one of the seats in front of my
desk.

“I get that
you’re The Holy Ghost Jr. and
all, but you shouldn’t be sneaking up on me like that.”

Mattia smiled.
“Just making sure I don’t get
rusty,” she replied.

“Yeah, right,”
I huffed. “Like that’s ever
going to happen.”

“Alan Brewster
got pinched a couple of hours
ago,” she said, getting to the reason she was here.

“For
what?” I asked
incredulously.

Alan Brewster
owned a small bakery on the
rougher side of Morgan City. He’s owned the bakery for years, the
business being a family business. He was seventy-three and still
ran the bakery with his two sons. The man didn’t bother anyone, so
this was a bit of a surprise.

“Some
assholes tried to rob the
bakery tonight and Alan happened to be there with his youngest son,
Patrick. Patrick pulled out a gun as the cops arrived, and even
though they got the robbers, they tried to get Patrick for an
unregistered gun. Alan said the gun was his to save
Patrick.”

Possession of
an unregistered firearm was no joke. Still, it wasn’t anything that I couldn’t handle.
“Where’s the gun now?”

“The cops have
it.”

I
couldn’t help but grin. “Sure, they
do.”

“Emilio and
Vincent are already working on it,” she replied with a grin of her own. “Alan just needs
a lawyer for the particulars.”

I
nodded. “I’ll head on over to the
jail now,” I told her. “I don’t want him sitting in a cell any
longer than he has to.”

“I agree.”

“And the punks
who tried to rob him?”

“Two dope
fiends that squat over in Milton Heights.” Mattia shrugged.
“They’ve been arrested, and
the word is spreading already.”

The Benettis
might be criminals, but we
weren’t thugs. We didn’t prey on the weak or the hard-working
citizens of Morgan City. Fucking with Alan Brewster had been a bad
move, but then drug addicts weren’t known for making smart
choices.

“Anything
else?”

“Vincent got
the background check back from
Uncle Sal on the newest prosecutor for Morgan City,” she replied.
“Vincent will be delivering you guys each a packet
tomorrow.”

“Anything
alarming?”

“I
haven’t read the reports, but
Uncle Sal told Vincent to make sure to tell you guys not to
underestimate her. Apparently, she scored high on her exam, and she
was climbing up the East Coast ranks pretty fast.”

“So, why make the
move all the way over here?”

“Good
question.”

We sat
in comfortable silence for a
bit before she finally stood up. “I have to get going.”

I looked up at
my eldest sister. “Remo or the kids?”

Mattia arched a
brow. “Remo,” she smirked. “Mom and Dad have the kids for the
night.”

“Well, I’ll
take care of Alan,” I told
her. “I’ll bail him out and get him home.”

“Give us two
days to get rid of the gun,”
she instructed. “And let him know his bail isn’t a
concern.”

“Who?”

Mattia smiled.
“Aunt Remy’s been going to that bakery forever. When she
heard what happened, she went
to Uncle Luca and asked him to make it right.”

Another thing
about my family? If it wasn’t
a question of safety, the women almost always got whatever they
asked for.

“Okay.” I
stood up, then walked around
my desk to hug my sister. Taking her in my arms, I said, “Get home
and be safe.”

She hugged me
back. “I can take care of myself,” she teased. “I’m the oldest, remember?”

And because we
really were chauvinistic bastards at heart, I said, “But I’m the
only brother, so that still makes you my responsibility, even if I am the youngest.”

Mattia pulled
out of my arms and eyed me. “We’ll slaughter any person alive who messes with you,
Massimo.”

I grinned. “I
know, Matty.” And I did know. My sisters were insane. “I’m not
confused about that.”

“As
long as you’re aware,” she
sing-songed as I walked her out of my office. I wasn’t sure how
she’d gotten in, but it hadn’t been through the front
door.

Cracking my neck,
now it was time to go get Alan Brewster out of jail.


Chapter 3

 Massimo~

“Thank
you, Mr. Mancini,” Alan said
as he shook my hand a little too vigorously. However, I understood
his gratefulness, even though it was really Aunt Remy he should be
thanking. Granted, we probably would have helped him regardless,
but Aunt Remy making this personal had gotten Alan Brewster more
than just our best. It had gotten him our Benetti best.

“No problem, Alan,”
I replied graciously. “However, from now on, let the new security
system that was installed do its job.”

He grinned.
“Will do,” he promised.
“I’m…I’m going to go. I think it’s a great day to spend with the
family.”

I nodded. “Have a
good day.”

I watched Alan
Brewster weave his way down the hallway, doing his best to avoid
bumping into all the bodies
that were coming from and going to court this morning. The
courthouse was always packed with people and today was no
different.

Getting Alan
Brewster’s charges dropped hadn’t been that big of a hardship. With
evidence missing and the memories of the incident suddenly fuzzy
and unclear, well, there
hadn’t been much to charge Mr. Brewster with after that.

Now, did I
feel bad about manipulating
the law in my favor? Not one bit. Even if I didn’t come from the
family that I did, life wasn’t black and white, no matter how much
it should be when it came to the law. The focus of Alan Brewster’s
case should have been the dope fiends who had tried to rob him.
Instead, it had become about a family trying to protect their
business and livelihood.

Should Patrick
Brewster have had an unregistered gun? No. Absolutely not. However, should he have done
everything to protect his family and their way of life? Yes. Hence,
that shaded gray area between that black and white.

“Another
criminal back on the streets,” came a voice that belonged to a man
I wished I could put a bullet
in but had no real reason to. “Congratulations,
Mancini.”

I turned
around to face Peter Combs.
“Combs,” I acknowledged.

“Job security, I
suppose,” he said, continuing to get on my nerves. “So, I guess I
can’t complain too much.”

I glanced
briefly at his wrist.
“Speaking of criminals, makes you wonder how a public servant can
afford a Rolex, doesn’t it?”

Peter
bristled a bit, but not before
glancing at the Patek Philippe adorning my wrist. “I suppose the
same way an attorney who’s not even thirty can afford a Patek
Philippe,” he fired back.

Before
I could tell one of Morgan City’s
finest prosecutors to suck my dick, a voice broke through our
testosterone match, and the sound vibrated straight to my
cock.

Something that’s
never happened before.

“Peter, do you
have a moment?”

I
turned to see one of the most
beautiful women I have ever seen in my life walked up to Peter
Combs, and that was saying something as I came from a family of
nothing but stunning-looking women. My cousin, Saveria, had to be
one of the top ten most beautiful women in the world. Still, the
woman standing next to us was turning me stupid by the second. The
pictures in the file that Uncle Sal and Vincent had put together
hadn’t done this woman any justice.

“Sure,
Silvia,” he replied easily.
“Anything for you.”

I quickly shot
him a look, and I couldn’t
tell if he was leering at her or sneering at her. However, she
didn’t sound too impressed either way. “Just a moment of your
time,” she clarified through clenched teeth.

Peter
smiled. “Sure, Silvia,” he agreed,
and I hated the way her name slithered out of his mouth. “However,
let me introduce you to Massimo Mancini first,” he told her.
“Another win on the books for him and his law firm, right,
Mancini?” Silvia turned to give me her full attention, and the
woman really was breathtaking.

With her hand out, she
said, “Silvia Amato. It’s nice to meet you.”

I took her
hand in mine, and the pulsing heat that ran up my arm was not a
figment of my imagination. “Massimo Mancini,” I returned.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you,
Ms. Amato.”

She
took her hand back and I
almost objected. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Oh, I bet,” I
smirked. “Peter and I go way
back.”

Keen,
intelligent brown eyes stared back at me, and the woman really was
stunning. Reaching about
five-foot-two, her heels were sensible enough to only add a couple
of inches more to her height. She had dark brown hair, matching
dark brown eyes, and a face that reminded me of young Monica
Bellucci.

That
appropriate pantsuit she was wearing did nothing to hide the curves on that five-foot-two frame
of hers, either. She had more than a handful of tits, and I kind of
felt like a creep for noticing, but it was hard not to notice all
of her.

“Mancini,
Benetti, and Benetti just got
another case thrown out of court,” Peter announced. “Loss of
evidence, faulty recounts of the events…a damn miracle,
really.”

“Don’t blame
me if everyone on your side of the line isn’t pulling their weight,
Combs,” I countered smoothly.

Apparently
done with watching us bump dicks, Silvia went back to the reason she had interrupted us
in the first place. “A moment, Peter?”

“Of course, Silvia.”
He turned back towards me. “See you soon, Mancini.”

“Always
looking forward to it, Combs,” I replied with a smirk before turning my attention back to
Silvia Amato. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Ms. Amato. I’m sure
we’ll be seeing a lot of each other in the future.”

Her brown eyes
narrowed, and she tilted her head a bit. “Why do you say
that?”

“As the newest
Morgan City prosecutor, I imagine I’ll be seeing you often,” I explained.

“And
how do you know I’m a
prosecutor?”

I held her
gaze, that pulsing heat hitting the back of my spine. “There’s not
much that I don’t know when it comes to Morgan City.”

Her chin went up. “I
see.”

She
didn’t, but she
would.

 


*****

 


Silvia~

I was trying to
concentrate on my conversation
with Peter, but it was becoming a serious struggle.

Massimo Mancini.

Holy shit.

Last week,
Lionel had kidnapped me for an
entire evening of dinner, drinks, and gossip. He had filled me in
on everything that was Morgan City, and that included what he knew
about everyone in the DA’s office and the infamous Benetti Crime
Family. And though he had credited himself with giving me
honest-to-goodness facts about the Benettis, it was still a little
hard to credit. I mean, I knew the Mob still existed, but he’d been
referring to the Benettis as if they were the next installment of
The Godfather.

I had learned
all about The Holy Trinity,
The Church, their children, and their hold on this city. Lionel had
described them as brutal, ruthless, cunning, brilliant, and
fearless, and had told me to stay on my fancy street, and to tread
lightly should I ever find myself out late at night.

However, even
with everything that Peter and
Lionel had told me about the family, I had not been prepared to
meet Massimo Mancini, and it had been hard as hell to keep from
swooning and fanning myself like a sixteenth-century
damsel.

The
man was fucking gorgeous.

Over six-feet
of chocolate-colored hair, brown eyes, broad shoulders, trimmed waist, strong posture, and a
suit that cost more than a car, Massimo Mancini was every waking
woman’s fantasy come to life. Even if you were into blondes or
women, Massimo Mancini quickened a girl’s pulse, for
sure.

Now, if
I could just get past the
whole Mafia thing, I might have enjoyed that spark that had danced
down my spine when he had taken my hand in his for our handshake,
but I couldn’t. Even if the rumors weren’t true, enough was being
said about him to know to stay away from him. Much to the dismay of
my ovaries who had definitely taken notice of the man
earlier.

“As you can
see, I’m quite busy, so are you going to get on with
it?” Peter asked.

After Massimo
had left us, I had managed to find an empty consultation
room and had asked Peter to
join me. Though I didn’t relish being alone in a room with him,
what I had to say couldn’t be said in public, nor could it wait
until the end of the day.

“The
Matthew Silverman case,” I said,
getting to the point of why I was here. “I just got blindsided by
the defense this morning.”

“Over
what?”

“Matthew
Silverman’s defense attorney was able to provide a video of his
interrogation and it clearly showed that Silverman had asked for a
lawyer, and that he had been denied the right to legal
representation at the time of his arrest,” I practically snarled.
The reports I’d read had stated that everything had been done
aboveboard, but I’d learned otherwise the hard way this morning.
“There’s also the claim that he hadn’t been read his Miranda Rights
when the police had shown up at his home.”

I had
expected a lot of different
reactions from Peter, but the one I received had not been one of
them. “Sounds like you got your work cut out for you.”

Absolutely
stunned, I just stood there. “What?”

He shrugged.
“Citizens have the right to
due process.”

I
was going to
fucking kill him.

“Do you not
understand what is happening here?” I seethed. “The reports you gave me on the case were
falsified, Peter. Not to mention, if he was denied his right to
counsel, then why wouldn’t a judge believe him about his Miranda
Rights not being read?”

“Like I said,
it looks like you got your work cut out for you.”

I could feel
my blood begin to boil in real anger. “Are you seriously not taking
any responsibility for handing
me a sabotaged case? Did you know those reports were false? About
the denial of legal representation?” I was so furious that I could
barely speak.

Peter
straightened his back. “I handed you
no such thing,” he denied. “And even if I did, you should have
taken the time to verify everything in the file.”

My eyes
widen. “I only had a week to look
over the file and prepare,” I practically yelled. “And why would I
think that anything in that file might have been falsified? Is that
a common practice here?”

“Are you
questioning my integrity?” he
snapped.

“Yes,” I
snapped back, not giving a
shit who he was. “I looked Katy Tillman’s mother in the eye and
told her that I was sending Matthew Silverman to prison. I promised
her that we had enough evidence to put him away for this.” Little
Katy Tillman had undergone a rape kit and the warrant for the
search of their home had turned up with a video of Matthew
Silverman molesting his young stepdaughter.

He shrugged. “And
you do.”

“What good
does the evidence do me if his
arrest is invalid?!” This time, I did yell at him. “And don’t stand
there and tell me you didn’t know about it!”

Peter’s face colored in
anger. “I’m not going to stand here and listen to you call my
character into question,” he hissed. “You fucked up and it’s no one
else’s fault that you didn’t do your due diligence.”

I was missing
something here.

I knew it.

I felt it.

No police
officer forgot to read someone their Miranda Rights, especially
when a case was going to be this high-profile.
Between the rape kit, the
video, Katy’s recount of the assaults, and what amounted to an easy
win, no police officer would deny someone their right to counsel
and jeopardize the entire case. No cop was that stupid, and if he
were that stupid, he sure as hell didn’t deserve to be a police
officer.

Either I’d been set up or
Matthew Silverman was more than a simple bank manager.

“And it’s not
like you can’t re-arrest him,” Peter remarked, making me want to murder him where he stood.
“What’s the big deal?”

I could
barely breathe with the audacity of
it all. “I have to look a seven-year-old rape victim and her mother
in the face and tell them the Morgan City police force fucked up,
and the monster who destroyed their lives is free until I can
arrest him again,” I seethed between clenched teeth.
“That’s
the big deal, you fucking
asshole.”

Peter’s lip curled. “Be
careful who you speak to like that, Silvia,” he warned. “It
wouldn’t do you well to make an enemy of me.”

I straightened
my back and looked the piece of shit up and down. “If you think I’m easily intimidated, you’re
sorely mistaken, Peter. I’ve dealt with worse, and I’m still
standing.”

Before he
could comment, I turned my back on him and stormed out of the
consultation room. I was so fucking livid that I
ignored everyone around me and
wondered if I was strong enough to tell Mrs. Silverman that her
daughter wasn’t safe after all.


Chapter 4

 Silvia~

“I…I don’t understand,”
Darla Silverman whispered, pale and confused. “What do you mean,
they had to let him go? He raped my little
girl.”

It took
everything I had in me to
remain as professional as possible. The humanity I possessed wanted
to gun down Matthew Silverman in the middle of the street. It also
wanted to beat the arresting officers within an inch of their
lives. Not to mention, setting Peter Combs body on fire and letting
his tortured screams lullaby me to sleep.

I was that
livid at the entire ordeal.

“I know this is
extremely difficult-”

“Do you?” she
snapped, shock giving over to anger. “Do you also have a seven-year-old daughter who was
raped by her stepfather? A man you married and brought into her
life? A man who never would have had access to her had you not
fallen in love with a rapist and married him? Do you
understand?”

I was sitting
on the couch in Darla’s
apartment while Katy was in her room playing. Darla Silverman had
found an apartment and had moved out of their family home as soon
as the allegations had come to light. Matthew had two older
children from a previous marriage, but those two children lived
with their mother and only visited Matthew on weekends. Darla had
packed up her and Katy’s belongings and has never gone back to the
home she had shared with Matthew.

“Mrs.
Silverman, don’t do that to
yourself,” I replied as compassionately as I could. “What happened
is not
your fault-”

Her
blue eyes narrowed. “I brought that
monster into our lives, Ms. Amato,” she repeated. “Of course, this
is all my fault.” She straightened in her seat. “Katy’s father
died, and because I was so lonely, I didn’t bother looking for any
red flags. I just saw someone who could alleviate the loneliness.
So, yes, Ms. Amato, this is my fault.” Before I could say anything,
she added, “And now you’re telling me that he’s free again. That
Katy isn’t safe again.”

“Katy
will be safe, Mrs. Silverman,”
I tried to assure her. “I can have police patrol-”

“The same
police who screwed up so badly that the courts had to let Matthew
go? Those police?” she scoffed. “Are you seriously telling me that
I should entrust my daughter’s safety to the very people who failed
her?”

I
wanted to scream.

I wanted to
scream with the injustice of
it all.

Even though it
meant I would be eating
crackers for the next six months, I said, “I can pay for private
security to guard Katy if you prefer.”

“What I prefer is for
Matthew to burn in Hell!” she yelled, finally losing the last
thread on her composure. “I want him dead, Ms. Amato!”

“Look,
I know this is-”

“Mom?” We both
turned in our seats to see
Katy standing just inside the hallway that led to the living room
of their apartment. “Are you okay?” she asked in a soft
whisper.

Tears pooled in Mrs.
Silverman’s eyes, but she quickly did her best to blink them away.
“I’m fine, honey,” she lied. “We…Ms. Amato and I were just
talking.”

Katy walked
into the living room, then
stopped in front of her mother. “About what Matthew did to
me?”

My heart felt like it was
cracking right down the middle. I felt like a failure in the most
heartbreaking sense. Still, I knew what I was feeling was nothing
compared to how Mrs. Silverman was feeling. She genuinely believed
that she was at fault for what happened to her daughter, and I
couldn’t imagine living with that kind of heartbreaking guilt. I
couldn’t imagine the pain she felt whenever she looked at her
daughter.

With
time, therapy, love, and support,
there was a chance that Katy could survive this. Children were
stronger than adults often gave them credit for, and I believed
there was a good chance that Katy could still go on to live a
normal life and come out of this awful nightmare stronger for
it.

I wasn’t too
sure about Darla Silverman,
though.

Mrs. Silverman nodded at
her daughter. “Yes, honey,” she answered her. “Ms. Amato came by to
explain…a…a few things.”

Katy looked at
me, and she had the same blue eyes as her mother. “Is this about how you said I might have to
go to court and tell them what he did to me?” she asked
quietly.

“Katy-”

“Katy, can you
sit down a moment?” I asked,
interrupting whatever Mrs. Silverman was about to say. I was not
going to put Mrs. Silverman through the agony of having to tell her
daughter that we screwed up.

“Yes, ma’am,” Katy quietly
mumbled before taking a seat next to me on the couch. She looked up
at me, and I wanted to join Mrs. Silverman in killing Matthew
Silverman in the streets.

“Katy, I came
here to tell your mom that-”
For the first time in my life, I struggled with getting the words
out. I’ve never had that issue before, and it was what made me a
formidable opponent in the courtroom. I’ve always known the right
thing to say.

However, not
this time.

“Katy, the
police that arrested Matthew
messed up, honey.”

“What do you
mean?”

“It means that
he’s not in jail anymore.” Her
face paled, and her sad blue eyes widened. “But I’m going to put
him back in there, I swear. It just might take a few
days.”

“So…” Her lower lip
trembled, and I could feel my eyes stinging with the pain that this
beautiful girl must be feeling. “He can…he can come get
me?”

“No,” I rushed out. “He
will never hurt you again, Katy. I promise.”

“But…but you
also promised that…that he’d
go to jail,” she replied softly, and I couldn’t stop the tears,
even if I wanted to.

“And he will,”
I promised again. “There was
just a mix up, but I swear to you that I’m going to make it
right.”

Katy didn’t
look like she believed me, and
I didn’t blame her. Still, I wasn’t prepared for the onslaught of
pain when she looked over at her mother and asked, “Can I sleep
with you tonight, Mommy?”

I
was going to fucking kill everyone.

 


*****

 


Massimo~

I walked into The
Emerald and sometimes wondered
how my dad’s clubs have still stood the test of time. He owned four
clubs: The Diamond, The Emerald, The Ruby, and The Sapphire, and
they’ve all been successful businesses for years. They all catered
to a different clientele with The Emerald catering to whoever
wanted to have drink after work.

They were also
the few establishments where
we could frequent without worrying that someone was going to come
up and shoot us from behind. Everyone knew that the clubs belonged
to Ciro Mancini, and everyone also knew that the place was crawling
with Benetti guards. If anyone ever tried anything, it wouldn’t
turn out well for them.

As I walked
towards the bar, Gennaro took a seat near the door, always on guard. I had been about to take
a seat in the middle of the bar, but when I noticed a certain
brunette prosecutor sitting at the end of the bar, near the hallway
that led to the restrooms, I changed my mind.

“Do you
mind if I sit here,
Counselor?” I asked, and when Silvia looked up at me, the woman
literally rolled her eyes at me.

“Might as well,” she
huffed. “It’s not as if my day can get any worse.”

Ouch.

Still, I sat
down. “Thank you,” I replied easily as Benny was already setting a drink in front of
me.

Silvia eyed my
bourbon. “Come here
often?”

“My father
owns the place,” I informed
her. “Along with The Diamond, The Sapphire, and The
Ruby.”

She straightened in
her seat. “Ah, of course, he does.”

I arched
a brow. “Know him, do
you?”

Silvia
bristled. “No,” she answered. “Of course, I don’t. However, that doesn’t mean I haven’t heard
everything about you and your family.”

This time, I
smirked. “I’m shocked,
Counselor,” I mocked. “I never would have credited you with
entertaining rumors. After all, your job is all about facts and
what you can prove, isn’t it?”

“As
is yours, isn’t it?” she
retorted.

“True,” I
agreed. “However, I’m not the
one listening to rumors and giving them more credit than they
deserve. I’m doing my best to stick with facts. Something you
should probably stick to as well.”

Silvia
scoffed. “You want to stick to
facts?” She didn’t let me answer. “Well, let’s talk facts, Mr.
Mancini-”

“Massimo, please,” I
allowed, but she ignored me.

“I
just had to tell a
seven-year-old girl that the monster who raped her is free because
the police fucked up,” she blurted, and I wondered how many drinks
she’s had. She wasn’t necessarily breaking lawyer/client
confidentiality, but I was her enemy in the courtroom, so it could
only be alcohol leading her to tell me all of this. “I had to tell
her that her rapist of a stepfather was free and…and…”

“How many
drinks have you had,
Counselor?”

“Not
enough,” she fired back quietly.
“Nowhere near enough.”

“So,
what happened?”

Silvia eyed
me, and it was hard not to get lost in those deep
brown eyes of hers. She was truly
beautiful, and I wasn’t going to deny my attraction to her. Though
I knew she’d never go out with me, especially after hearing all the
rumors she has about my family, that didn’t mean I couldn’t still
appreciate how she made my dick hard.

“The police
fucked up,” she repeated, then
went on to tell me the most incredible story of police misconduct
that I have ever heard. And the more she told me, the more I
smelled a setup of some sort. The problem was that I had no idea
who was being set up. Was this about Silvia, the little girl, her
mother, or was Peter Combs and Matthew Silverman into some deep
shit?

When she was
finished telling me everything
about her case, I had only one question. “Can I ask you
something?”

She
signaled Benny for another
drink. “Sure.”

“What
is it that you’re seeking for Katy
Tillman?”

Silvia blinked up at me.
“What kind of question is that? Justice, of course.”

Benny
placed her drink on the bar, and I
looked up at him. “Her tab is on me, Benny.” He nodded, then walked
away.

“I can pay for
my own drinks,” she stubbornly
announced.

“Not if
I’m in the room,” I corrected her.
“Now, back to my question.”

“I already answered
it,” she said. “I want justice for her. I want Matthew Silverman to
rot in prison.”

“You and I
both know that he isn’t going to get the justice he deserves,
Silvia.” She didn’t correct me when I took the liberty of using her
first name, so I continued with what I had to say. “He’s going to
cop a deal and be out in ten-to-fifteen, depending on the evidence.
He’ll go to prison, fall into protective custody, spend the next
five years being the best inmate ever, then filing for parole every
year after that based on good behavior. And he will most likely get
it with the ridiculous overcrowding we already have.”

“Are you
trying to piss me off?” she
snapped. “Is it not enough that I feel fucking horrible?”

This
was only the second time that I’ve
spoken to this woman, but she was doing things to me that were not
a good idea. So much for warning Matteo because, just like I was
her enemy in the courtroom, she was mine. However, she was a far
greater threat to me than I was to her because of my family.
However, I still wanted her.

“There’s a
difference between justice and peace of mind, Silvia,” I
said. “Like all children who
have ever been hurt by a monster, Katy Tillman deserves peace of
mind, not justice.”

Silvia
turned in her seat to face me
fully. “What are you talking about?”

“You might
give Katy justice, but you’ll never be able to give her
peace of mind as long as
Matthew Silverman is alive. What happened to her will stay with her
the rest of her life. So, even if he gets twenty years, Katy will
only be twenty-seven when he’s released. That leaves another forty
years of her life that she’ll always be looking over her shoulder.”
I took a drink of my bourbon. “And that, Counselor, is not real
justice.”

Tears
pooled in her eyes. “So, what
in the hell am I supposed to do, Massimo?” She called me Massimo. “I want justice for Katy, but I want her to have
peace of mind more.”

“For now, send
that bastard to prison for
what he did,” I told her. “Later, maybe start looking into changing
the legislation for child predators.”

“Just like that?”
she asked. “I’m supposed to just change the world?”

She sure was
changing mine, and I needed to
get away from her before I did something super stupid. “Benny will
make sure you get home safely,” I replied before standing up,
throwing a hundred on the bar, then walking out.


Chapter 5

 Massimo~

“You want to kill
Matthew Silverman?”

I nodded. “I’d
like to torture the fuck, but
the less messy, the better.”

Francisco eyed me from
across his desk. “You know, you, Daniel, Matteo, Antonio, and
Christos are supposed to be keeping your noses clean now that you
guys are legitimate contributing members of society.”

I
snorted at that. While we may
have chosen to go into medicine and law, we all still had a body
count to add to our medical and law degrees. My first kill had been
at sixteen under the tutelage of Uncle Phoenix. As the original
Holy Ghost, Uncle Phoenix had been my mentor and I still worked for
him when Mattia was busy. Francisco knew this, so he was just being
an ass.

I had
originally wanted to work for him fulltime, but when it had become
clear that my intelligence
level was higher than most, Uncle Phoenix had suggested that I look
into going to college to become a doctor or lawyer to benefit the
family in that way. The idea had been kicked around until the
entire younger generation had decided to go to college, then
medical and law school. And even though I was the same age as
Christos and Matteo, I was the one who directed a lot of what we
dealt with.

“He raped a
seven-year-old girl,” I pointed out.

“I’m not
saying that he doesn’t deserve killing,” Francisco agreed. “I thought that very thing
when the story had hit the news. All I’m saying is that I can have
Mattia, Bianca, or Vincent do the hit. Really, anyone could do the
hit, Massimo. So, why does it have to be you?”

I leaned back
in my seat. “It’s what I do,
Francisco,” I reminded him.

“When
you have
to,” he corrected.

“Can’t it be
enough that I feel like killing someone, and he’s a perfect
choice?”

Francisco’s
black gaze saw everything. He was very much like Uncle Luca in that
sense. “All of it,” he
demanded. “Now.”

When I had
asked for a meeting with Francisco, it had been just to let him know that I had plans on killing
Matthew Silverman. So, when I had explained how the cops had fucked
up, I thought that would be enough to get a sanction on the kill.
After all, pedophiles were the scourge of the earth, and my family
wouldn’t care that one was being put down. Years ago, my dad had
rescued Mia Rossi from a would-be predator when she’d been only
eight-years old. She had a special place in Dad’s heart, so
eradicating another pedophile wasn’t a hard decision for the family
to make. Still, it was obvious Francisco could tell there was more
to it than just ridding the world of another sick fuck.

So, I told him.

I told him
everything.

When I was
done, he didn’t say anything
right away. I knew that he was processing everything that I’d just
told him because he was like Uncle Luca in that way, too. Both men
didn’t fly off the handle, and they always processed all the
information they had before making a decision.

Correction:
Both men didn’t fly off the handle unless the issue involved their wives.

Finally, he
said, “According to the press
reports, Matthew Silverman is-or was-a bank
manager. That opens up a door full of possibilities.”

I nodded.
“It does,” I agreed. “However,
what I can’t figure out yet is who’s the focal point of all this.
Katy is the obvious victim, but what does Silverman have on the
MCPD for them to have fucked up so badly. Or what does he have on
Peter Combs that Peter Combs would dump this very high-profile case
on the lap of the newest Morgan City prosecutor? Is Silvia Amato
being setup or is she a scapegoat. Is she the target or a
casualty?”

Francisco
leaned back in his chair. “There’s no way Uncle Sal doesn’t have a
file on Peter Combs,” he said.
“There’s no way our fathers don’t have a file on every cop,
prosecutor, and judge in Morgan City. There has to be one on Peter
Combs.”

“Yeah, but
when was the last time a background was done on him? Whatever he
has going on with Silverman-if
anything-might be new,” I suggested.

“I can call
Uncle Sal and-” A knock
sounded on his office door and it could only be one
person.

And because
it could only be one person,
Francisco said, “Enter.”

Luca
Saveria Fiore-Benetti walked in
wearing what looked like applesauce on her custom-designer blouse.
She was also barefooted, and I smiled when I saw my cousin. “Hey,
Ria.”

She smiled
back. “Hi, Massimo.”

Ignoring everything
but his wife, Francisco asked, “What did you need, baby?”

“My
mom just left with all the kids, so
I’m going to go take a shower, then sleep until she returns your
heathen brood,” she replied.

Francisco smirked. “What
if I said I need a background check on someone?”

Ria perked up,
motherhood exhaustion vanishing like mist in hundred-degree weather. “I’d say who
and why?” Francisco filled her in on what was going on, and the
more he explained, the darker my cousin’s eyes got.

Ria
really was brutal. She also
worked for Uncle Sal.

“I’ll get with
Uncle Sal and see what he has
on Peter Combs,” she said, her shower and nap on hold. “I’ll call
Emilio and see if he can start working on Matthew Silverman. If
he’s not available, I’ll call Vincent.”

“I still need
to know if I can kill Silverman or not,” I interjected, bringing us back to the entire reason
why I was here.

Ria’s eyes
darted towards her husband, and I knew she wanted to say yes, but she wasn’t one to step
on Francisco’s toes, even if she was more powerful than he
was.

And because
Francisco saw it, too, he
chuckled. “Well, seeing as how I have no desire to argue with my
wife, have at it.”

I
laughed. “You’re such a
sucker.”

Francisco just
grinned, his fingers twirling
the wedding band on his finger. He was the only man in the family
who wore one. Long story. “That I am,” he agreed easily.

Ria just rolled her eyes.
“Give me two days,” she said, getting back to the topic at hand.
“If you kill Silverman now, his home and workplace will be crawling
with cops. I’ll get Angelo and Cira to check out his home while
Bianca and Georgia check out the bank.”

“Sounds good
to me,” I replied. If anyone could break into a bank, it was my sisters.

 


*****

 


Silvia~

“Ma’am,
what are you doing? You can’t
just come in here-,” the receptionist called out to me as I stormed
through the reception area of Mancini, Benetti &
Benetti.

Completely
ignoring her, I saw Massimo Mancini’s name plate on his office door and walked right on in. I
didn’t care if he had a client with him or was on a conference call
or anything.
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