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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 everyone who wanted Leo’s story
–

This is for you!


Playlist

 Way Down We Go - Kaleo


Prologue

 2019~

You would think I’d
feel something. Standing next to my two brothers, you’d think I’d feel something, but I
didn’t.

At least, not
what I should be
feeling.

Giovanni
Benetti was lying on the ground, dead as a door nail, and all I could think was that it was
about goddamn time.

Now, had I
expected him to die at the
hands of my oldest brother, Luca? Not really. I mean, I knew there
was a strong possibility this might happened but a part of me still
never saw it coming.

Luca has
always been the level-headed one. While Salvatore was a
psychopath and I was the
analytical type, Luca has always had full control of his thoughts
and emotions. It was the reason why people followed him. Luca was a
king of kings.

And now
with our father dead at our feet,
Luca was the king.

The Benetti
Family was under new rule and
Luca had no problem obliterating anyone stupid enough to stand in
his way.

Unlike Luca,
though, Gio hadn’t beaten me and Salvatore. He hadn’t groomed us to
head up the family by violence. I’d actually had a pretty good
relationship with Gio. Our mother, Carlita, as well. Gio’s sadistic streak had been reserved
for Luca only and looking at the dead man on the ground, it looked
like it had finally caught up with him.

But
then Gio never should have
threatened the woman my brother loves.

Yeah, that
had been a bad
idea.

Now, while
the gun shot had been
self-inflicted, we all knew Gio had only done it to rob Luca of the
satisfaction of killing him, so it might as well have been by
Luca’s own hand that Gio was now dead.

“Good
riddance,” Sal spat, and I couldn’t have agreed more.

“Ditto,” I
remarked.

Luca slapped us each on
the back and turned to handle the other traitor in our midst.
Sensio had been Luca’s guard for as long as I could remember, so
his death was going to be an epic example of what it meant to
betray a Benetti.

We all knew
this.

Every
Capo in this room knew
Sensio’s mind was going to crack before his soul left his body. It
was one of the things that made Luca who he was. It was also one of
the things that made Salvatore who he was. Luca killed out of
calculated necessity. Sal killed because it got his dick hard. And
I didn’t kill unless I had to.

As Luca went
to handle his shit, Sal slapped a hand on my shoulder. “I’ll clean
up Gio’s body,” he said. “Do you want to be the one to tell
Mom?”

While Mom had
left Luca to Gio’s child
rearing nightmare, Carlita had mothered me and Sal rather decently.
How Sal ended up the psychopath and not Luca, I had no idea. Still,
Sal was the perfect person to clean up our dead father’s body and I
was the perfect one for telling our mother that she no longer had a
husband.

I nodded.
“I’ll go talk to her as soon as we leave here,” I told him. “I’ll
join you guys at The Funhouse
tomorrow.” While I wasn’t a fan of torturing people, Sensio had
betrayed us. I might not get the rush from torture that Sal did,
but I didn’t stand for traitors, either.

“It’s a new
era, little brother,” Sal stated, telling me something I didn’t
already know. Whatever the
Benetti Family was under Gio’s rule, it was going to pale in
comparison to what Luca could do with it.

We were going
to be unstoppable.

“I know,” I
replied. I nudged Gio’s dead
body with my shoe. “I feel nothing,” I said to no one in
particular.

Sal let out a
dark laugh. “That’s because for all your desk work and clean hands, you’re still a
Benetti, little brother,” he said. “And your demons are as dark as
mine and Luca’s.”

I glanced over at
Sal. “How dark can Luca be when he was ready to kill his own father
for love?”

Sal smirked.
“Do you really think it’s money and power that bring out the worst in men, Leo?” He
leaned in closer. “Because let me tell you something, the lure of
money and power are nothing compared to what a man will do for the
woman he loves.”

 Little did I know, I’d eventually find that
out the hard way.


Chapter 1

 Leonardo – 2020~

It wasn’t easy managing a multi-million-dollar
empire, but somebody had to fucking do it. And since I was the
youngest and the only Benetti to go to college for my MBA, that
responsibility fell on my shoulders.

Not that I minded
much.

Even at a
young age, I’d been good with
numbers and logistics. While Luca and Sal were far from stupid,
their minds weren’t a singular as mine. My brothers embraced the
entire Benetti Family lifestyle where I was fortunate enough to be
able to ignore a lot of the mess that surrounded being the most
powerful and deadliest Mob family in Morgan City. Hell, in the
entire state.

Early on, I
knew what and who we were. Our father, Giovanni, hadn’t spared us
any details. He had raised my oldest brother, Luca, to be the
soulless, ruthless bastard
that he was, and it had come back to bite Gio in the
ass.

Me and
Sal? Knowing that we would never
lead, Gio hadn’t paid much special attention to us. His legacy had
started and ended with Luca. Me and Sal had been spares.

However, Sal
and I couldn’t be more
opposites if we tried. Where I had a conscience that I tried to do
right by, Sal was a sadistic psychopath. The only person who could
control him was Luca and we all knew it. Even Gio hadn’t been able
to control the animal in Sal. Still, there was no doubt in Sal’s
mind, hell, in any of our minds, that
Luca would put a bullet in Sal’s head if he ever thought to betray
Luca or the Benetti name.

Luca didn’t fuck
around.

And even
though we were all blood brothers, Luca being the oldest at
thirty-one, Sal the middle
child at twenty-nine, and me being the youngest at twenty-seven,
everyone knew Luca was a bit detached from us. Sal and I were close
despite our different personalities, but Luca was closest to Ciro
Mancini and Phoenix Fiore, his best friends since
childhood.

The Holy
Trinity.

All of Morgan
City referred to Luca, Ciro,
and Phoenix as The Holy Trinity: The Father, The Son, and The Holy
Ghost.

Luca was
dubbed The Father for obvious reasons. Even before Gio
had met his untimely demise, most of
the Benetti Family members had already been following Luca’s lead.
Born, bred, and beaten into becoming the best leader this family
has ever had, Luca’s potential had made itself known at a very
young age.

Ciro Mancini
was dubbed The Son because he was Luca’s right-hand man. Always has been. Ciro was the Benetti
Family’s number one enforcer, and the man has perfected the art of
torture like a true artist. Ciro had no conscience when it came to
the way he did things and there was no denying the man has never
failed to produce results.

Phoenix
Fiore was dubbed The Holy
Ghost because if Ciro was Luca’s right-hand man, then Phoenix was
Luca’s left-hand man. Luca trusted them equally and both men held
equal power in the Benetti Family. But where Ciro was our number
one enforcer, Phoenix was our number-one hitman. The man was as
lethal as they came, and his kills were executed as if by magic. As
if by a ghost.

Together
they were untouchable, but
throw me and Sal into the mix, the Benetti Family had the benefit
of a little bit of everything. We weren’t just aggressive thugs
pushing our weight around. No. We were a family first, a business
second, and a force to be reckoned with always.

However, there was
one thing that separated us from the rest.

Our women.

Unlike a lot of
patriarchal rules, Luca didn’t view women as something to wait in
the shadows, only to come out when the men needed to be
entertained. Luca believed a man’s power could only be increased if
he had a powerful woman at his side. He had a very healthy respect
for women, so much so that any Benetti member caught abusing his
wife was dealt with harshly. Luca believed in the sanctity of
marriage and never stepped in between a husband and his wife
unless she was being abused. At that point, the only
thing the poor bastard could do was pray that Luca made things
swift and as painless as possible.

Though, he never
did.

The women in
the Benetti Organization were
our Trojan horse. They were the power and influence no one saw
coming. They were our second set of eyes, our way to think outside
the box. Us men tend to know only one way sometimes, and having
smart, cunning, fierce women on our side helped us to not get
caught up in our own egos, potentially missing
something.

There was
Roberta Mancini, Ciro’s wife,
and she was in charge of all our real estate. Analytical and smart,
I liked talking to her best. We had the same mind frame, and we
were both business orientated. Robbie was also the meekest of the
three women, but still a tough cookie. She also just gave Ciro
their first child a couple of months ago, a beautiful little girl
named Mattia after Ciro’s deceased mother. Mattia was the splitting
image of her father with dark brown hair and those eerie yellow
eyes of his.

Then there was
Remy Benetti, Luca’s wife, and
my sister-in-law. Remy was head of our security and she worked with
Sal a lot. Before Sal had transitioned to Underboss, he’d been in
charge of our security and the clean-up crews. And while the
clean-up crews were still his babies, for the most part, he and
Remy ran our security together.

Finally, there was
Francesca Mancini Fiore. Frankie was Ciro’s sister with the same
dark brown hair and eerie yellow eyes, but she was also Phoenix’s
wife. In love since they were seven-years-old, Phoenix and Frankie
were a couple unlike any other I’ve ever seen. However, Frankie was
also Luca’s best friend, even closer to Luca than Ciro and Phoenix
were. Frankie was referred to as The Church to Luca, Ciro, and
Phoenix’s Holy Trinity. Frankie was the one thing that tied all
three men together and they absolutely adored her.

Frankie was
also in charge of all of Luca, Ciro, and Phoenix’s legitimate
businesses. Even though she
just recently received her degree, she’s been managing their monies
for a while now. And while she was another person I could talk to
on an even level, Francesca Fiore and I never did manage to find a
way to mesh well together. She wasn’t rude or mean or even awkward,
she just always made it a point to make sure everyone knew where
she stood and with who. If Luca didn’t completely trust me and Sal,
then Frankie didn’t, either. A part of me wondered if she knew
about Luca’s beatings and secretly resented me and Sal for escaping
Gio’s special kind of parenting.

Whatever the
reason, Frankie was probably the most powerful weapon in the Benetti arsenal, even over
Luca’s own wife. Raised with Luca, Ciro, and Phoenix since she was
a child, Frankie feared little, if anything at all. Even having
given Phoenix his firstborn last year, the woman hasn’t slowed
down. Named after hers and Ciro’s late father, Vincent was always
with her. That baby was probably lured to sleep by the sounds of
calculators and business-related phone calls. The plan had been for
her to finish school before getting pregnant, but life had other
ideas and she’d gotten pregnant within weeks of coming back to
Morgan City.

As for Sal, he
was actively single. And when I say actively, I mean just
that. Though respectful of
Luca’s decree about the treatment of women, Sal indulged in pussy
regularly. And even if he wasn’t fucking them, he was always
surrounded by women and the man wasn’t particular, either. Hair
color, skin color, eye color, fake parts or real, he didn’t care.
Thin as a twig or as thick as a woman who enjoyed her food, Sal had
no preferences when it came to the women he bedded. For a man who
lived his life in a bloody alley most of the time, Sal found
contentment in women. He liked everything about them, and he was
the only man I knew of who truly didn’t have a type. Other than age
restrictions, he didn’t fuss about the rest. Sal didn’t subscribe
to the as-long-as-she’s-legal theory on pussy. Sal didn’t fuck any
females who were more than three years younger than he was.
However, he’d fuck a forty-year-old, no problem.

As for me, I
spent so much of my time
behind a computer, filing legal permits, auditing our money, or
bumping dicks with the IRS, I didn’t leave my office often. That
wasn’t a complaint, though. I loved what I did, and I thrived on
it. It beat getting my dress shirts stained with blood every
weekend and that was probably the only mark against me. While I was
a Benetti and I’ve killed my fair share of men over the years, my
conscience prevented me from being an unforgiving killer like Luca
or an imaginable psychopath like Sal.

But
because it was known that I
wasn’t bloodthirsty, a lot of people tried to appeal to my softer
nature when knowing they had to face Sal or Luca and they were
always disappointed when I didn’t intervene on their behalf. Just
like Luca and Sal didn’t interfere with my business, I didn’t
interfere with theirs.

As for women,
pussy has ridden my dick countless times. It has kind of always came with the benefit of being a
Benetti. Females have been throwing themselves at the men in our
family for years. There hasn’t been a female orifice my dick hasn’t
been inside, and I loved a warm, wet, tight pussy just as much as
the next guy. However, as busy was I was, it was easier to have
steady, available pussy than it was to have to go look for it. As
busy as I was, I didn’t have time to hit the bars or clubs or
whatever.

 It wasn’t easy
managing a multi-million-dollar empire, but somebody had to fucking
to it.


Chapter 2

 Sienna~

I stared into the mirror and
did not like what I saw.

My
dirty-blonde hair looked
lifeless, and my chocolate-brown eyes looked tired. And though my
nursing scrubs weren’t flattering-in the least-my average frame did nothing to disguise how haggard I
looked. If I’d had a rocking body, maybe no one would notice my
sullen face, but alas, I had no rocking body to distract from my
haggard looks. At five-foot-four, I had respectable B-cups and more
of a subtle slope to my curves, rather than that Holy Grail
hourglass figure we all wished for. At twenty-six, I wasn’t
anything close to remarkable.

I only
had two more hours on my
twelve-hour shift, and then I was off for the next three days. I
worked at Huntington Heights as an emergency room nurse and their
rotation schedules were simple for the nurses; three days on, then
three days off. It was a great hospital to work for and I’d been
lucky to find this job when I had. Still, I always looked like a
zombie’s death by the end of my third day on rotation. Emergency
room work was not for the faint of heart.

I moved to
Morgan City last year when my aunt, Cecilia Conti, had been diagnosed with acute kidney
failure. Having raised me and my sister, Verona, after my parents
had abandoned us to go…well, I didn’t know what the hell they’d
gone off to do, I’d had no choice but to move here to take care of
her. And even after she passed a few months ago, I found I liked
Morgan City and had chosen to stay. By the time Aunt Cecilia had
passed, I’d made new friends and had a job I really enjoyed.
Nursing was always a hit or miss because most hospitals and doctors
were about money, but Huntington Heights was one of the good
ones.

Raised in
Michigan, my sister still lived there. She was a fourth-grade
teacher and absolutely loved her life. But with a husband and a
daughter of her own, there was no way she could have moved to Morgan City to help Aunt Cecilia,
no matter how guilty she had felt over the limited way she could
help. So, as the single one with a career choice that was in need
everywhere, I had been the one to move from Michigan to Morgan
City. I had lived with Aunt Cecilia for about two months before I’d
been able to secure my job at Huntington and find a decent
apartment on the good side of town.

Now, while me
and Verona were no strangers to the less fortunate side of life, we
had worked hard to make Aunt Cecilia proud of us. As a single aunt/mom, Aunt Cecilia had
sacrificed a lot to raise two children that weren’t her own. She
had welcomed us with open arms, never resenting us for her brother
abandoning us with her and we had done our best to show her our
love and appreciation for all she’d done for us. Verona and I had
kicked ass in high school and had put ourselves through college
with Aunt Cecilia’s help. The day I had officially become a nurse
and Verona had officially become a teacher had been the proud
ones.

Verona
had met her husband while in
college, and a teacher as well, Curtis Swanson was perfect for my
sister. They had a solid marriage and my niece, Mila, was the apple
of their eye. I tried to visit them at least once a year, but it’s
been a while. This past year, I spent all my spare time taking care
of Aunt Cecilia and making sure Lester wasn’t buckling from the
stress.

A year after I
had graduated from nursing school four years ago, Aunt Cecilia had met a nice man online, Lester
Carroll, and they had struck up an online relationship. And after a
year of correspondence and visiting one another, Aunt Cecilia had
made the move to Morgan City to be with him. Lester still lived in
Morgan City and we still kept in touch. He’d taken Aunt Cecilia’s
death just as hard as Verona and I had, and I still made it a point
to check on him regularly.

Splashing some
water on my face, I did my best to put some life back into my face,
though I knew it was pointless. Nothing short of a million-dollar
spa day could do that.
However, a girl still had to try. I didn’t want to frighten any
small children that may come into the ER.

After
realizing this was the best it was going to get-meaning my face-I headed out of the women’s
restroom and I ran smack dab into Ryan Trent, a fellow nurse. “Oh,
crap.”

His strong
arms grabbed me by my
shoulders to steady me. “Shit, sorry, Sie,” he apologized. “I
almost ran you down.”

I chuckled. “Not at
all,” I said. “It was my fault for rushing.”

His hands fell
back down to his sides, though
I noticed how he squeezed my shoulders before doing so. “No
problem,” he replied good-naturedly. “No casualties.”

I smiled
“Well, I gotta get back to my station. Two more hours, and then I’m
free for three days.” I shook my head. “Only insane people
choose this profession, I
swear.”

Ryan laughed.
“Don’t I know it.” Then that
look came into his eyes and I knew what was coming. “How about we
get some drinks after our shifts are over? I’m on your twelve this
week.” That meant he was on the same shift I’ve been on these past
three days and he was going to be on the same shift when I started
my next three-day rotation when I came back from my days
off.

Ryan’s been
asking me to have drinks with him for a while now. When he first
asked me a couple of months
ago, I thought it had been as friends or like a group thing, but
when he had made it clear it’d be just the two of us, I had
politely declined. While I didn’t care what other nurses did, I
never dated co-workers. It had the potential of getting ugly and
with people’s lives on the line, I couldn’t afford to be distracted
by a relationship gone bad in the workplace.

And looking at
Ryan, it really was a shame how dedicated I was to that one life
choice. At six-foot, Ryan was very easy on the eyes.
Sandy-blonde hair and soft blue eyes,
he had that boyband-look about him. Very nice to look at and the
man kept in shape. I’ve seen him change out of scrub tops many
times as we were often covered with blood working in the ER, and
I’ve seen the details he kept hidden underneath his
clothes.

But
even if I didn’t have my
no-dating-co-workers rule, I was a monogamous-type of girl. While
it wasn’t my place to judge how other people lived their lives, I
wasn’t comfortable dating multiple men at the same time. Never mind
that I didn’t have the time or energy for that kind of juggling
act, I just preferred to keep things neat and easy. One man was
neat and easy and more than enough for me.

Ryan had a
reputation for dating his co-workers, and while I haven’t heard of
any theatrical breakups or
anything like that, I wasn’t sure how I’d feel about working with a
bunch of women who’ve had a taste of the man I was dating. While I
didn’t need to feel special, I still didn’t want to feel like one
of many.

There was also
the fact that I started dating
someone recently, and while I haven’t told anybody, I was seriously
falling hard for the guy. And it was stupid, really. I kind of felt
like expectant mothers who keep their pregnancy a secret the first
trimester as not to jinx it.

I had been
stranded on the side of the
road, a flat tire ruining my day, and I’d had my truck open, so
that I could change the tire. It had been a little past seven in
the evening, but because I lived in one of the nicer parts of
Morgan City, I hadn’t been too worried. With my salary and only
myself to support, I’d been able to afford a nice apartment in a
nice neighborhood.

But while I’d
been ready to change my tire, a car had pulled up behind me and one of the most gorgeous men
walking the planet had gotten out to help me. In a world where
chivalry was on life support, it’d been a nice feeling to have
someone help me. After the tire had been changed, he had asked me
out on a date, and we’ve been seeing each other ever
since.

However, I
didn’t want to tell Ryan that.
While I’ve made my stance on dating co-workers clear, I didn’t want
to rub it in his face that I was seeing someone.

I softened my
smile. “Honestly, Ryan, I’m
pulling from my reserves right now. There’s no way I’m up for
anything other than going home as soon as I clock out.”

He
smiled back, expecting my answer.
“Fine,” he conceded. “But we’re doing lunch on Monday.” Monday
wasn’t really a Monday for us. Our Mondays were whatever day of the
week our shift started on. And lunch was fine. I wasn’t opposed to
lunch as long as we weren’t alone.

I
nodded. “I’ll send out the
Ryan’s decree of mandatory lunch,” I teased.

He’d been
expecting that, too. “Tell Elsie it’s her turn to pick where we go.”

Just then, the
intercom blared over our heads, and with similar groans, we took off running. I was a trauma
nurse and so was Ryan, but he specialized in pediatric trauma. If a
child was brought into the ER, Ryan was usually the one they
sought. He had a way with kids, and it showed.

I was
assigned to whoever needed me
like most of the other nurses in the ER. Sure, there were nice,
neat little charts, and assignments, and organization, but we
didn’t always abide by those charts and assignments. If someone was
hemorrhaging in front of me, I wasn’t going to ignore them because
they weren’t at my station or because I was on my way to
break.

That was one
of the best things about Huntington, though we did our best to
follow protocol and remain
legal, we were always given the chance to explain ourselves if
things got a little chaotic. A lot of hospitals stuck to their
rules, patients be damned.

Two hours
later, I was clocking out, the weight of my feet dragging me down,
and I couldn’t wait to get
home and take a hot bath to soothe my aching muscles.

 I really did need a million-dollar spa day.


Chapter 3

 Leonardo~

I watched as
Luca pushed the ashtray on my
desk around in a circle. There was nothing special about it, other
than its significance, and I imagined that’s why Luca was fucking
with it.

“At
least, put it some place where
it’s not tempting,” he suggested dryly.

“The man is
our most prolific killer
ever and
he’s married to Frankie Mancini. If
ever there was a man who needed a cigarette every now and again,
it’s Phoenix,” I pointed out.

Luca could
only smirk in agreement
because he knew I was right. Even though Phoenix was trying to quit
smoking, he still carried a pack on him. “Just don’t let him hear
you referring to Francesca as a Mancini,” Luca advised. “He’ll lose
his shit.” Luca was the only person who called Frankie Francesca.
I’ve never heard him refer to her as anything else, even when we
were little.

I rolled my eyes.
“You guys and your wives,” I muttered.

Luca grinned,
something he didn’t do very often. At least, not in public or
around me. Still, it quickly
evaporated as he leaned forward in his seat. While Luca was the
Boss, we were at my house, in my office, and I was the one sitting
behind the desk. Though, that didn’t mean much. Luca might like me
slightly more than he liked Sal, but he’d still put a bullet in my
head if I fucked with him.

“Speaking of
wives,” he drawled out. “Tell me what’s going on.”

Our mother
still lived in the house she
had shared with our father. Though it’s been a year and Luca still
used the house for meetings, Carlita was very rarely seen
around.

When I had
broken the news to her about
Gio’s death, she had broken down and had grieved her husband like a
good wife. I wasn’t sure what their story was, but I had to imagine
she had loved him to some extent, but who knows. We’d never been
privy to what happened behind their closed doors. All we knew was
that Gio did the ordering and Mom did the obeying.

Immediately after we had
dropped dirt on Gio’s casket, Mom had been quick to ask if Luca was
going to throw her out on the street and I didn’t blame her. Though
Luca loved her in that detached she’s-my-mother kind of way, she
had allowed Gio to beat the man with no regard to him being her
firstborn son. She had never protected him, so it was reasonable to
assume he wasn’t obligated to protect her now.

However, I
couldn’t see Remy letting Luca
throw Mom to the wolves. Robbie didn’t know enough to have an
opinion and I knew Frankie would love to see her rot in Hell, but
Remy was always trying to save Luca’s soul, if even just a little
bit. I didn’t think it was working, though, because Mom still
wasn’t invited to any family holiday occasions and he refused to
let her around Vincent or Mattia. Frankie’s and Ciro’s children
were off limits to her.

So, for the
past year, it’s been me and Sal checking up on her and making sure she was okay and had
everything she needed. With Sal making sure she was safe and me
making sure she had enough money to support herself, Carlita
Benetti was doing just fine.

Until recently.

“She’s been
withdrawing large sums of
money recently from her personal account,” I told him. I paid her
standard monthly bills from my own money, but Mom had her own
personal bank account that had been filled to the brim with Gio’s
life insurance money. And though it was her own personal account, I
had access to it since I was the one who had set it up for her. I
monitored it along with every other Benetti dime in the
organization.

“How recently?” Luca
asked.

“The first
withdrawal was six weeks ago,” I told him. “Three more since then,
no specific amount or date of
withdrawal.”

“Donato
is on her, right?”

I
nodded. “Yeah.” Donato was
Mom’s guard and he’s been with her for years.

“What does he have
to say about her movements?”

That was the
thing about Luca; he expected
us to have all our research completed before approaching him with
something, even if that something was our mother. He didn’t
ask if
I’ve spoken with Donato yet, he asked
what I knew, presuming I’d have already conducted all the
preliminaries. Luca was a busy man, and he didn’t like having his
time wasted with ‘I don’t knows’ and ‘I’m not sures’.

“He
said she’s started hanging out
with a new woman she met at the hairdresser’s, but that’s the only
thing that’s changed in her routine,” I told him. Sliding the file
that I had on Ada Brentwood across my desk, I watched as Luca
reached out to look through it. “Donato said the trips to the bank
are always just the two of them and he hadn’t thought nothing of it
since Ma’s money wasn’t any of his business.”

Still sifting
through the file, Luca asked,
“How large are the withdrawals?”

“The first one was only
five, so I didn’t think anything of it because it was such a small
amount,” I answered. “But as they started to increase, I got
suspicious. The last one was twenty.”

Luca’s
black eyes shot upward. “And
what did Carlita say when you asked her why she withdrew
twenty-thousand dollars?”

I leaned back in my
chair. “She said she was investing in a new business venture.”

Luca straightened
his back. “Sal?”

I grabbed the
other folder on my desk that
Sal had put together for me and slid it towards Luca, who picked it
up and opened it. “Mrs. Ada Brentwood has a nephew, Carmine
Brentwood, who has brilliant business ideas all the time.” I tilted
my head towards the folder Luca had open. “By all accounts, Mrs.
Ada Brentwood is just as clueless as Ma. She really believes her
nephew is doing good things, so she convinced Ma to
invest.”

“What do we know
about Carmine Brentwood?” he asked, his eyes back to skimming
through Carmine’s file.

“Forty-two with three
marriages under his belt,” I started. “His parents are long dead,
and Aunt Ada spoiled the fuck out of him when he was younger,
having never had children herself. When his parents died several
years ago, he started sponging off his aunt. He’s a car salesman
when he is holding down a job, but that hasn’t been often since his
parents’ deaths.” I leaned back in my chair again. “Carmine
Brentwood likes to abuse his aunt’s generosity and he likes taking
advantage of unsuspecting women.”

“Children?”

“Not a one.
None of his marriages lasted long enough for him to reproduce.” I chuckled. “The women he
married weren’t as stupid as he had hoped, and they had divorced
him as soon as his true colors started showing.” Luca stood up and
placed the folders back on my desk.

I sat back as
I watched my brother pace my
home office. With all our legitimate businesses being on the up and
up, we had an official office building located on the north side of
Morgan City, but we very rarely frequented it. We all mostly worked
from home. It was safer that way.

When Luca came to a stop
in front of my desk, he said, “It doesn’t matter if he didn’t know
he was fleecing a Benetti. All that matters is that he
did.”

I nodded. “I figured
that’s how you’d see it.”

“Put
Sal on it,” he ordered. “After
all, Benetti betrayers are his specialty.”

I
nodded again. “What about Mrs.
Ada Brentwood?”

Luca’s obsidian eyes
narrowed in thought. “Are you positive she wasn’t in on it?”

“Sal’s
positive she’s not in on it,” I answered. “Her financial records show her being practically
wiped out by the asshole, herself.” And while I believed it, too,
based on the report Sal had put together, it really didn’t matter.
If Luca wanted her dealt with, Sal would do it.

Where Ciro was
a master in the craft of
torture, he didn’t relish killing females. If Ciro killed a woman,
it was because she was no longer human in his eyes, so he didn’t
mind. Sal, on the other hand, wasn’t bothered by killing women. The
only moral compass we had within the organization was that we
didn’t kill children. No matter what, if you were not eighteen, you
were safe from us. But then everyone turned eighteen
eventually.

“Get rid of
him but make sure Mrs.
Brentwood receives a generous life insurance windfall for the
sonofabitch,” Luca instructed. “If he’s been taking advantage of
her all these years, then it needs to be made right once we get rid
of him.”

I nodded again.
“Will do.”

Satisfied,
Luca went to leave and attend to the million other things the man
had going on. However, when he
reached the doorway, he turned as said, “And tell Carlita that the
next time she wants to invest in a business to call you and let you
do it for her.”

I smirked. “I
already did, Luca.”

He arched a black
brow. “And what did she say?”

“She
accused me of accusing her of being
stupid,” I grumbled. “She also made it a point to tell me she can
do whatever the hell she wanted with her money.”

“Tell her I
said that unless she wants me paying a
visit to her bank, she’ll let you handle her investments.”

 “Will do,” I chuckled, knowing Ma had enough sense
to recognize the threat and
agree.


Chapter 4

 Sienna~

What
was another benefit to living
in a nice neighborhood? I could leave my windows open, sit out on
my balcony, and just enjoy the outdoors while never leaving my
apartment.

The only thing
lacking was my own washer and
dryer. While the apartment had a basement storage and wash area, it
was still a pain in the ass to have to lug my laundry down to the
laundry room. Still, I supposed it was better than having to lug it
all the way to one of the city’s laundromats.

A modern
apartment building with ten
stories, eight apartments per floor, and a nice mailbox lobby, the
laundry room was the only amenity in the building if you didn’t
count the storage lockers. Every apartment had the same
two-bedroom, one Jack-and-Jill bathroom layout, with a kitchen,
living room, and small balcony. Nothing fancy, but nice, neat,
clean, and safe.

There was a
nearby park about two blocks away and there were some days when I could hear children’s laughter
over the traffic when I was sitting outside on my balcony. Tonight,
however, there were only the sounds of traffic fighting with the
sound of my sister’s voice on the phone.

“You gotta
give the man points for determination,” Verona said. “I mean, it’s
been over two months that he’s been asking you out, hasn’t it?”
After catching up on all things Verona, we had switched topics to
my sad, quiet, little life.

“Something
like that,” I grumbled. “It’s almost as if…I don’t know,
Ver.” I shrugged my shoulders
even though she couldn’t see me. “Maybe he’s never been told no
before.”

“Well, from
the little bit of social media
stalking I did after you told me he had asked you out, the man’s
not bad-looking, Sienna,” she remarked. “Maybe he hasn’t
been.”

“But it’s so
tacky, Verona,” I grimaced. “How can it be okay to walk around there with no thought to how
many women in the building you’ve slept with?”

“Lots of people have
detached sex, Sie,” she replied.

I choked out a
laugh. “That doesn’t sound
even remotely satisfying,” I countered. “Who in the hell wants to
have detached sex?”

Verona laughed
softly over the phone. “I
don’t mean he’s detached during sex. I
just meant it’s possible for a person to have sex with someone else
and feel disconnected about it afterwards. If there aren’t any
feelings besides lust involved, then what’s there to feel
afterwards?”

“Maybe
I’m just not a sexual trailblazer,” I
joked. “I like to feel something for the guy I’m
sleeping with.”

“I
agree,” she said. “But we’re
also women. We view sex differently than men do. Hell, we view
everything differently than men do.”

“Then
how are all those women able
to work together while knowing they’ve all slept with the same
guy?” I asked.

“Because believe it or
not, Sie, some women just want to get laid, too,” she replied.
“Though, I agree with you about caring something for the person I’m
with, there are a lot of women who can just enjoy the act of sex
for what it is. It’s how some people can justify having affairs.
They can separate the sex they’re having with a stranger from the
love they have for their spouse. It’s still wrong but that’s how
they’re able to sleep at night.”

“So, basically,
you’re talking about chemistry, raw and unbridled,” I surmised.

Verona whined
over the phone. “God, do you
know how long it’s been since I’ve had raw and unbridled
sex?”

“Uh,
no,” I rushed out. “And I
really don’t want to.”

She
laughed. “You’re supposed to
be sympathetic to my plight, you jerk. Not abandon me in my time of
need.”

“You can’t
ship Mila off to Curtis’ parents for the weekend and
seduce him stupid?” Curtis’s
parents lived two towns over from where Verona and Curtis lived, so
while they didn’t have at-will babysitters, they weren’t so far
away they couldn’t take Mila for the weekend.

“I could, but
sadly, I’m pretty sure I’ve forgotten how to seduce anyone, including my husband,” she
joked.

“You’re not making a very
strong argument for marriage, Ver,” I chuckled. “Like, not at
all.”

Her voice
became all wispy and warm when
she said, “Ah, but the tradeoff are those nights when that warm
body holds you after having a hard day. Those quiet nights when
Curtis is just holding me is everything, Sienna.”

My heart
jumped in my chest at her words. I didn’t have that. While
I’ve had a few boyfriends over
the years, there was never anything serious enough that it made the
entire world fade away after a bad day.

Having
to work my ass off to get through
nursing school, I hadn’t had a lot of time for serious. I’d been
getting my life together and cementing a solid future for myself
during those early years. Then once I’d landed my first job, it’d
been such a hectic hands-on education in health care that I still
hadn’t had time for anything serious. Casual was all I’d been
capable of and that’s all it’s been until recently. Taking care of
Aunt Cecilia and relocating to Morgan City had been just one more
thing to add to the list of things I’d had to make time for. And
now that I finally had some downtime, I still didn’t have
serious.

But
I was hoping to.

Switching back
to the topic at hand, I said,
“I just don’t want this thing with Ryan to become too awkward, you
know?”

“Is it
making you uncomfortable?” she
asked, her voice touched with seriousness.

“No,” I
answered honestly. “I guess I’m just hoping it doesn’t get to that point. I’m hoping he gives
up soon as to avoid that possibility.”

“Well,
hopefully, it won’t come to
that,” she said encouragingly. “Besides, not to be a dick, if he is
open with his affections, it won’t be long before another nurse
catches his eye.”

I
cringed at that. “Somehow I don’t
think the man’s been celibate for these past two months while he’s
been asking me out, and that’s another thing,” I said. “Herpes is
incurable.”

Verona barked
out a laugh. “That it is, dear sister.”

Laughing with
her, I finally let her off the hook. “Well, I’m going to let you go and plot ways to seduce that
husband of yours.”

“Awe,
Sienna, I miss you,” she
cooed. “I really do.”

“I miss you,
too, Verona.” And I really did. “I’ll see about visiting you guys soon.”

“I’d really love
that.”

“Okay, I’ll
talk to you soon.”

“Okay. Love you,
bye.”

“Love
you, too.”

Hanging up,
the realization of how much I
missed her settled in my chest. We’d always been close growing up
and we’d gotten closer after our parents had abandoned us. And we
were still close, even with all the miles that separated us. There
were times I thought about moving back, so I could see Mila grow
up, but I wanted my life to be my own. I didn’t want to live for my
sister and her family. I wanted to have my own life and my own
family one day.

As for
Ryan, I wasn’t at the
concerned stage yet. He’s taken every rejection in stride and maybe
the fact that he did have a lot of women
at his disposal was the reason why. Maybe, with me, it was just all
about the chase and he’d get tired soon.

Abandoning my
balcony for a shower, I headed
back into my apartment, making sure everything was locked up tight,
and headed towards my bedroom. Just because I lived in a nice
neighborhood didn’t mean I haven’t seen my fair share of horror
movies.
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