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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 one
part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m
not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Dedication

 For
Kamala-

I
can’t thank you enough for
everything you’ve done for me and continue to do as one of the best
people I know, and one of the greatest people I’ve been able to
call a friend.

 


 


For Heather-

I don’t say it enough,
but I appreciate you in a way you’ll never know. Thank you for being there during the roughest
time in my life, but also for just being my friend.

 


I love you, both!


Playlist

 A Sorta Fairytale – Tori Amos

Crawling In The Dark –
Hoobastank

Umbrella – Rhianna ft.
Jay-Z

Bow Down –
West Side Connection

Lay Low – Snoop
Dogg ft. Nate Dogg

Sorry, Not Sorry – Demi Levato

One In A Million – Aaliyah

Make Me Better – Fabolous ft. Neo

Somewhere I Belong – Linkin
Park

Heavy On My Mind – Clue Nouveau







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 Francisco’s story one day. However,
here we are, and you can thank my beta for that…LOL.

 


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 or The
Holy Trinity Duet to read this book. 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
generation.

 


 


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 (26), Luca Saveria (24), Dante (23)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 2) – The Son

Ciro Mancini m. Roberta Regal, and had:

Mattia (25), Camilla (24), Bianca (22), Georgia (20),
Massimo (18)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 3) – The Father

Luca Benetti m. Remy Christian, and had:

Francisco (24), Cira (23), Angelo (21), Emilio
(20)

 


The Holy Trinity Series (Book 4) – The
Redemption

Nico Rossi m. Mia Gallo – Brief mentions only

 


*****

 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 1) – The Bishop

Leonardo Benetti m. Sienna Conti, and had:

Malia (20), Matteo (18), Daniel (17)

 


The Holy Trinity Duet (Book 2) – The Cardinal

Salvatore Benetti m. Blake Turner, and had:

Salvatore Jr. (24), Christos (18), Antonio (17)


Prologue

 2021~

 


 


It’s A Boy!

 


Francisco Phoenix
Benetti

 


Born: September
21st, 2021

 


8 lbs. – 6oz.

21 inches

 


 


*****

 


 


It’s A Girl!

 


Luca Saveria Fiore

 


Born:
November
7th, 2021

 


7 lbs.
– 3 oz.

19 inches


Chapter 1


Saveria~

Cira Benetti was driving me insane.

Absolutely.
Insane.

No matter how
many times we did the math, she just refused to accept that we did
not, indeed, outnumber the men
in our family. Between her parents, my parents, and Uncle Ciro and
Aunt Robbie, there were exactly six boys and six girls in our
generation. However, if you included Uncle Sal and Uncle Leo’s
children, the males outnumbered us by five.

Still. The.
Girl. Just. Wouldn’t. Budge.

For the past
two years, she’d been in my
ear about how we could easily take over the Benetti Crime Family if
we would just band together to overthrow the elders. Those elders
being our freakin’ fathers, uncles, and mothers.

The
girl was nuts.

Besides, growing up as
part of the Benetti Crime Family, she should know better than
anyone else that you couldn’t just…anything.
Now, Cira was most definitely smart as a whip. She was beautiful,
talented, and cunning. She just happened to also be spoiled. The
men in her family had babied the shit out of her when she was
younger, and she never shook it off entirely as we’d grown into
adulthood.

I loved the
girl to death, but her plans
to take over the organization needed a lot of work.

Growing up, I
was the middle child between my older brother, Vincent, and my younger brother, Dante. Vincent
was twenty-six and the oldest out of all us kids. Dante was
twenty-three, though not the youngest of us all. Between my
parents, Phoenix and Francesca Fiore, my Uncle Ciro and his wife,
Roberta Mancini, and though not by blood, my Uncle Luca and his
wife, Remy Benetti, us kids ranged from ages nineteen to
twenty-six. Every single one of us had also been or was being
groomed to take their rightful place as a Benetti, Mancini, or
Fiore in the Benetti Crime Family.

Francisco
Benetti-named after my mother
because she and Uncle Luca were super close-was the heir to the
throne, so to speak. In a few years, he was going to become the
Benetti Underboss, but until he took his rightful place, Uncle
Salvatore was holding down the spot for him.

The rest of us were to be
utilized in whichever areas we could contribute the best. College
had been an option for all of us, but it was mostly the girls who
had gone or who would go. The males, even the young ones, already
knew who they were and where they were going in life; they didn’t
need college for that.

I was
one of the ones who had chosen
college. I knew that I’d end up working for Uncle Luca one day, but
I’d wanted my reputation in the organization to be one that
portrayed me as smart, ambitious, and brave. I hadn’t wanted anyone
thinking that I was being treated with kid gloves because of who my
parents were. It also didn’t help that my name was actually
Luca Saveria Fiore, or that Uncle Luca was my
godfather on top of that, or that-as rumor had it-he used to take
me everywhere with him when I’d been a baby, or that, thanks to
Uncle Luca, I knew the ins and outs of the organization better than
anyone else.

Including his own
sons.

So, that’s how I knew
that Cira’s half-ass plans to overthrow all the men in power would
fail, even with Uncle Ciro’s girls thrown into the mix, and let me
teeellllll you, those four were as cutthroat as you could get.
Mattia, Camilla, Bianca, and Georgia Mancini were the reason that
every guy in our family slept with one eye open. Those girls
wreaked havoc wherever they went, and God forbid you messed with
their baby brother, Massimo. Even though Massimo was nineteen and
clearly well on his way to earning a position in the Benetti
Family, those golden-eyed mercenaries adored their little brother.

Now, the most respectful
of the lot were the Benetti Brothers. Francisco, Angelo, and Emilio
were the real thing; true Benetti royalty. They were princes and
Cira was the only princess. We all had our strengths, and we all
had our weaknesses, but even on our weakest day, we were still a
formidable group.

As
we’d been raised
to be.

The problem
with all of Cira’s plans to
take over was that she ignored the lack of brute strength in her
plans. While we were every bit as intelligent and cunning as our
male counterparts, we lacked the experience of actually torturing
or killing someone on a regular basis. While Cira had been off
getting her nails done, Emilio Benetti, at only nineteen, had
already been killing grown ass men. Now, while I wasn’t opposed to
a woman in power, Cira’s plans needed just a bit more
work.

Hanging
up with her, I started
thinking about our mothers. They were all just as strong,
intelligent, and formidable as our fathers, but the way that they
balanced that line between being strong and independent, and still
bowing to their husbands when it was necessary, never ceased to
amaze me. The respect between the couples was impressive and
inspiring. My mom was the bookkeeper of all the legitimate
businesses that the family owned while my father was…not. Aunt
Robbie handled all the legitimate real estate properties that the
family owned while Uncle Ciro…dabbled in other things. As for Aunt
Remy, she was head of security for all the legitimate businesses
and real estate while Uncle Luca…was Uncle Luca. Lastly, you had
Uncle Sal and Uncle Leo, and they were completely devoted to
everything else Benetti.

Growing up,
all this had been normal, even
though we’d known that it really wasn’t. We’d grown up with guards,
guns, and violence. We’d been protecting ourselves and each other
since birth. All of us, we’d always known what we were about. Plus,
the entire Benetti Crime Family had always known that us kids were
going to infiltrate the organization slowly, but surely. Now,
whether Cira realized it or not, the fact that the females of our
generation were outnumbered by the males was the only reason that
the old-school elders felt comfortable with us girls coming
onboard. See, we’d been destined to do what our mothers had never
been allowed to do, and that’s get our hands dirty.

I
had no problem killing a man.

Sure, I had
graduated from college with a degree in Science of Criminal Justice, but the degree hadn’t been
obtained to save the world, or anything magnanimous as that. It was
to help improve how to keep anyone in the organization from getting
arrested or thrown in jail. It’d been two years since I’d graduated
and I’d been working with Vincent ever since, and he only reported
to Uncle Sal.

While I was
twenty-four, Cira was
twenty-three. She’d also gone to college and had gotten a degree in
Forensic Science. She worked with Mia Rossi, creating crazy shit
for Uncle Ciro. Maybe that’s why Cira thought we could take over.
She must not be wearing her protective gear at work, and whatever
chemicals that she and Mia used were frying her brain.

My phone rang,
pulling me from my thoughts,
and when I saw the name flashing across the screen, I
smiled.

Geno.

I’d met Geno a couple of
months ago at one of Uncle Ciro’s clubs, The Emerald. It had been a
Friday night and a bunch of us girls had gone out to unwind. Well,
those of us who were of legal age. Even though Morgan City bowed to
the Benettis, we weren’t all assholes. We followed basic laws, and
even if we didn’t, there was no way that the men in our family
would allow the younger girls to go out and get drunk like
idiots.

Geno
had been sitting at the end of
the bar, minding his own damn business, when I had tripped on my
heels, then faceplanted into his chest. The second that he had
grabbed my shoulders to steady me, two armed guards had hauled him
away and had thrown him out of the club.

I’d been so goddamn
pissed.

Ignoring all
protocol, I had chased them
out onto the sidewalk and lost my shit on the guards. After ten
minutes of me unleashing holy hell, Geno had been escorted back
into the bar, where I had put his drinks on the house and never
stopped apologizing for the misunderstanding. My personal guard,
Mica, had stayed close by, but the club guards had gone back to our
VIP section after I’d given them the whatfor.

Geno and I had
ended up talking all night.

I answered the
phone. “Hey, you.”

“Hey, Ria.” I could
hear the smile in his voice. “You busy?”

“Just settling
down for the night,” I told him. “What about you?”

“I just
walked in,” he said. Geno was a year
older than me and a real estate broker. He worked mostly in
commercial properties and lived just outside the city. He’d told me
that he liked privacy, and that running around the city all day, or
being stuck in the office made him appreciate the solitude of
living outside of town.

“Long day?” I
asked.

“Yeah,”
he replied. “I was calling to
ask you to dinner tomorrow night, but it’s been a hell of a week,
and I was hoping you’d have mercy on me and let me just come over
with a pizza.”

I
wasn’t sure what was going on
between Geno and me, but I knew that I wouldn’t mind finding out
what this could be. We hadn’t kissed yet, or gotten familiar in any
way, but I saw something in him that had the potential to lead to
something.

I
wasn’t stupid. I knew who my family
was, and I knew that not just any guy could become a part of what
we were. I’d have to date someone a long ass time before he proved
himself enough to be brought into the family fold. That was
probably why all my previous relationships had been casual. I could
always tell right off if a man had what it took to date me
seriously, and I’d yet to meet a man who did.

I was
hoping Geno would be
different.

I laughed.
“Pizza after a long week
sounds perfect.”

“Is it okay if
it’s an early dinner?” he
asked. “I have to go out of town Saturday, and I need to get to bed
early to prepare me for the drive.”

“No problem,”
I said. “Just text me when you’re ready to come over.” This would
only be the second time that Geno’s been to my condo, and I knew
that I’d have to meet him up front or the guards would never let
him in the building.

“Perfect,” he replied.
“Now, tell me about your day.”

We
talked for an hour, and even
if there weren’t any butterflies right now, that didn’t mean they
wouldn’t come later. We were just friends, but…well, anything was
possible, right?


Chapter 2


Francisco~

Cira
was driving me fucking
crazy.

Absolutely.
Crazy.

If I
didn’t think that it’d upset
Mom so much, I’d put a pillow over that girl’s face and put us all
out of our misery. The girl wanted my job so badly that it was a
wonder that she hadn’t smothered me with a
fucking pillow by now.

Still, I loved my
sister.

Hand
to God, I really did.

Cira
was…Cira. There wasn’t anyone
else around like her, but she was fucking nuts. Sure, Uncle Ciro’s
girls were bloodthirsty hooligans, but even as the brutal little
mercenaries that they were, they still knew their fucking place.
Yeah, this wasn’t early America, and women had come a long fucking
way from then, but it was still a man’s world. Even when America
had elected its first female president ten years ago, it had still
been a man’s world, and it will always be a man’s world, because at
the end of it all, women were not designed to protect men. It was
our job to protect women, and as long as we were born, bred, and
raised to know our place, this was going
to be a man’s world because men were the protectors. Men were the
warriors; men were the hunters and the providers. A woman could be
smarter than I was, and she could make more money than I did, no
problem. However, she could not take a bullet for me.

My father
would fucking kill me, then
leave what’s left of me to Uncle Phoenix and Uncle Ciro, though I
couldn’t see anything being left, honestly.

Plus,
with Dad having a spare in both my
younger brothers, Angelo and Emilio, he wouldn’t bat an eye. Sure,
Mom might mourn me some, but Mom was tough. If Dad, Uncle Phoenix,
and Uncle Ciro murdered me, then she’d conclude that I probably
deserved it.

I was the
Benetti Crime Family heir. My
family was Mafia and we ruled Morgan City. In a few years, I was to
take my place as the Benetti Underboss, but until then, I was
learning everything from the ground up. My father ruled with an
iron fist, and he did not cut his sons any
slack.

Hell, none of The Holy
Trinity did.

That’s what Morgan City
referred to my father, Uncle Phoenix, and Uncle Ciro as. My dad,
Luca Benetti, was called The Father for obvious reasons. Uncle Ciro
was called The Son because he’d always been my dad’s right-hand man
and was the Benetti’s number one enforcer. Uncle Phoenix was called
The Holy Ghost because he killed people unseen and was the
Benetti’s number one hitman.

The Unholy
Trinity was more like it.

As for Aunt Frankie, she
was called The Church. She was Uncle Ciro’s sister, Uncle Phoenix’s
wife, and my dad’s best friend. Aunt Frankie was very special to
those three men, not that my mom or Aunt Robbie weren’t.
Nonetheless, Aunt Frankie had twenty years of history, love, and
connection with them that Mom and Aunt Robbie just didn’t
have.

However, that was another
thing about the Benetti Crime Family. Mistreatment of women was a
no-no; my father didn’t tolerate that shit. Even Uncle Sal treated
his wife like a prize, and he was a shifty sonofabitch. Uncle Leo
was a good guy, so it’d been a given that his wife would be treated
well. Still, all Benetti members-from the associates to my dad-were
expected to treat their women well. If not, Dad would pay you a
visit, and no one wanted Dad paying them a visit.

So,
that was another reason why I hadn’t
smothered my sister with a pillow. She was a girl, and we just
didn’t smother them in their sleep. It wasn’t the thing to
do.

Cira was
convinced that she should be
the next Benetti Underboss because we spoiled the shit out of her
when she was younger, plus she didn’t like being put in her place.
We were also only eleven months apart, so she ignored the whole
firstborn thing, claiming that we were practically the same
age.

However, we
weren’t.

Luckily for us guys, we
outnumbered the girls or else Cira probably could lead a revolt. I
wasn’t worried about Cira, per se, but Uncle Ciro’s girls really
were vicious, relentless, little heathens. They were stunning chaos
that you never saw coming. They had all inherited their father’s
and Aunt Frankie’s yellow eyes, and if you lined them up, they
could render you stupid with their gazes. It was almost like a
superpower, really. Massimo, their baby brother, had ended up with
their mother’s brown eyes, but he wasn’t any less dangerous than
his sisters. The kid was a smart motherfucker, and I was glad that
he was on our side.
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