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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. So, 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 everyone that likes their alphas with
a little blood on their
hands.


Playlist

 Start A War –
Klergy & Valerie Broussard

Down – Simon ft. Trella

Dangerous Games – Klergy & BEGINNERS

Watch Me Burn – Michele Morrone

Monster – Beth Crowley

Tomorrow We Fight – Tommee Profitt

Feel It – Michele Morrone

Me and the Devil – Soap & Skin

Red – Beth Crowley

Hard for Me – Michele Morrone


Prologue

 It didn’t matter that my father was still alive; it
didn’t matter that he was still the face of the family.
Everyone knew that our power came
from the rivers of blood that I had created in
the streets and still did. While our family had been comfortably
established way before I had come into my teens, the past twenty
years had turned us into something entirely different.

No one could compete
with us now.

While there
were families out there that
were still powerful as hell, they still couldn’t compete with our
numbers, our money, our territory, or our level of ruthlessness.
Where they were rich, we were wealthy. Where they were deadly, we
were unforgiving. Where they were powerful, we were absolutely
fearless. Where they were important, we were fucking
royalty.

I also
hadn’t come into being the youngest
Underboss ever by being fucking stupid. I was always one step ahead
of our enemies and even my own family. While my father was
brilliant, I was a fucking genius, and for twenty years, I’d been
doing everything right, doing everything that would earn me the
number one position in this family.

I’d done more
than kill people. I’d done more than make millions. I’d done more
to corrupt this city than
anyone before me. If there was a politician, judge, police chief,
or cop in this town that wasn’t in my pocket, then I didn’t know
him. This entire city was bought and paid for, and I had the
motherfucking receipt in my pocket.

Not
the family.

Not my father.

Not my brother.

Me.

Staring
out at the grounds of my estate,
there was only one thing missing from everything that was already
mine. There was only one thing that I needed to complete my ideal
reign. No matter what anyone believed, no matter how many men
bragged about their freedoms, no matter how independent a man
claimed to be, total power could not be achieved without the right
woman at your side.

Women were
unlike anything that men could ever aspire to be. Men would easily
kill or die for the woman that
they loved; it was simple like that. We were designed to protect,
so that’s how we proved our love. As long as our women were safe,
then nothing else mattered.

That wasn’t the case
with women.

When a woman
loved a man, there was no
limit to the things that she would do for him. She would lie,
cheat, steal, kill, die, or fight a war for him if that’s what was
needed of her. If a woman loved a man, then she was willing to
sacrifice pieces of herself that would never heal if she felt like
she had to. Women were willing to break themselves a million times
over for a man, and more often than not, that man didn’t deserve
it.

Plus, if that
wasn’t amazing enough, what a
woman did for her children was even more astounding. If you lived
in a world as dangerous as mine, there was no comfort like knowing
that your children were safe because a mother’s love was
incomparable to anything else on earth. A mother’s love was the
most dangerous thing that the wicked could encounter, and a lot of
pedophiles and child abusers had the justice system to thank for
still being alive.

So, no matter
what’d been achieved over
these past twenty years, there was still a piece of the puzzle
missing, and it was a big piece. In fact, it
was a good three-fourths of the puzzle. A woman could easily love a
demon, and that’s what I needed. I needed a woman that was strong
enough to see past everything that my family was and did, seeing to
the man that was at the heart of me.

Not just
anyone could sit at the head of the table with me. Where most of the men in my line of work
preferred to have the perfectly styled Mafia wife at their side, I
didn’t need a woman that knew how to contour her makeup to
perfection. I didn’t need a woman that could recognize last
season’s styles from this season’s wardrobe. I didn’t need a woman
that knew which fucking fork to use at the country club.

No.

I needed a
woman that wouldn’t hesitate to put a bullet through someone’s skull if they posed a threat
to her, me, or our children. I needed a woman that wouldn’t shy
away from the screams of torture coming from the basement. I needed
a woman that could step in and take my place if I got hurt, or for
that matter, killed.

Luckily for me, I
already had the perfect woman in mind for such a role.


Chapter 1


Nero~

I watched the
red-tinted water swirl down
the drain, though nothing that I hadn’t seen a million times
already. After all, I hadn’t become the youngest Underboss in
family history by keeping my hands clean. I’d done it by
practically bathing in the blood of our enemies, and I’d been doing
it since before I even hit puberty. So, at thirty-two, another dead
body wasn’t that big of a deal.

Port Townsend
was a fairly large city in the state of Maryland, and contrary to what people liked to
believe, the Mafia was still very much alive and well on this side
of the country. While there were other Mafia families out on the
West Coast, most of the organized crime families stayed on this
side of the Mississippi. Business was just better when there were
powerful public servants that understood how things worked. Over
past Nevada, people in political positions were still trying to
make a difference, and no one needed that kind of fucking
headache.

So, there were
five families that ran Port Townsend, but the truth of the matter was deeper than that. We
owned the entire state, truth be told. When you had damn near every
politician in the state in your pocket, there wasn’t much that you
couldn’t do, and lucky for us, our governing body was just as
corrupt as the rest of them.

Now, like with
most Mafia empires, the city’s territories were divided amongst the
families. Port Townsend was large enough to support five different legacies, and for the
most part, we stayed out of each other’s way, but not always. While
the movies liked to glorify the violence side of our lives, at the
heart of it all, we were a business, and profit usually won over
temper.

The five Mafia
families of Port Townsend were
the Kotovs, the O’Briens, the Schulzes, the Milanos, and us, the
Sartoris. We were a diverse group, but it wasn’t lost on anyone how
two of the families were Italian.

At one point
in time, Tommaso Calvetti had also been a powerful player in the game, but bad deals and
violent tempers had done his family in. Years ago, when he’d begun
to see the writing on the wall, he and my father, Marco Sartori,
had ironed out a deal for me to marry his only daughter, and I
honestly hadn’t cared one way or the other. However, unfortunately
for her family, she’d gotten sick, dying at a young age. Once the
mourning period had passed, he had joined with Renzo Milano, almost
matching our numbers in strength.

Almost.

Luckily, we
also outnumbered the Irish, Germans, and Russians in force. Marco
Sartori was the head of the Sartori Crime Family, and
he’d done nothing but expand
our empire after my grandfather had handed down the reins. While
all the families had long family ties, we could trace our lineage
back hundreds of years, and our hold on this city was
ironclad.

While my
father was a calculating Mafia
leader, my mother, Clarissa Sartori, was your typical pampered
Mafia wife. I couldn’t remember a time when she’d done anything
more than cater to my father, raise his children, and spend his
money. Always well put together, she didn’t even mind his affairs
as long as the woman in question wasn’t a threat to the lifestyle
to which she’d become accustomed.

I also had
a younger brother, Elio, and
while he was a dutiful son, loyal Capo, and violent little fuck, he
was also spoiled, reckless, and unpredictable. At thirty, he’d
never had to work hard for anything in his life, unlike me. From
birth, my future had been mapped out to take over the family, and
I’d been working all my life towards that goal, the Underboss
position being handed to me earlier than anyone would have guessed
or thought wise.

However, what
people didn’t know was that I ran the family more than my
father did these days. For the
past five years, I’d been involved with every decision regarding
the family, and I called the shots for the most part. Sure, I still
consulted with my father about certain things, but when it was all
said and done, he mostly just stayed out of my way.

It was also a
matter of safety. While a lot of people would argue that my father
was a ruthless bastard, the man played no games when it came to his family. So, as long as
Renzo Milano, Emil Schulz, Declan O’Brien, and Avgust Kotov thought
that Marco Sartori was still calling the shots, then the focus
wasn’t on me, and I could make moves without any of them knowing
the truth.

So, with
everything going as planned, the only thing left was to get
married, then work on building my own family dynasty. While my mother had chosen to give my
father only two sons, I wanted four children to follow in my
footsteps. I also didn’t care whether they were all boys or all
girls. I was cunning enough to make sure that my legacy lasted
centuries beyond my death.

After Susanna
Calvetti had passed away and what was left of the Calvetti family
had merged with the Milanos, my father had been quick to hash out another arranged marriage to
strengthen our numbers. As Renzo Milano had been denied sons, he
and my father had arranged a marriage between me and Renzo’s
youngest daughter, Fia. The arrangement would benefit the Milanos
more than it would us, but at the end of it all, we’d outnumber the
Irish, Russians, and Germans significantly enough to keep them all
in line. Though things were peaceful right now, that could change
at any given moment, something that we were all very aware of.
There was also the fact that the coastline fell within the Sartori
territories, making our import and export business very fucking
profitable.

Like most of
the families, we dealt in drugs, guns, gambling, and prostitution,
though we had plenty of legitimate businesses to launder our money the right way. However,
since we controlled most of the coastline, that was where most of
our business was conducted, and if anyone wanted to use our ports,
we made them pay a high price for that privilege.

At any rate, I
was to marry Fia Milano,
ensuring our place in this city and the state, really. The others
would have to be suicidal to bring war to our doorstep, something
that I didn’t necessarily mind. If we were to ever take over all
the other territories, then we could move forward with taking
control of the entire East Coast, something that could easily be
done if we wiped out the other families.

The only
problem with Fia Milano was that she was just as spoiled as Elio,
if not more. Raised to be a true Mafia princess, she
had no ambition, knew nothing
about accountability, and very little was required of her. She’d
been brought up to look pretty, behave obediently, and produce
children, but nothing much more than that. It was also obvious that
Fia Milano was not her father’s favorite. Though spoiled as they
came, he had put no effort into rearing her. Fia was a product of
Sonya Milano, and it was clear as day whenever you saw the two
women together.

Yeah, no, it
was easy to see that Renzo’s favorite child was his eldest
daughter, Kasen Milano. For
whatever reason, he had given Kasen choices that he hadn’t given
Fia, and at thirty-two, Kasen was a successful criminal attorney,
and she was so far removed from the family that she didn’t even
have a guard assigned to her. She lived a regular life with a
regular profession, and everyone seemed just fine with it,
something that I’d never understood. Nevertheless, Renzo had
allowed this, and Fia was the one that had been groomed to fit into
the life that she’d been raised in.

“It’s
done.”

Drying my
hands, I turned to look at my brother. Only one inch shorter than
my six-foot-three, Elio had
inherited our mother’s features, making him the pretty one. Though
we’d both inherited our father’s brown hair and brown eyes, I had
taken after Marco in just about everything else. I was every bit my
father’s son, and it was easy to mistake us for one another from
afar.

“I want his
head preserved for the next Capo meeting,” I told him. “I want it
to serve as the centerpiece at the meeting.” Elio
smirked. “I want everyone to
see what happens when the only answer they have for me is ‘I don’t
know’.”

“There’s plenty of
room in Alaska,” he replied easily.

Alaska was a
warehouse that we owned, and we used it for almost all our kills.
It used to be an old slaughterhouse, and it had come to us equipped with plenty of
storage freezers for when we needed them. From the outside, it
looked like a decrepit old building, but the inside was a
state-of-the-art torture chamber.

“I also want
to keep an eye on all of Romeo’s soldiers,” I added. “I’m still not convinced that this
was an innocent mistake.”

“Sure
thing.”

Greed was a
real problem with a lot of people, and it was that same greed that
had them believing that no one would miss a pound or two of cocaine
when the shipment weight was
in the thousands.

Well, they were
wrong.

At the end of
the day, I was a businessman,
and all my books were straight, right down to the last penny.
Nothing came up missing that I didn’t know about, and second
chances weren’t anything that I ever handed out; not even if it was
Christmas.

“Did
everything go well with the other sample shipment last
night?”

“Relax,
Nero,” he chuckled. “You’re
going to grow old before your time if you keep stressing
out.”

“I’m not
stressed out,” I informed him.
“I’m still pissed off.”

Granted, even
if I was stressed out, I’d never let him know it.


Chapter 2


Kasen~

It’d been a long day,
but that was okay. I lived for the pressures of my job, and I was
at my best when I was working. In fact, I worked so much
that it could be argued that I
didn’t have much of a life outside of my office. Nevertheless, I
was perfectly okay with that. I’d been given an opportunity that I
shouldn’t have, and I was very aware of that.

My father was
Renzo Milano, and he was the
Mafia Boss of the Milano Crime Family. I’d been born under his
reign as head of the family, and I’d been learning about loyalty
and vengeance during an age when other kids had been learning their
colors and numbers. I was my father’s firstborn, and he had raised
me to be strong, independent, and loyal; all characteristics that I
still practiced to this day. My father had encouraged me to use my
voice, and I did so often.

My mother,
Sonya Milano was a typical Mafia wife, and though she was smarter
than most Mafia wives, she was
still just a woman in that world. My mother knew her place, and she
had raised my younger sister, Fia, to act just like her. They were
both beautiful accessories to the powerful men that surrounded
them, and good for them if that’s what made them happy.

I, on the
other hand, had been allowed to go to college and law school to
become a criminal lawyer. I’d
been nine-years-old when I’d told my father that I wanted to be a
lawyer, and I’d been nine-years-old when he had promised me that I
could grow up to become whatever I wanted. Of course, at the time,
he’d been placating a fanciful child, never imagining that I would
hold him to his word years later. The first and only time that my
father had tried to talk me out of becoming a lawyer, I had
challenged his honor, pointing out that a man’s word was a man’s
word, no matter if he gave it to an adult or child.

Faced with
setting the example for his firstborn or breaking his word,
Papa had allowed me to go to college,
deciding to groom Fia for whatever future business he might need
her for. With Fia being four years younger than me, it’d been easy
to spoil her and treat her as if she were an only child. I’d
already been headed to college by the time that she had entered
high school, so I hadn’t been around much to help her through those
formidable years. While I still considered us close, we could have
been closer without the four-year gap between us.

There was also
the fact that we looked nothing alike. Fia had taken after Mom with
her blonde hair, blue eyes,
slim build, and doll-like face. My sister really was a beautiful
girl, and it was something that she was very aware of. Fia knew how
to bat her eyelashes like nobody’s business, and my mother had made
sure to teach her the art of manipulation. Though I loved my sister
dearly, there was no denying that Fia was spoiled, flighty, and a
bit self-absorbed. My parents were always rescuing her from one
problem or another, so it was hard to treat her like an adult, even
though she was already twenty-eight-years old.

As for me, I
had taken after my father, though I did have some of my mother’s
facial features. I had black
hair, hazel eyes, and where Fia was slim, I was what nice people
called curvy, considering that I was only five-foot-three. Granted,
I wasn’t anywhere near overweight, but everyone knew that thin was
always going to be in, no matter how many body-positive crusaders
were out there.

However, my
looks had never been an issue for me. From an early age, I’d been all about my brain and
how I could use it to become successful without embedding myself
fully into the Mafia. Now, while it might sound like I had
something against the life that my family led, I didn’t. I didn’t
live on moral high ground or anything like that. After all, it
could be argued that I made my living off the subject of crime.
Though I did my best to defend the innocent, I’d made countless
deals with the prosecution for the guilty.

So, no, I
didn’t think that I was better than anyone else, or anything like
that. My decision to distance
myself from what my family did was because I’d wanted more out of
life than what the Mafia could offer me. Since I’d been born a
female, my choices would have been limited, and I’d wanted to be
more than just a man’s accessory. I was smart, and I wanted that to
count for something.

As for my love
life, admittedly, I didn’t have much of one. Though I
was far from a virgin at my age, I
also didn’t have some steamy past of discarded lovers. I’d had a
few flings, but not much more than that. I’d been so focused on my
career that men and relationships had taken a backseat to hard
work. While I’d had my fun in college, law school had been a
different story. Determined not to end up a bargaining chip for the
Mafia, I’d been all about graduating at the top of my class and
becoming more valuable than what I’d seen of my mother. Now, while
that might sound like an insult, it wasn’t. If being a Mafia wife
was what made my mother happy, then I was happy for her. I felt the
same way about my sister. If she was happy marrying Nero Sartori,
then good for her.

When I thought
of the five Mafia families in Port Townsend, I thought about how my sister could do worse than
Nero Sartori. While I wasn’t into all that pure bloodlines
nonsense, marrying Nero would ensure that my father could still be
involved in Fia’s life. If he had married her to the Irish,
Germans, or Russians, there would have been no guarantee of that.
Emil Schulz was the head of the Germans, and it was reputed that he
was a bit of a sadist. Avgust Kotov was the head of the Russians,
and it was said that he wasn’t above hitting a woman to keep her in
line. Declan O’Brien was the head of the Irishmen, and while it was
said that he was the most decent out of the three, he’d still owe
my father nothing if he’d been the one to marry Fia.

So, with our
numbers decent enough to put the Italians in full control of
the city and state, a marriage had
been arranged between our two families, and I couldn’t see the
Sartoris keeping Fia from my mother and father, or me for that
matter. Italians were big on family, and that was something
hopeful.

Granted, that
was if Fia didn’t go and screw
it all up. While my sister was under the impression that no one
knew her secret, she was wrong. Fia wasn’t as cunning as she liked
to believe that she was, and though I’d found out by complete
accident, anyone that cared to pay attention could see the
signs.

Two weeks ago,
I had stopped by my parents just to visit. It wasn’t often that I
had free time to just hang out and do nothing, so
when I did, I did my best to
spend it with my family. It was nice because I didn’t talk about
work, and they didn’t talk about family business, and it reminded
me of a time before adulthood had sucked all the fun out of
life.

Anyway, I’d
been making my way through the
house, looking for my parents or sister, when I ended up hearing a
heated conversation going on in the library. The door had been
cracked open a bit, so unsure if I should close it or not, I’d been
about to turn away when that heated argument had turned into
something way more inappropriate.

Even though I
should have walked away from something that clearly hadn’t
been any of my business, I hadn’t.
Instead, I had walked over to shut the door, and that was the worst
thing that I could have done. All it’d gotten me was a peek into
the affair that my sister was having with her guard, Mano Barone,
and it was something that I couldn’t unknow, though I really,
really, really wish that I didn’t know. Fia knew that she was
betrothed to Nero Sartori, and if there was any man on the planet
that a woman shouldn’t screw with, it was Nero Sartori. I’d also
been wondering how long the affair had been going on. I mean, it
really didn’t matter in the scheme of things, but no matter how
spoiled Fia was, she had to know that crossing a man like Nero
Sartori was not wise.

“Do you ever go
home?”

I looked up to
see Marissa Venti standing in
the doorway of my office. “Some days,” I quipped.

The Milton
Legal Group had three senior
partners, four junior partners, four paralegals, two secretaries
that handled it all, and a receptionist. Though most of us were
responsible for ourselves, Lilibeth and Dianna were worth their
weight in gold. If this law office ran smoothly, it was because
those two women knew their shit and were organized as
hell.

“It’s crazy
that you work this much but have no desire to make
senior partner,” she said, shaking
her head.

“I like the
pressure when it’s by choice,” I explained. “Becoming a senior
partner would turn this into a job, instead of something that I enjoy doing, and I’m not ready
for that.”

“Well, don’t
stay too late,” she replied sweetly. “It’s Friday, girl. Go have some damn fun.”

“Are you going to
take your own advice?” I teased, knowing that she worked just as
much as I did.

“Not at
all,” she joked. “I’ve got
court on Monday, so no fun for me this weekend.”

“Well, while I
won’t be partying tonight, I
think I will go visit my parents tomorrow,” I told her. “It’s been
a while since I’ve spent time with them.”

“There you
go,” she replied before giving
me a final wave out the door.

Leaning back
in my chair, I thought about my sister again. Tomorrow would be a good time to talk to her about
what she was doing. If nothing else, she should stop the affair to
spare Mano’s life. Even if Nero never found out, I knew that our
father would lose his shit if he caught wind of what was going on.
Everyone knew about the betrothal, so Mano couldn’t act like he
wasn’t aware. Plus, even if Fia wasn’t engaged to Nero, Mano was
her guard; he’d been assigned to protect her, not end up in bed
with her.

Shaking my
thoughts of my sister, I got back to work. While I
didn’t have court on Monday, I still
had a heavy workload that wasn’t going to complete itself. That was
why I had an office at my condo that rivaled the one that I had
here. Seriously, I had no life.


Chapter 3


Nero~

People liked to lecture
that smoking was a bad habit, but I disagreed. If I was going to
become dependent on anything, I’d rather it be a vice that couldn’t
ruin my life. Yeah, I could get cancer, but I could also get shot walking out of my front door.
Cigarettes weren’t going to land me in prison for drunk driving
vehicular manslaughter. Cigarettes weren’t going to have me sharing
needles with a fellow heroin addict. Cigarettes weren’t going to
have me losing everything in front of a blackjack table. So, yeah,
when it came to addictive vices, I was perfectly happy with a
menthol to ease my stress.

“It’s not
going to be a bullet or enraged woman that ends up killing you one
day,” Aurelio said. “It’s
going to be those damn cigarettes.”

Aurelio
Provenza was my best friend,
though he was officially my bodyguard. He’d been assigned to me
when he’d been only twenty and I’d been eighteen. There’d been and
still was an understanding amongst all the families that children
were off-limits, so my father hadn’t been too worried about my
safety while I’d been a minor. However, on my eighteenth birthday,
his gift to me had been Aurelio.

For almost
fifteen years, Aurelio had
stood by my side, and he was going to be my consigliere when the
time came. In fact, truth be told, he acted as my consigliere now.
Even though Aurelio was only two years older than I was, he’d been
raised on the streets, my father taking him in when he’d been only
fifteen. Aurelio had taken down five guys that had been trying to
rob him, and when he had killed every last one, my father had
serendipitously stumbled upon the scene, and the rest was
history.

At
thirty-four, Aurelio had dark brown hair, black
eyes, and the women claimed
that he was the Italian version of Zinedine Zidane; very
unapproachable. Nevertheless, he was built like a warrior, and if
death scared him, you’d never know it. He was also brilliant with
any gun that you put in his hands, smarter than most people gave
him credit for, and was loyal as fuck.

That loyalty
was the reason that I confided in him more than I did my own
brother. Aurelio’s hardened life made him a realist, something that
I could appreciate. Aurelio’s advice was always born
out of logic, nothing more and
nothing less. Elio, on the other hand, was known to throw a tantrum
or two when he wasn’t getting his way, something that I didn’t have
the time or patience for. Because Elio was untouchable, he thought
that he could do whatever he wanted, and he often did.

I turned to
see Aurelio shutting the door to my office. “Are you here to
lecture me on the virtues of
clean living?”

“I’m here to give
you one last chance to change your mind,” he replied evenly.

“Even if I
wanted to, it’s too late for
that now,” I reminded him. “However, let’s be clear that I don’t
want to.”

“You know shit like
this never ends well, Nero.”

“What’s she going to
do? Divorce me?”

“I’ll say it
again, I think that you’re underestimating her,” he said,
something that he’d kept
insisting on.

When I’d told Aurelio
about my plans two years ago, that’d been the first thing that he’d
said to me. He’d been quick to point out what would happen if the
truth ever came out, but if it did, it’d be too late by
then.

“I’m not,” I
assured him. “I know exactly what I’m getting myself
into.”

“She’s a fucking
criminal attorney, Nero,” he reminded me needlessly. “She’s not
some docile piece of arm candy.”

While I’d
always known who Kasen Milano was, I hadn’t ever
interacted with her beyond
some polite introductions when our fathers had arranged my marriage
to her younger sister. Ready to honor my commitments, I hadn’t
given her much thought beyond how beautiful she was. However, both
Milano daughters were beautiful, beautiful women being something
that there was no shortage of in this lifestyle.

At any rate,
it hadn’t been until she’d
been assigned to defend one of my men that I’d seen her in action
in the courtroom. I’d been absolutely enthralled with her
incredible intelligence, fiery disposition, and tenacity. Every
pair of eyes had been on her every time that she’d spoken, and she
had commanded that courtroom like it’d been her own personal
playing field. While I had always believed her to be beautiful,
that day in court, she’d been fucking stunning. I’d seen her
through a new pair of eyes, and that’s when I had begun to form my
plan to have her at all costs. Renzo Milano had given her a choice
to opt out of our lifestyle, and I’d had to find a way to reel her
back in. I’d had to find a way to trap her with no chance of
escaping.

Ever.

“If she ever
finds out the truth, you’re
going to lose her,” Aurelio remarked evenly.

“How is she
going to ever find out?” I asked, finally finishing my cigarette.
“Do you think Mano’s going to tell her?” I shrugged. “Apart from me
and you, he’s the only other
person that knows what I’m doing. Even if he didn’t think that I’d
kill him for speaking out of turn, he has to know that Renzo
will.”

Six months
ago, I had called a meeting with Mano Barone, Fia’s bodyguard. I
had offered him five-million
dollars to seduce and impregnate Fia Milano. Credit to him, he had
insisted on a reason why, and when I’d told him, he’d seen the
sense in why I would do such a thing, and he had readily agreed.
One week ago, he had called me to tell me that Fia was pregnant and
ready to run off into the night with him, something that wouldn’t
and couldn’t happen. At least, not until I got what I wanted. I had
no problems with Mano and Fia running off to live happily ever
after together since I was never invested in Fia to begin with, but
I couldn’t have that until Kasen had my ring on her
finger.

“While you know that
I always have your back, I still think that you’re underestimating
her,” he repeated. “This could still blow up in your face,
Boss.”

For the
record, Aurelio only called me
Boss to be facetious.

“I’ve
faced worse,” I reminded
him.

“What did you tell
Marco?”

“I
told him the truth,” I answered with
a smirk on my face. “I called him earlier and told him that I’d
just found out the terrible news, and that I was going to go over
to confront my lovely fiancé.”

Aurelio
snorted. “You’re going to burn in Hell, Sartori.”

“For a lot of
things,” I agreed.

“What did he
say?”

“At
first, he was pissed,” I said
as I walked over to the other side of the office to pour myself a
drink. “He wanted to confront Renzo himself, but I talked him out
of it.”

“Pour me one
of those, will
you?”

Normally,
Aurelio didn’t speak so casually to me, but he had leave to do so
when it was just the two of us. In front of anyone else, he
exercised the utmost respect.
However, no matter what everyone saw when they looked at us,
Aurelio was my best friend, and there’s nothing that I wouldn’t do
for him.

Handing him a
glass of bourbon, I got back to the topic at hand. “I reminded him
that it wouldn’t be a good
look if my father fought my battles for me.”

Aurelio
clinked the ice in his glass. “Does he know about Kasen?”

I eyed my friend. “I
told him that I was going to insist that Renzo make it right.”

He just shook
his head before taking a drink of his bourbon. There was an art to manipulation, and I was a
fucking artist. Aurelio knew this, and even if Kasen ever did find
out the truth, we both knew that I could handle it just like I
handled everything else that went wrong.

“You just
better hope that Mano doesn’t
get greedy,” he said pointedly. “He’s already gone through the
whole five-million, Nero.”

My brows rose at
that. “In six months?”

Aurelio nodded. “In
six months.”

Granted, it
wasn’t hard to spend five-million dollars in six months when
you had expensive tastes, and
I could easily see a guard getting a taste of the high life, then
losing control. While our guards and soldiers were paid well, they
weren’t paid millions every two weeks.

After taking a
drink of my bourbon, I asked, “What did he spend it on?”

“To his
credit, he did spend some of it on expensive jewelry for Fia.
However, most of it went to
the casinos,” he answered. “There were two ‘unexpected’ trips to
Vegas recently.”

“And Renzo let
him go?” While I didn’t doubt Aurelio’s account of the facts, I was still surprised to hear
that Renzo had allowed Fia to go unguarded.

“When I
visited with your dad last week, Mrs. Milano had been chatting up a
storm, saying how Fia had been too sick to leave her bedroom a few
weeks ago. My guess is that
Mano must have fed Fia a story to help get him out of guarding her
for his trip to Vegas.”

Finishing off
my drink, I shrugged. “Well, if he’s stupid enough to try to
blackmail me for some more money, he’ll just end up eating the end
of my gun. I’m not worried.”

Aurelio
finished his drink before asking, “What time are we
leaving?”

“Six,” I answered.
“I don’t want the priest out too late.”

My best friend
smirked. “You’re a goddamn saint, Nero. Really.”


Chapter 4


Kasen~

Dinner was to be served
at six, something that hadn’t
changed since moving out on my own. Though my father hadn’t always
been able to make it, that hadn’t ever prevented my mother from
serving dinner on time in this household.

Because I was
a little bit early, I went in search of my sister
before looking for my parents. I
wanted to talk to Fia about what I’d seen, and I also wanted to
find out what her plan was. If she was really in love with Mano,
then that could pose a serious problem for both the families
involved.

When I finally
came upon her room, I knocked
but not out of politeness, not really. I just really didn’t want to
walk in on something that I didn’t need to see again. If Fia didn’t
have a problem getting it on with Mano in the damn library, then
there was no telling what went on in her bedroom.

Knocking, I called
for her. “Fia?”

“Come
in,” she called back.

I opened the
door, then walked in to see my sister sitting at her vanity table,
touching up her makeup, though she really didn’t need to. Fia was
always dressed and done up to perfection. Her blonde hair never had a hair out of place, and
she knew how to apply her makeup to make the most of her blue eyes.
She knew how to do that whole contouring thing, and good for her if
it made her feel beautiful.

“Hey,” I
greeted as I leaned up against
her dresser. “How have you been?”

Fia
ignored me, touching up her
makeup a bit more aggressively, and that was her answer. Even
though we were four years apart, and I’d already been out of the
house when she had entered high school, Fia didn’t have much of a
poker face. Having been spoiled all her life, her emotions showed
in her face and her mannerisms.

“Want to talk
about it?” I asked, even though I already knew that I was going
to speak to her about what I
saw. Our mother was starting to talk about making wedding plans, so
time was running out.
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