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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 Jamee
(Panda)-

Time was too short, and your absence is undeniable.
You were a great friend to my son, and just a great person in
general. You will be missed and loved
always.
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Book
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Nightcore
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Prologue

 2013~

The scene was a quietly violent one that would
change my life forever.

It would change
everything.

It would take
me from a young man,
struggling to take care of his sister, to a man who would have the
world at his fingertips. Sure, I had to sell my soul to the Devil
to get it, but Frankie was worth it.

She was
my only family after our parents died
in a car wreck five years ago, and I had to make some hard choices
about our lives; her life.

I knew she
wasn’t going to be happy, but
she was my sister. She couldn’t hate me forever.

This was my
choice, though.

No
one was forcing me to be
here.

No one was forcing
me to do this.

And as much as
I promised Frankie that I’d
never leave her, I knew choosing this life might make a liar out of
me some day, but what else could I do?

No matter
where Frankie goes in life,
it’ll always be my job to ultimately see to her safety. She worried
and I understood her concerns; Phoenix, Luca, and I were all she
had in this world. I knew she worried about us. Especially,
Luca.

And I got it.

I really did.

We’d already lost our
parents, so me doing anything that could put me in harm’s way was
not something Frankie would ever accept. What she didn’t know
though, was that my life had already been heading in this direction
years before our parents had passed. If I was being completely
honest, it was heading in this direction the day I befriended Luca
Benetti.

I stood in the
center of the abandoned
warehouse next to my other best friend, Phoenix Fiore, and he was
doing the same thing I was. He was pointing a gun at one of the two
men strapped to the chairs in front of us while I had my gun on the
second guy.

Two pedophiles

Two
pedophiles who haven’t been
tortured enough if you ask me.

Behind
us, stood Luca with his
father, Giovanni Benetti, Morgan City’s Mob Boss. Around us were
four additional Made Men, waiting to see if Phoenix and I would go
through with the killings. The only person in this room who didn’t
doubt us was Luca. He knew what we were made of as he’s the one who
groomed us. He’s the one who had invited us into this life when
he’d been too young to even have the authority to do so.

Phoenix looked
over at me, and with more
confidence than I’ve ever felt before in my life, I gave him a
tight nod. We both looked back the two pieces of shit before us,
raised our arms, aimed, and fired a true shot into our
targets.

The room was
silent for a few seconds and I
wondered why there wasn’t more blood. It seemed like there should
be more blood spilled before sending these two monsters to
Hell.

We
finally turned around and
handed the guns back to two of Giovanni’s men that had been
standing by. We handed them back without wiping them clean of our
fingerprints because anything less would have been an insult to the
Benetti Family.

Giovanni stepped forward
with a shark’s smile on his face to match those black lifeless eyes
of his, and he shook our hands; Phoenix’s first, and then mine.
When he stepped back, proud of his handy work, Luca stepped up to
us next and shook our hands.

Luca’s smile was
identical to his father’s. However, it was colder if you could
believe it. It didn’t bother me, though. Luca would give his life
for me and Phoenix, and I knew that like I knew I’d give my life
for him and Phoenix.

And we did.

That’s what we did here
tonight. We gave up our lives as we knew them and handed them over
to the Benettis. We were now soldiers, but I knew we wouldn’t be
for long. Luca was climbing the ladder fast, and he had every
intention of taking us with him.

The
only downside?

Frankie.

She was going
to be hurt, and she was going to be furious. But like I said, she was my sister. She
couldn’t hate me forever.

But
Phoenix and Luca?

Yeah, that was a
different story.


Chapter 1


Ciro – 2019~

His eyes rounded to the size of dinner
plates.

“Uh, what?”
The disbelief ricocheted off the block walls.

I smirked.
“You beat me, and you’re free
to go,” I repeated.

He glanced
around the room, taking in the other four men who occupied the room with us. He clearly
thought this was a joke as many of them often did.

But it wasn’t.

As the Benetti
Family’s number one enforcer,
you’d think I would just pluck my victims from their beds and beat
them into submission, or worse, but that wasn’t my
style.

Over the past
six years, I’ve been hellbent
on earning
my position within the Benetti
Family, and so I made sure no one could snicker that I got to where
I was because Luca Benetti was my best friend. Every man and,
unfortunately, occasional woman had been taken down without the
help of anyone else.

I
didn’t coliform people, and
then tie them up while they were helpless. I didn’t instruct
henchmen to kidnap and subdue them for me. The only time I brought
in reinforcements was if there was more than one asshole that I
needed to make friends with. But the odds were always
even.

No. I
kidnapped my own victims, and
whether conscience or not, I personally brought them to my funhouse
and took care of business.

I also gave
them a fighting
chance.

Okay, maybe
not a fighting chance, per se.
As a teenager, one of the older Benetti enforcers had turned me
onto Kung Fu. I had taken to the discipline like a fish to water.
From there, I had been referred to four different trainers, each
teaching a different method of combat. Six years later, I was an
expert at Kung Fu, Krav Maga, Line, and Ninjutsu. That being said,
the average man didn’t really stand a chance, but I still gave him
one.

And the deal
was simple; if they could kick
my ass, they were free to leave. If they couldn’t, well, by then
they were so beat down, it didn’t take much to tie them to my
favorite chair.

“So…” His eyes
kept darting around, still
confused. “…you’re saying, if I beat you in a fair fight, I can
leave?”

“Yes.”

“And…uhm,
what about…uh, the money I owe
Giovanni?” he asked. “Will…I…still owe that?”

Drew
Chancellor had a little problem. Well, I suppose he probably
had a lot of problems, but the
only one that concerned me at the moment was his gambling problem.
For the most part, he’s kept his head above water the past few
years, but he started drowning about a month ago. This was our
first official meeting.

“Tell you
what, Drew,” I grinned. “If
you can defeat me, I’ll even pay your tab.”

His eyes
darted around like a cornered
animal. “Let me get this straight,” he stressed. “If I fight you
and win, I can leave, and you’ll pay my
gambling debt?”

I nodded.
“That’s about right.”

Confidence overtook fear
on Drew Chancellor’s face. See, he wasn’t taller than me, but he
was bulkier. And bulkier men tend to think that gives them an
advantage when, in all actuality, it really doesn’t. Yes, weight
and brute force were positives in hand-to-hand combat, but if your
opponent was fast and agile, well, then, what good was brute force
if you couldn’t catch him?

I
watched as Drew straightened
his back and started sizing me up. He probably thought the suit was
a hindrance, but it wasn’t. I’ve been fighting in these getups for
years. Besides, it wasn’t as if Drew was going to actually get a
hit in.

My men,
knowing the routine, stepped
back to give us ample room to fight, even though it was going to be
a quick one. See, the one thing I never did? I never underestimated
my victim. I approached them as if they were trained in all ten
deadly disciplines of fighting styles. I fought them as if I were
fighting for my life.

Because I was.

They fought
for hope. I fought knowing that if I lost, Giovanni Benetti would put a bullet in my head, no
matter any objections from his son. Now, granted, I wasn’t sure
Luca would object all that much because, while he was my best
friend, he was still a Benetti. He was still Morgan City’s
Underboss and he didn’t tolerate weakness or foolishness. Luca knew
my methods, but he also didn’t worry about them. He has seen what
I’m capable of.

Drew’s lip
curled and I knew immediately
what he was about. He was going to rush me, believing that his
girth was going to work in his favor. I braced my feet, centered my
body weight, and waited for the impact, though it would never
come.

Drew Chancellor
charged.

I
waited for the precise second
I needed.

And all within three
seconds, he was unconscious on the floor after I sidestepped his
attack and landed a very specific blow to the side of his neck,
hitting his carotid artery and the major nerve clusters that run
down from his brain. The strike usually causes one of two things:
extreme pain or unconsciousness.

Unconsciousness won this
go-round.

“It’s
fun to watch them try,”
Alessio said cheerfully. I smirked and got to strapping Drew to the
chair.

Once he was
safely secured, my guys exited
the building and left me alone with Drew. It wasn’t that I minded
them seeing me work, I just preferred to spend quality time with my
victims alone. I had a tendency to get in the zone when I worked,
and the more people in the room, the more there was a possibility
of a distraction.

I pulled out
my tray of instruments and started setting shit up. I
had no plans on killing him
just yet as he’s been a longtime customer and you couldn’t collect
money from a dead man. Besides, he didn’t quite owe enough to
warrant death.

I was
just going to play with him a
little.

As Drew sat
limp in the chair and I organized my shit, my mind wandered my sister as it often did these
days.

Frankie.

It’s been a month since
she was kidnapped and beaten, but the scar that ran down her left
cheek was a harsh reminder of what she went though. And as much fun
as I had with that bastard, Randy Masterson, it still hadn’t been
enough. Phoenix got to kill him, as was his right as Frankie’s
husband, but I was her brother. I should have…done more. As much as
I loved and respected Phoenix, Frankie was my sister. I should have. Just. Done. More. And now, because guilt was like a stack of bricks on my
head, weighing me down, I tended to take that guilt out on my
current victims.

Frankie and
I had lost our parents when
she was almost eighteen and I had barely been twenty for about a
month. And I had done my best to make sure she graduated from high
school and continued to go to college. It had been hard, but
working for the Benetti Family, I had made it happen. I had managed
to keep a roof over her head and send her to school. Granted, I
hadn’t done it all alone, she had been dating Phoenix and was
Luca’s best friend, but I had been the final say in her
life.

That is, until
we fucked up.

And after
getting her back, we fucked up
again by not watching her closely enough.

We were always
fucking up when it came to
that girl, and the disappointment and guilt was eating me alive.
Even though I knew Luca and Phoenix would take a bullet for me,
Frankie was my only blood family. At thirty-years-old, she was two
years younger than I was and I’ve always looked out for her, but I
was cocking that up something awful. Sure, Phoenix and Luca were
fucking it up, too, but she was my sister.

My
baby sister.

Then there was
the other issue.

Roberta Regal.

Robbie.

Francesca’s close friend,
and the girl who had, inadvertently, gotten Frankie kidnapped. It
was our fault because we hadn’t kept a better eye on her, but it
was Robbie’s fault for blurting to her loser boyfriend who Frankie
was. Once Robbie had told Randy that Frankie was my sister,
Phoenix’s wife, and Luca Benetti’s best friend, he had devised his
brilliant kidnapping plan. The fool had asked for ten million
dollars. Instead, he got to spend a couple of days in my funhouse;
first, spending time with Luca, then me, and finally
Phoenix.

Nix had no choice but to
accept her once Frankie had made it clear that Robbie was going to
continue to be a part of her life. And Luca was reserving judgement
at this time, even though we knew he’d never accept anyone into our
fold who might pose a danger to Frankie. Luca and Frankie had a
weird bond that Nix and I never understood, but also never
questioned.

As for me, I
couldn’t get past seeing my sister strapped to a chair, bloody, bruised, with her shirt torn to
shreds. Randy and his two buddies hadn’t raped her, but it hadn’t
mattered. A woman should never have to show that part of herself to
anyone unwillingly. Sure, she still had her bra on, but that was
something that should only ever be seen by Phoenix.

All three men
were killed, but they had still put hands on my
sister. I wasn’t sure how Nix
wasn’t losing his mind, but then he got to sleep beside her every
night. I think that helped. He got to witness Frankie safe and
sound every night and every morning.

I heard a
faint moan, and it was like music to my ears. I turned to look over at my man, Drew, and I
could see his head lolling about as he regained
consciousness.

I grabbed an
ice pick and headed on over. I
dropped on my haunches and smiled. “I need you to wake up now,
Drew,” I cajoled. “It’s time, buddy.”

His
eyelids fluttered and it was a
real struggle for him to wake from his nap, so I decided to help
the guy along. I walked back to my tray of goodies and picked up
another ice pick. Ice picks were my favorite, so I tended to keep
around more than one.

I walked back
over to Drew, but this time
when I dropped in front of him, the ice picks I held in my hand
came down with me as they pierced the top of his thighs. Drew’s
head fell back as he screamed in a torrid of pain.

Drew was finally
awake.


Chapter 2


Roberta~

My fingers were still broken, and my ribs were
still healing, but a girl had to work. I’d given it a month, but
that was all I could spare. My manager at Brighton Steak House had
been super understanding about the ‘car wreck’ I was in a month
ago, but even I knew a month away from work put a strain on more
than just my finances. I knew for a fact that a couple of fellow
waitresses, Mona and Lydia, had taken some of my shifts, and while
I knew they appreciated the extra money, it was
tiresome.

And, yeah, it
hurt like a bitch to move, but
it was worse to starve. Luckily, my bills had been paid up for the
month, but it was time to get a move on. I never took Frankie up on
her offer to help with my bills, so I was just going to have to
soldier through the pain.

Frankie.

I still
couldn’t believe it, and that
was saying something as I had the broken body to prove it. But my
best friend, Francesca Mancini-well, I guess Fiore now, was the
sister of Ciro Mancini, the wife of Phoenix Fiore, and the best
friend of Luca Benetti.

The Holy
Trinity.

The Benetti Family ruled
Morgan City, and even an hour away here in Cedar Creek, we knew the
Benetti Family was Mafia. The rumor was that they were a ruthless
bunch, and from what I’ve seen, the rumor was true.

The night
Randy had kidnapped Frankie
for ransom, I had been in pain from his beating, but not in so much
pain that I couldn’t recognize power and brutality when I saw it.
When Luca, Ciro, and Phoenix had walked into the living room of
that farmhouse, dragging Randy’s unconscious body behind them, I
had never been so terrified. I was the reason behind Frankie
getting kidnapped, and they had looked like avenging gods fanned
out in that living room. I had been surprised that they had let me
go, but I hadn’t gotten off lightly. A guilty conscience is a
bitch, and I’ve been living with one every day since that
night.

The
pain had really taken hold
when Ciro Mancini had stopped by my house on his way back to Morgan
City to look for Frankie’s purse and car keys. He hadn’t even
bothered knocking on my front door. He had stormed in as sweet as
you please and had demanded I turn over Frankie’s stuff. I had been
so exhausted and in so much pain, I had lost my mind and called him
a sonofabitch and had told him to look for her stuff himself. When
he started ransacking my house, I had grabbed her purse from the
kitchen and had thrown it at him. I had noticed her purse in the
passenger seat of Randy’s front bed and had grabbed it before
leaving his truck in his driveway. I had barely made the walk home
from there, but it hadn’t taken long since we only lived a street
from each other.

Ciro hadn’t
immediately left, though. He had one last thing to say to me
and I’ll never forget it.

Ever.

He had stalked
his way through the living room until he had my battered face gripped in his right hand. He had
stared down at me and said, “Whether intentional or not, if you
ever put my sister in danger again, I will fucking come for you. I
will come for you and you’ll wish your boyfriend had finished you
off instead of leaving you for me.” He had stormed out after that
little touching moment and I’ve been trying to force him from my
mind ever since.

It didn’t help
that he had a face too
gorgeous to be real. He was also tall. My five-foot-five frame
still had to lean back to keep eye contact with him. He was over
six-foot by an inch or so. And I couldn’t believe how much he
looked like Frankie. They both had dark brown hair, but what really
stood out were their glowing amber eyes. I remember when I first
met Frankie on her first day at Brighton, I had been memorized by
her stunning eyes. But seeing those same odd colored orbs on a man
had really taken my breath away. Ciro Mancini was everything you’d
picture when you thought alpha male.

Too bad he hated
me.

I really
couldn’t fault him, though. I
almost got his sister killed. His sister was harmed because of me
and there was no way to get around that.

There was also
the fact that I didn’t need
the Mafia after me. So, after Ciro had collected Frankie’s stuff, I
had removed all of Basco’s hard work, gotten into my car, and drove
around Cedar Creek until I found the perfect place to stage an
accident. It had already been past midnight by the time I had
gotten home, so it had been too easy to feign falling asleep at the
wheel, especially with the sedative I had been given. I had made
sure that I was going a speed that wouldn’t kill me but would
explain my injuries. I needed a legitimate reason to give my boss
and for the aftercare I still needed. Basco had done a great job
patching me up, but I had enough serious injuries that I needed my
aftercare monitored by a licensed doctor.

Everything
after the crash had been standard. An ambulance had shown up on the scene, where I had declined
treatment, citing lack of insurance. I wasn’t stupid. I knew they
would have drawn my blood and Basco’s sedative would have shown up,
bringing up questions I was not about to answer.

I took The
Holy Trinity’s threats very
seriously.

And
even though I missed Frankie
terribly, I haven’t seen her since that night. We talk every day,
but she’s been pretty much banned from coming to Cedar Creek, and I
didn’t have the balls to show up at her home. She insisted that I
was welcomed, but I couldn’t imagine her husband felt the same
way.

“I know I’ve
been saying this all day, but
it sure is good to have you back, Robbie,” Mona said, a huge grin
on her face. “I enjoyed the extra money, but I’d rather see your
pretty face waiting tables, knowing you’re okay.”

“Thanks,
Mona,” I returned with a smile of my own. “My body still hurts like a bitch, but it’s good to
get out of the house.”

We
were both standing near the
hostess podium when she let out a deep breath and added, “It’s not
the same without Frankie, though.”

My heart
thumped with melancholy. “I know,” I whispered. “I’m still trying to get used to walking
through the front doors and not seeing her.”

“I’m still
reeling from the rumors.” Mona
let out a low whistle and I knew where she was going with this.
“Not that I’m a part of that type of gossip, but when I was at the
hairdresser’s, and they were gossiping that Phoenix Fiore had
gotten married, I hadn’t thought anything of it.” She shook her
head. “I mean, why would I, you know? Morgan City is a long ways
away from Cedar Creek.”

“Not that
long,” I muttered under my
breath. I had the broken bones to prove it.

I always wish
for a busy shift because it
made the time go by quicker and it meant more tips. But, this time,
I resented the slow bustle of in between dining times because it
meant Mona and I had extra time to chitchat, and I did
not want to chitchat about her current
topic.

“But when they said he
married Frankie,” she continued,
disbelief in her voice. “I could hardly credit it. I mean,
our Frankie.”

I didn’t want
to talk about Frankie in connection with the Benetti Family, but her circumstances were hardly a
secret anymore. Of course, I had no confirmation on anything, but I
knew they had killed Randy. I knew they killed him, and I knew it
was going to look as if Randy had just run off, and it’d be easy to
do. Randy never held down a steady job and was always running with
the wrong crowd. It was feasible that he left town to ditch a debt
or something unsavory like that. However, it wasn’t until a few
days later, rumors and whispers had started circulating throughout
the cities, towns, and probably he entire state, that Frankie had
married Phoenix Fiore. Apparently, it had been announced like the
presentation of Simba, and there was…evidence of what would happen
to someone if they ever dared to go near the wife of Phoenix Fiore,
The Holy Ghost. And in case that threat wasn’t substantial enough,
it was also relayed that she was Francesca Mancini Fiore and Luca Benetti’s best friend.
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