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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!
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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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Website 
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News & Updates 
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Author Pages 
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Social Media Sites 
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For Kam –

Because I never would have written this Next Generation series without you

(like most of the series I’ve written)...LOL!
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The Benetti Family Lineage

Luca Benetti – Oldest

Salvatore Benetti – Middle

Leonardo Benetti – Youngest

––––––––

[image: ]


THT Next Generation (Standalone) – The Vatican

Francisco Phoenix Benetti (Underboss) m. Luca Saveria Fiore (Security)

THT Next Generation (Book 1) – Vincent & Cira

Vincent Fiore – works for Salvatore as second-in-command

Cira Benetti – works for Ciro in chemical engineering

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

Salvatore Benetti Jr. – works for Salvatore in technology

Camilla Mancini – works for Leonardo in accounting

THT Next Generation (Book 3) – Emilio & Bianca

Emilio Benetti – works for Salvatore/Ciro in computers/information

Bianca Mancini – works for Phoenix as an assassin

THT Next Generation (Book 4) – Angelo & Georgia

Angelo Benetti – works for Leonardo in computers

Georgia Mancini – works for Leonardo in finance

THT Next Generation (Book 5) – Dante & Malia

Dante Fiore – works for Ciro as his protégé

Malia Benetti – works for Remy in a nonprofit for kids

THT Next Generation (Book 6) – Mattia & Remo

Mattia Mancini – works for Phoenix as his protégé

Remo Vitale – works as a soldier for the organization

Family Buildings

Benetti House

Uninhabited – official meetings only

Kratos

Luca & Remy Benetti – top floor

Ciro & Roberta Mancini – second floor

Phoenix & Francesca Fiore – second floor

Benetti Condominium Building #1

Leonardo & Sienna Benetti

Benetti Condominium Building #2

Salvatore & Blake Benetti

Benetti Condominium Building #3

Francisco & Luca Saveria Benetti

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

Family – Angelo – Mattia – Dante – Ria

Guards – Diego – Rocco – Benito – Mica

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

Family – Sal Jr. – Georgia – Emilio – Cira

Guards – Bruno – Raul – Lazaro – Elias

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

Family – Vincent – Bianca – Malia – Camilla

Guards – Aldo – Maximo – Aurelio – Favio
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Prologue
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I wasn’t sure why I was here.

Maybe it was because I was the oldest. Maybe it was because I’d found the body. Or could be that it was because I’d been shot at, coming a hair’s breadth to being the second body presented to my family. Whatever the reason, I stood quietly in the corner as the table of seven discussed what to do next.

Glancing around the place, as far as I knew, I’d been the only other person ever allowed in this room with the seven others: six men and one woman. Truth be told, it wasn’t anything that had ever bothered me, either. In fact, I didn’t mind it at all.

“While I still take it as a personal affront that Renato is dead, it’s the stamp of responsibility carved into his chest that I’m taking particular issue with,” Uncle Luca stated.

At the head of the table sat Luca Benetti, the Mafia Don of the Benetti Crime Family, and to his left sat his eldest son, Francisco Benetti, heir to the Benetti Family. On that same side also sat Ciro Mancini, their number one enforcer; and Phoenix Fiore, their number one hit man that also happened to be my father.

On the other side of the table, sat Saveria Fiore-Benetti, Francisco Benetti’s wife and my sister. On that side also sat Salvatore Benetti, the middle Benetti brother and the Benetti Underboss; and Leonardo Benetti, the youngest Benetti brother and the Benetti Crime Family manager.

“There’s only one reason someone leaves a signature,” Uncle Salvatore remarked.

Francisco nodded his head. “They’re trying to make a statement.”

“So, we let them know we heard them,” Saveria said.

Francisco shot her a look. “You’re pregnant, Luca,” he reminded her. “You’re not going to be letting anyone know anything.”

Since my mother was Luca Benetti’s best friend, my sister, Saveria, had been named after him. Her full name was Luca Saveria Fiore-Benetti, but most of us just called her Ria. She was only Luca when shit was serious.

“Nevertheless, she’s right,” my dad said. “We have to move on this.”

Uncle Luca didn’t say anything for a long time. When he finally did, it was to call me over to the table. “Vincent, would you please join us.” It wasn’t a question, so I walked over, then took the only seat available, the one opposite Uncle Luca. “In your opinion, is there any chance that they didn’t know who they were shooting at? Who they killed?”

“No,” I answered as I shook my head. “I heard someone accuse the shooter of shooting a Benetti, and the shooter said he knew exactly who we were.” I shrugged. “I think the only reason they stopped shooting was because someone stepped in.”

By the time that we’d understood what was happening and rushed towards the flying bullets, the shooter-or shooters-had scattered in the wind. After finding Renato’s body, we’d had to make him the priority, though it’d been too late for him.

Uncle Luca was quiet, digesting my answer. It wasn’t that he wasn’t going to seek revenge, because we all knew that he would; he was brutal like that. We were just waiting for him to open the floor for ideas.

However, that wasn’t what happened.

His black gaze ran over the faces of everyone present before resting on the face of his eldest son. Looking at Francisco, he said, “I think this is the perfect opportunity for you to show us what you guys are made of, Francisco. I think this is the perfect opportunity for the next generation of Benettis to show us what you are all made of.”

My heart thumped in my chest.

This was it.

This was our time to prove what we were made of; to prove what we were capable of.

“I think you’re right,” Francisco replied easily and confidently.

“Not without me,” Saveria practically snarled.

Though Saveria had the most power at this table, Francisco was still her husband, and he was quick to remind her of that, regardless of their audience. “Over my dead body.”

Uncle Ciro chuckled. “You guys can argue about it later. Right now, we need to inform the troops of what’s going on.”

The troops.

All of us third-generation Benettis.

“Then it’s settled,” Uncle Luca announced. “With the exception of the Benettis still in school, the rest will be called into action.”

With everyone in agreement, that meant that we were going to war; a war that I knew we were going to win.
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Chapter 1
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Vincent~

I barely cleared the doorway as Ria almost shoulder checked me on her way through. The evil-eye that she shot my way made me chuckle, but I quickly covered it with a fake cough, lest my sister stab me in the neck. Never one to shy away from confrontation, I couldn’t imagine what she was like now that she was pregnant. Where most women felt emotional sensitivity while pregnant, Ria probably felt bloody rage on a daily basis.

God help Francisco.

Walking into the office, I made sure to shut the door behind me, but it remained unlocked. After all, I wasn’t exactly here to trade government secrets. So, after making myself comfortable in one of the plush chairs centered in front of the Parnian desk, I asked, “So, how’s my sister taking all this?”

Francisco flipped me off from behind his desk. “Exactly the way I had expected,” he replied evenly. “Murderously.”

I grinned. “Sleeping with one eye open these days?”

Francisco scoffed seriously. “You’re assuming I’m sleeping.”

“Oh, c’mon,” I chuckled softly. “Deep down, Ria knows it’s the right decision. She’s carrying the next Benetti heir. She knows that nothing can happen to her.”

Francisco’s black eyes regarded me closely. “Even if she wasn’t carrying the next Benetti heir, she’s my wife,” he replied. “Over my dead body, will I ever let anything happen to her. It’s no secret that I can’t live without your sister.”

Yeah, the entire family knew that Francisco’s been in love with Ria since before he’d even had one hair spring up on his balls, so I didn’t doubt his words one bit.

“Unfortunately, we both know that if she wasn’t pregnant, she’d be strapped from head to toe with every gun that she owned, raiding the streets like a lunatic.”

Yeah, unfortunately for all of us, Ria was fearless. Francisco had a scar that lined his jaw as proof of that. “You’re not wrong.”

Francisco ran his hands through his black hair. “Your sister’s going to be the death of me,” he muttered, and I couldn’t necessarily disagree with the man.

“Just remind her that, even if she weren’t pregnant, her specialty is security,” I said. “She works for Sal, and she’d be behind the scenes anyway.”

“I did,” he replied dryly, surprising me. “She just delivered all the surveillance from the four surrounding blocks of where Renato was gunned down.” He nodded towards the door to his office. “That’s what she was doing in here. So, when I mentioned that surveillance would be what she’d be doing anyways had she not been pregnant, she flipped me off, then stormed out, nearly knocking you down in the process.”

I laughed. “God, I don’t envy you.”

Francisco shook his head as he let out a deep sigh. “Your sister is something else. She really fucking is.”

That was my opening.

“Speaking of sisters...”

Francisco’s back straightened. “Christ, what has Cira done now?”

“Relax,” I told him. “I think now that Ria’s pregnant, her plans to overthrow you have been put to rest.”

Cira was the only daughter of Luca Benetti and not even a full year younger than Francisco. For years, the girl had been trying to plan a revolt to take over the Underboss position, but luckily, she’d always lacked an actual plan that could work.

Francisco sunk back into his chair comfortably. “Okay, so then what did you want to talk about?”

I leaned forward, time to talk business. “Do you really think she’s up for this, Francisco?”

His brows shot upward. “Seriously?”

I nodded. “I know she’s a Benetti, and I know that she can defend herself if needed. However, while the others still spend at least three days a week at the firing range or in combat training, when was the last time you heard of Cira choosing to train over a spa day?” Francisco grimaced a bit. “She’s spoiled, Francisco, and you know it. Even Georgia and Malia train harder than she does.”

“Malia’s got Dante training her to be a mercenary,” he huffed, that one sentence explanation enough for Malia.

“And Georgia?”

“Ciro Mancini is her father,” he pointed out. “Need I say more?”

“C’mon, Francisco,” I drawled out as I leaned back in my chair. “You know what I mean.”

He didn’t say anything for a long moment, but when he finally spoke, it was to ask, “So, not only did I have the privilege of telling my wife that she had to stay on the sidelines, but you also want me to tell my sister the same thing?”

“No matter how powerful Ria is, Cira is still the only Benetti daughter to your father,” I reminded him. “What happens if she gets killed playing warrior?” I could see Francisco digesting my words. “While I have every faith that we can do this, do you really want our fathers stepping in because something happened to Cira? Are you willing to wager your reign on your sister? Because if she gets herself killed, if anything happens to her, they will never hand over the organization to us. You know it, and I know it.”
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