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O

ne would say I’m lucky, if luck is something you believe in. I’m not entirely sure that I believe in luck, but I do believe in mystical shit. I even believe in psychics and things of that nature. I’m also huge on Roman mythology. Being all Italian, it feels natural for me to be curious about it. My family and even some of my friends think I’m a little odd for my fondness for mystical things. I honestly don’t really talk to them about it. It’s okay that it’s not their thing or that they don’t fully understand it. They support me and that’s all that matters. Plus, I have one person I can talk about all of this with, and that would be Maverick. He’s my twin flame, which is very different from a soulmate. 

Our connection isn’t romantic in a sexual sense. We are deeply connected on a spiritual level. We understand each other in a way no one else can understand. It’s like Mav is my other half in a spiritual way. We connect on a level no one else can understand. Mav and I live together, and we definitely enjoy sharing women. However, we both are ready to settle down. I need to have heirs, as it’s expected of me, and I’ve been putting it off for years now. I’m twenty-eight and Mav is twenty-seven. We are closer to our thirties now, so settling down feels like the right move. So, we are just two twin flames looking for our soulmate. 

I met Mav when I was looking for a new business venture. I wanted something that wasn’t my family’s. I love the family business with the Angel of Death Clinic, where we help those with terminal illness go out on their own terms. Assisted suicide is very much illegal in the states, but that doesn’t stop us. My dad, Nico, has a great business mind while my other dad, Anthony, is the one who handles the threats and deaths that are needed when enemies or outside threats come. Our family also has the casino where our home base for the Trinity Alliance which is between the Italians, Irish, and Russians, which I help run the Italian side of things now that my dads are enjoying retirement with my mom who still works as a midwife and runs the Angel clinic, the legal side that helps the community, and the Angel of Death Clinic. I wanted something that was mine. I box with my dads and twin sister, Toni. Sometimes her husband, who is also one of my good friends, Max, will join us. Boxing somehow led me to become interested in wrestling. I became a wrestling manager and that’s how I met Maverick aka Kratos, his stage name. Kratos is the Roman god of war. I go by Jupiter, as he’s Zeus’s equivalent. We use Jupiter and Kratos as names for when we are fucking women. Now, we are simply looking for the one woman that is destined to be our soulmate.

My train of thought wanders to Gypsy, Mav’s mom who also is a psychic. According to the cards she read recently, we will meet our soulmate, and we will know because she will be covered in stars. I don’t know what that means, and neither does Mav. Unfortunately, sometimes the mystic shit doesn’t give you a full answer, and you're stuck trying to interrupt the rest of the damn equation. That’s okay because Mav and I are being patient. His mom’s readings have never been wrong so far, so we aren’t going to doubt her now.

I direct my mind to the meeting I’m about to have with Max and Trey. The three of us run the Trinity Alliance. I run the Italian side, Max runs the Russian side, and Trey runs the Irish side. Trey is also my older cousin. We hold our meetings at the club casino. We bounce around between our three offices. Max always brings coffee and baked goods from my sister's bakery. Toni is a goddess in the kitchen, and I think we all bow down to her culinary skills. 

Today, we are having the meeting in my office. All of our offices are on the same floor and are fairly the same except for a few personal touches. I’m sitting on the dark red leather sectional I have in my office. Trey walks in first carrying the coffees, followed by Max carrying the classic lavender box of Toni and her best friend, Lucy’s, bakery. They set everything down on the dark oak coffee table. I grab my coffee, and open the box to pluck out my giant chocolate almond croissant. They are my favorite, and one of the first things Toni made at my request because chocolate and almonds are one of my favorite combos as well as Mav’s. 

“Just the smell of Toni’s baked goods makes my mouth water.” Trey comments, smelling his apple fritter. 

“My wife is amazing, is she not?” Max questions, taking a sip of his coffee. 

“I think we all can agree Toni is amazing in the kitchen.” I comment. They both nod their heads in agreement as they each take a bite of their chosen baked goods. I also take a bite of my croissant as its flaky, fluffy, sweet chocolate goodness with almonds melts in my mouth. Fuck me, Toni and Lucy are goddesses with their baked goods. 

“So you and Mav have a meeting with the Mexicans tonight or tomorrow night?” Trey inquires.

“Are those fuckers still trying to make it in with us?” Max questions, clearly irritated. 

The Mexicans have been trying to get on the Trinity Alliance's good side since our parents started the alliance. The problem is, they were causing problems with the Russians before they joined the alliance. They also are hugely responsible for sex trafficking in the city, something the alliance is not for. My family owns a burlesque club that doubles as a front for a brothel. Every woman who works for either business, if not both, they work there because they want to. They are also never pushed to do anything they aren’t comfortable with. We take their safety seriously too. The Mexicans don’t share any of those values. 

“Yes, they are, and they are trying a new angle as well by trying to use wrestling as an in. I guess they found out about my wrestling management adventures with Maverick, which isn’t hard for anyone who is associated with the underworld. Anyway, they are wanting to meet with me because they want to get in on what I have going on with the rigged games on the side.” I inform them. 

I do rigged matches, but never when Mav in the ring. That’s his one rule when we agreed on when I started rigged matches. I also take bets on matches for rigged or unrigged matches. It pays to be the bookie, manager, and coach with endless money plus connections at my disposable. The Mexicans wouldn't be the first to approach me about getting in on what I’ve got going on in the wrestling world, but it has to be right for everyone. Getting into business with Mexicans usually only benefits them. They do not have a good track record in, and they didn’t really help themselves with trying to start a turf war with Russians before they joined our alliance. They backed off after, but they have come back on and off over the years to get back in our good graces. Everything they do, and everything they offer, it’s always something we aren’t comfortable with. 

“Are you going to work with them?” Trey inquires. 

“No, I have no intentions of such things. I’m sure that they will do what they always do. Offer us a gift of elaborate measures and offer a deal they damn well know we won’t take. You would think they would have learned to change their tactics by now. Mav and I only agreed to this meeting only to appease them, like we always do. I’m surprised they keep fucking trying at this rate.” I answer honestly before taking a bite from my croissant. 

“They are trying to get into the city, desperately, I might add. Do the meeting, hear them out, tell them you have to discuss it with us, and as always we will tell them no.” Max responds in a bored voice. Sometimes business is boring, it is most of the time. On occasion, it’s interesting and even stressful. 

“That’s essentially the plan.” I concur. 

“Alright, so business is done. Now, on to the real topic. Leo, cuz, I have one heir, Max has got two, and you are at zero. Hell, Shane has two kids. Shane the hitman who is so fucked up from his trauma, we never thought he would find love or a woman who could handle him. Yet, he was married six years ago to the love of his life. I know you got Max as your twin flame, and I’m going to pretend I understand it. What’s the plan, Leo?” Trey redirects the topic to me. I’m not surprised, everyone is on me about it. I’m assuming my parents have recruited Max and Trey to figure out what my intentions are. It was either going to be them or Toni. 

“I know you guys don’t fully understand the twin flame thing. Mav and I are looking for our soulmate. We want to settle down. We are ready. We don’t plan to live a playboy lifestyle forever. We are working on finding our soulmate. Before you give me shit about finding a soulmate, I will remind you that you two as well as Shane are all married to the women you love. Max, you have zero room because you had an arranged marriage with my sister, you had the easiest time of us all. Shane met Rosie when they were kids, so he too had an advantage. Trey, you found Luanne. You all got lucky. I feel like I’m lucky I even found my twin flame. Now, we are searching for our soulmate.” I counter.

I’ve been preparing for this to come up. It has already been mentioned gently by my parents. It was only a matter of time before Max and Trey were sent to investigate further. To be honest, I thought Toni would be the one they'd send, since she can bully information out of anyone. If she wasn’t amazing at making the best baked goods and dishes, I’d say she should be our integrator. She is Anthony’s daughter, after all. Toni and I might be twins, but we don’t share the same dad. We are a rare phenomenon of twins that share the same mom, but different dads. Not that it truly matters whose child is whose biologically. Our dads have never cared. They love all three of us the same. 

“Hey, don’t shoot the messengers. Your mom wants a grand baby from you.” Max defends, putting his hands up, with one hand holding the coffee cup and the other with his half eaten donut. I shake my head at him. 

“I know who it’s coming from. I also know I’m getting close to thirty. I get it. Mav does too. Trust me, we are both eager to find the woman of our dreams.” I contend as I'm over this part of the conversation. 

I am a bit annoyed at them, but I know they are just the messengers. I know that Max, Trey, and the rest of those who care about me want me to be happy. I also understand their concerns about heirs. Toni and Max are done having kids. Trey and Luanne haven’t said if they want more kids yet. It’s not that I don’t want kids, I do, as does Mav. We just believe things happen when they are meant to. It’s true we are eager, but we are also trying to be patient. We know she is coming soon. I’m not going to share that tidbit with them. They won’t get it, and honestly I like having something that is solely Maverick’s and I. I’m very curious what our soulmate will share in common with us. The biggest question as of now is when will she appear?

​Chapter 2
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P

ushing the bench weights above my head and back down to my chest several times until my sets are done. I always do my arms last because they are the easiest to me. I hate doing legs and core, so I do those first. I go by least favorite to my favorite to keep myself motivated because I don’t enjoy working out for fun. I know there are gym buffs who adore working out, and they don’t even necessarily do a sport that they need to work out for. I’ve always been good at sports. With my wide and massive frame, and being a little over six feet tall, I was recruited to play football in middle school and played all through high school. I could have gone pro, but I fucking hated it. I hated every game, every practice, and everything to do with the damn sport. By the time I graduated, I swore I’d never touch another football, and I haven’t. 

After high school, I knew I needed something to do other than working as a bouncer. Even if I was only eighteen, I passed for much older because of my height and body frame. I made a great bouncer, and I can’t say it wasn’t fun. It’s how I was introduced to the underworld of the city. It was a whole new playground for me to have fun with. Over the years, I always worked out because as a bouncer I needed to stay buff. Plus, I love intimidating people with my massive size. I started working at a gym, which I ended up buying off the old owner, who was ready to retire to the southern states. 

A couple of years after taking ownership of the gym, one of my regulars suggested I get into wrestling. I was hesitant at first, since the last sport I got dragged into I loathed with a passion. However, my mom encouraged me to try it, as she said it would lead me to my twin flame and to our soulmate. My mom has never led me astray when she reads my cards. So, I tried it, and as it turns out, beating the shit out of people in a brutal way was far more appealing than throwing a fucking dumbass football. 

My mom was right, I did find my twin flame in Leonardo or Leo as he prefers, which I understand because I tend to go by Mav for short. We both also have our personal nicknames for one another, with Jupiter and Kratos. Kratos is always my wrestling name. Leo is very into his Roman mythology and loves to complain that Greek mythology is overrated. For a while, Leo and I had fun fucking women and living it up. Sexual experiences are heightened with Leo. We may love each other in a platonic way, but sharing a woman is beyond fun, except we both have grown tired of lacking a true connection with the women we fuck. We both are ready for our soulmate. 

We both trust my mom and her card readings. My mom, Gypsy, makes her living off owning  a physic reading and crystal shop along with other various things like incense and sage wraps for burning to chase away the bad spiritual vibes. It took my mom years to build her now thriving business. It was always her and me. My deadbeat dad is still around, and I see him on occasion, but we certainly do not have a relationship. He was hardly around when I was child, and left my mom to fend for herself while raising me. He’s a loser, and I don’t care if I ever see him again. 

My father might be a shitty dad, but Leo had two dads that are great examples for us to follow when we inevitably become fathers ourselves. Leo and I have even used his parents' poly relationship as an example for what we would like ourselves. Our families are very accepting of us and what we want. I’ve even become good friends with Leo’s buddies. Leo and I have also built friendships in the wrestling world. Leo is thinking about taking on another wrestler to manage. Nolan Frances is new to the wrestling world as a former boxer who is looking for something different. He’s not half bad. As much as I enjoy wrestling, I can’t do it forever. I’m going to retire in the next couple of years, make sure I go out on a high note. Leo is wanting to further his managing experience with other wrestlers. He’s good at it, too. He launched my career to new lengths, and I owe a lot of my success to him. Leo has spent the last six years or so learning, plotting, and building his wrestling empire that he shares with me. He focused a lot on the illegal betting and has bookies that work under him now. I think he’s ready to take on more wrestler clients, especially because I’m working toward retirement and will be able to help him train others instead of worrying about my own training. 

Now, just for our soulmate to appear. Leo and I are ready. Our home is desperately needing a female touch to warm it up. Leo and I are over our bachelor pad and are ready to turn it into something more with our soulmate. That’s providing life doesn't throw us a damn curveball or two because it tends to do that. It’s even more intense in the underworld when curveballs happen because you never know what twisted danger comes with said curveball.

​Chapter 3

––––––––

[image: ]


​Ivy

––––––––

[image: ]


B

eing tied up in a trunk is so not how I saw my day going. I was ambushed coming from my yoga class. I go early in the morning so I can avoid a big class. The early morning classes are always sparse, and that’s how I prefer it. Plus, the yoga teacher is good looking. I know he bats for the other team, but that does not stop me from admiring his toned body. I need to get laid soon, which is probably not what I should be thinking about while being abducted by what I’m sure is my brother’s enemy. 

Dean is an amazing older brother. We share the same dad, but have different moms. Dean’s mom lives in the south and that is where Dean lived for a long time until he was a teen, and he started living with Dad and I. There’s about four years between us. I loved it when Dean came to live with us since we would only see each other on holidays and over the sumer. So having him live with us full time was a wish come true. My mom died when I was young, so Dean living far away with his mom probably stung more than it should have. It only added to my happiness when he finally lived with us. Unfortunately or fortunately, I haven’t decided yet, my mom was addicted to drugs, and apparently I was born with the shakes because she couldn't stop even for me. Dad was furious at her and threatened to kick her out every time he caught her smoking crack, but she would go to rehab, causing him to forgive her. It was an endless cycle until she ODed when I was five. It was just Dad and I for a while, but when Dean came to live with us full-time, I felt our family was complete. 

Dad and Dean are part of the outlaw motorcycle club called the Anarchy Devils. Dad was the president until he died about five years ago from a heart attack because he ate like he had nine lives instead of one. I always knew it wouldn't be the violence that sometimes surrounds the club that would kill him. I knew it would be his health, and I was right. Dean was voted in as the next president, and he’s been running the club for the last five years. He’s been working hard to keep the violence away, but sometimes enemies don’t take the fucking hint. I assume that’s why I was taken. I imagine they will ransom me or something along those lines. Yet my main concern is what will they do to me while they hold me hostage. That’s providing the plan isn’t just to kill me and leave my body for Dean to find. 

The car comes to an abrupt halt, causing me to bounce around like a fucking ping-pong ball. Pain seers through my body from being tossed around. The trunk opens and a short, tan man pulls me roughly from the trunk. Another man, a bit taller, takes me and tosses me over his shoulders. The two men speak Spanish as they carry me inside the back door of a house. I listen as they speak back and forth. I know several  languages besides English. Spanish, French, Korean, and Italian as well as some Japanese and Russian. I love languages and find it interesting to learn more. 

I’m tossed on the floor of a living room clouded in smoke from weed and cigarettes. There are four men sitting on the couch in front of me. Four eyes narrow in on me as I try to sit up, but my wrists and ankles are tied with rope. Very itchy, irritating rope. Curse my sensitive skin, I can already feel my eczema flaring under the rope. I finally get seated upright while I take in my surroundings. In the corner, at a dining room table, there are two women packing cocaine in baggies, no doubt meant for the streets. Shit, this is the Mexican mob. This is not good at all. They have been causing trouble in the city for years now. The MC isn’t directly in the city, more the outskirts, but they still have influence in the city. The Mexicans have been causing trouble for the MC. Now, I’m in their grasp. 

“Pretty little bitch. She will do just fine.” One of the men says in English. “Lydia, go get this bitch cleaned up and ready for tonight. The outfit is in the back room.” He directs in Spanish. 

One of the ladies nearby gets up while the two men who carried me in gather me up once more. They carry me to a room before tossing me on the bed. They leave me alone with the woman, shutting the door behind them. The woman begins undoing my ropes before she helps me off the bed. She undresses me, descarding my clothes in a pile nearby. The woman then goes to a dresser pulling out baby wipes and some clothes. The woman says nothing as she cleans me up. She doesn’t even look me in the eye. When she is done cleaning me up she helps into a lace navy blue bralette that has a matching thong and a sheer skirt that's long with slits along the sides that she pulled out of the dresser. I like the outfit, but I’m scared of what it’s going to be for. This is a sexy outfit and that probably means they are going to sell me. Shit sex trafficking. No matter how hard the factions try to keep it out of the city it still snakes it’s way into the underworld. 

“What are they going to do to me?” I ask the woman who is completely ignoring me like I’m already a ghost.

“No hablo inglas.” She replies. Of course. I’m not about to give away the fact I speak Spanish. I let her slip me in strappy silver heels. Once I’m dressed, the ropes go back on my wrists, but not my ankles. My skin is still severely irritated, especially my wrists. The woman helps me back on to the bed and then the two men come back. She leaves, and I worry about what is about to happen. 

Thankfully, nothing happens. They are just guarding me. I don’t know how much time passes, but eventually they carry me out of the house and to a car. I’m stashed in the trunk, which is a bit roomier than the previous trunk they stashed me in. Someone must be in the back seat, no, make that two people. I can hear them chat in Spanish and as I do, I realize I’m to be a gift to a mafia don. While I might be a gift, the end goal is to start a war between a mob and my brother’s MC. From what I gather, they will give me as a gift to this mafia don and then tell my brother he was the one who took me, which should have the desired effect of starting a war. What shit show do I find myself in, and who is the fucking mafia don? I’m starting to wonder if I’m going to make it out of this alive at all. I thought they were going to hold me for ransom, but this is much bigger and more intense than I initially thought. I’m doing my best to hold it together and not let fear rule me. Fear will definitely get me killed. It’s best to keep my wits about me so that I might be able to at least contact Dean, and maybe make it out alive. 

​Chapter 4
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N

ormally, I love walking into Mav’s gym. It’s usually because we are training, or I’m scouting potential people to manage. I’ve been wanting to take on more wrestlers to manage, but I also needed to focus on the Alliance and the business we run. Taking over for my two dads was natural, but it wasn’t easy like I thought it would be. Maybe it was the complication of Max’s dad, Misha, being murdered the day after Toni and Max tied the knot. It certainly made things complex. It’s been eight years since then and while I started managing Mav, it’s finally time to start branching out. 

The meeting with the Mexicans has me dreading the next hour or so. I know I have to play nice and pretend I’m considering their offer. They have been trying to get in with the Alliance for years now, but they messed up when they started messing with Misha. It’s what drove Misha to seek the alliance with the Irish and Italians in the first place. The Mexican mob has been a pain in the ass since then. One thing the Alliance is against is sex trafficking, and the Mexicans are big into that. 
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