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Blurbs




Elena


She is strong and fierce. She runs her family's empire but allows her brother to be the face of the business.


After all it is a man's world, until it's not.


If the famiglia thinks Elena will roll over and let them take everything from her, they better guess again, because she is not that woman.





Marco


The soldier. The one set to protect and serve the famiglia, until she is given to another man.


Can he stand by and watch her marry someone who is not him?


When fate steps in and hands him a gift, he is bound and determined to keep it.





The Power Couple


Elena won't back down to the men in the famiglia. She will stand beside them and be the boss that she was born to be.


Marco will stand behind her and protect her from the evils of their world, but in the bedroom he will rule her body.


Together, they are unstoppable, fierce and on fire.


Take the ride of your life with this couple while they find Punizone and love.











  
  
Introduction




Just a Note 

If you haven't read Lealta and Guerriera please read them first for the best reading experience. The story line evolves from the first book all the way through to the end of book four.  Each book ends in a cliff hanger that rolls right through to the next. 










  
  
Dedication


To all you powerful ladies out there, don't ever let them see you sweat and don't ever give up! 


One day at a time and one step at a time we evolve into what is needed. We evolve into the roles that we want and not the ones we're told to be in.


Keep being bad asses. 


Keep rising up.


Keep shining bright.


Never stop dreaming, believing or hoping.


To my Mom, my constant cheerleader and my strength when I feel like breaking. Life wasn't always easy, nor was it what we had dreamed, but it's ours. Thank you for never giving up on me and for giving me the family I love and wouldn't be able to live without. A Dad who never stops supporting me, loving me and lifting me up when I struggle. Two crazy ass brothers, who would do just about anything for me and their families that have proven to me that I'm never alone in this world. Your struggles will never be forgotten and I will love you forever, just as I know you will love me forever too. Love you Mom.
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Chapter 1




Elena

Not even going to lie. I lost it. After my brother was gunned down, I retreated to my home for a couple of days and just broke. Everywhere I look in the house, I’m reminded of my parents, my brother, and the life that we had. I drink just to numb the pain. Drink to forget everything, including the only person I’ve allowed to see me this way, Marco. 

Curled up in my bed, I let myself cry for everything that has been taken from me. First, my parents were in an accident. We still don’t know whether it was truly an accident or if someone was behind it. My guess is someone was behind it. I was numb when they died. I didn’t have time to grieve because there was a business to run. When I took over, the numbers were down. The business wasn’t profiting the way it should have, so I focused everything I had on that—saving it, and making it turn a profit again.

Walking away from the life I had when I left here, I packed up all my things and moved back home. Alessio stayed the face of the family, so that we could fly undetected, but it pissed me off. Here I was running things, turning a profit, but I couldn’t take credit for it, because the famiglia wouldn’t “appreciate” a woman’s hands in a man’s business.

Alessio was lost without Mom and Dad. To be honest, there were times when I wanted to talk to Mom about Marco and my frustration with the man, but I never did. I never told her about our rides and how he made me feel. Why? Because I’m the daughter of one of the leaders in the famiglia, and he’s a soldier. I didn’t think it would be received well, and I was afraid I’d be married off to someone else. So when Marco didn’t pursue me all those years ago, I left. Left my family, left the business, left my home to make my own life. I talked to them often, missed them all like crazy, but I wouldn’t stay wishing on the stars any longer. I was stronger than that. After all, I was a Bianchi.

Being the strong one sucked after losing Mom and Dad. I tried to get Alessio’s head in the game. Was I hard on him? Yes, but he needed to be the leader he was born to be. He's the head of this family because the famiglia would never entertain a woman running it. Eventually, things fell into place. We were a great team, and we talked about my plans on how to bring the family business back into the black and above. 

The Don had been pleased with the increase in money and the turnaround. Alessio would meet with him to discuss the books and the business. On occasion, the Don would ask him questions that he couldn’t answer, and he’d text me or excuse himself and call me. It wasn’t ideal, but he did what he had to do. He was given some slack because he was Enzo’s best friend, grew up around the Don, and was treated like a part of their family.

But now, losing my brother has broken me. The grief I should have been able to let out when my parents died was out now—the gut-wrenching sobs, the tears, the anger, and the loneliness. On one of the first nights, I drank. Marco didn’t realize I’d already been drinking, and he was spiking my drinks to get me to pass out, so he could let Enzo into the house. He’d come over at his father’s urging because of the “plan”. I knew that it would happen. I knew they’d try to marry me off now and take my family’s business from me. What could I do? How could I fight the Don?

Turning to the bottle for a few nights, I let myself be weak, begging Marco to touch me. I wanted and needed to feel connected to the one man I had craved for too many years. Seeing him now made all those feelings come back. Seeing him made me feel alone, and yet not, all at the same time. Lying in bed those couple of nights, I allowed my grief to take over, and he’d come and sit with me. At first, he didn’t speak. He was just the soldier he was supposed to be, but then he softened. 

“Elena, please stop crying,” he pleaded with me.

“Why? What is left, Marco? What does it matter if I never leave this room again? Huh? My family is gone. My brother, Alessio, is gone. My family’s business will soon be gone, and I’m alone. Completely alone,” I cry to him.

“I’m so sorry, Elena. Tell me what I can do? Just please stop crying. I hate seeing you this way.” Marco spoke to me in his low, soft voice. The one I’d gotten to know over the years. But my emotions were running high, and although I wish I could, they weren’t something I could turn on and off like a faucet. Having his hand on my back helped to anchor me, keeping me from completely drifting off.

Sitting up, I met his eyes and said, “Kiss me, Marco. Make it all go away. Take the pain of the loss away. Help me forget for a while.” Putting my hand on his face, I leaned in, but he pushed me away.

“No, Elena. You’ve been drinking. I’m not doing that. I won’t ruin you for one night of an alcohol-fueled request.”

“Fuck you, Marco. It’s not an alcohol-fueled request. It’s me, Street Racer, asking you, hell on wheels, to finally take what we both want. I want the aching to stop. I want to feel something other than pain. I want you to ruin me for any other man. I want to remember this for eternity. Please, Marco,” I begged him.

I let the tears roll down my face for him to see. Only him. The only person I trusted to see me this way. The only person I showed my pain in this way. How I wanted this man. How I needed him to be my comfort in this moment, but instead, he pushed me away, again.

“Elena, I can’t. This. Us. It wasn’t meant to be. You are now the head of the Bianchi family. I am still just a soldier,” he stated.

Those words broke something inside of me, and I pushed him off my bed. I rose to my knees on the bed and wobbled slightly. He was standing before me and reached out to keep me from falling, but I slapped his hands away. 

“Don’t even think about touching me. Don’t use our stations within the famiglia to push me away. Be a coward.” Tears rolled down my face as I yelled at him. “You’re right. I am the head of the Bianchi family, and I’ll go down as such. I won’t let this break me. I won’t. My father would want me to run this business, not someone I am forced to marry. He’d want our blood running it. You want to stay in your lane and be a soldier, then fine. Don’t ever touch me again. Don’t come running to ‘save me.’” I air-quote those last two words. “Because I don’t need saving, Marco. I’ll save my damn self. What I need is a man. A man to stand up and not hide behind his station in life. You want to know why I hid myself from you? This. This right here is why. Because you are not man enough to take what is right in front of you. What he wants, what he craves. Even when it’s being offered up for the taking. Just fuck off, Marco. Get out.” I lay back on the bed and allow myself one more time to break for something else that I’ve lost. Marco.

Marco didn’t speak. He didn’t move to comfort me, and he walked out of my room much like he had let me exit his so many years ago. Lying in bed, allowing myself to cry and be angry, I realized that as much as I wanted to just curl up here and die, I couldn’t. I had a duty as the head of my family to make sure no one stole what was ours. I had a duty to Mom, Dad, and especially Alessio to run this family business and fight for it. I had a purpose again. Fuck Marco, the Don, and all the men in the famiglia who think I can’t stand on my own and be powerful because I wasn’t a man. Even if I were forced to marry Enzo, I’d stand on my own and still put my hands in my family’s business. I wasn’t some trophy wife, and they’d all be sorry they underestimated me. Because I would never underestimate myself.

Morning comes as it always does. I put on some workout clothes, go to the gym in the house, and warm up with a round on the elliptical. I hear the door to the gym open, but I don’t even look. I know it’s him. I know. The room is charged. There is no explaining what I feel when Marco is near. It’s like he’s touching all of me with his hands, but only his eyes are on me. I can feel him assessing me as no one else has ever done. I hear the words in his throat that won’t ever be spoken, and if I were to look at him, I’d see the questions in his eyes. Don’t look, Elena, don’t look, I tell myself.

Moving to the heavy bag that hangs in our gym to take some frustration out on, I wrap my hands and put on the gloves. When I get one on, Marco steps up to help me put the other on. Then he takes place behind the bag while I strike it. I’m only a few hits in when Marco speaks. “Elena—”

Growling out of anger, I tell him, “Do not speak to me. You said it all last night. No more.”

Before he can say anything else, Enzo walks into the gym. “Elena, we need to talk about this.”

Stopping what I’m doing, I look at Enzo and say, “Hold the bag. Marco, you may leave.”

Enzo and I don’t say anything at first, but after I hit the bag a few times, he says, “This isn’t my doing, Elena. I know that you’re the brains behind the family business. Alessio confided in me. I don’t want this, but it’s what is being demanded of me.”

After a few more hits to the bag, I stop and look at Enzo. I never hated Enzo. We just always had a volatile relationship, because I thought he didn’t take his station seriously, and I thought one day he’d get Alessio in trouble or killed. I can’t blame him for Alessio’s death. I blame the life. Life in the Mafia isn’t soft. It isn’t forgiving, and there is always someone who wants the power that someone else has earned. 

Enzo meets my eyes and says, “If we are forced to do this, we can make it work. I’ll continue as you did with Alessio. You run your family’s business. I’ll keep learning from my dad about mine. Eventually, we could be happy, don’t you think, Elena?”

Staring at Enzo, I state, “I’ll never be happy married to a man I don’t love, Enzo. I’ll never be happy living a lie as I have been. I’ve run my family’s business well. I’m making more profit than ever before. That should speak for my business sense. But the fact that I’m not a man is what speaks the loudest.”

With that, I pull one glove off my hand, then the other. I take the tape off my hands and walk away silently, holding my head up high because I spoke the truth to him. He knows it, we’ll never be happy together. I am no longer broken. I am Elena-fucking-Bianchi, and I have a business to run.








  
  
Chapter 2




Enzo

Alessio always bragged about his sister. How awesome she is, how smart, and even if he didn’t tell her, how beautiful she is. I’d listen to him and long for my big brother. Losing him while I was too young to really know what it was like to have an older sibling made it easier, but I still remember him. Hearing Alessio brag about Elena made me miss my brother Matteo more. 

Elena has always been tough as nails. She looked after Alessio even before their parents died. She never seemed to like me much, but then again, she would cross words with me. We’d verbally spar, and when Alessio and I worked out in their home gym, she’d physically spar with us. Both of us. She wasn’t one to be messed with. Tough, strong, and smart even in the ring. Yes, they had a boxing ring in their gym. Their dad loved boxing. Kept him fit, and when they weren’t using it, the soldiers were encouraged to use it.

Alessio took the brunt of her force. She pushed him hard. She would let him and me spar. Elena would always be coaching until she’d had enough of our “dicking around,” as she liked to call it. She’d jump in the ring and tell me to plant my ass and learn. She’d take over sparring with Alessio. She didn’t give an inch in the ring with Alessio until he told her enough. Then I’d jump in, and Elena and I would spar. I’d like to say I went easy on her, but honestly, other than not throwing at full force, she would more often than not beat my ass. 

He had a right to brag about his sister. She is amazing, and he was right. She is beautiful. Her being older than me didn’t make her any less attractive, but her being my best friend’s older sister made her hands off. Did I dislike her? Not even a little, but she wasn’t the woman for me either. Too strong-willed, too hard-edged. I like a strong woman, but not Elena strong. She’s almost as scary as my mom sometimes.

One time, Alessio confided in me that he’d heard her cry at night after they lost their mom and dad, but she’d never break in front of him. She held it all together for him. He didn’t know how she managed because it was hard for him to lose them. He’d told me that once he said to her, “Don’t you miss Mom and Dad? Aren’t you angry? Do you not feel anything, Elena?”

I’ll never forget what Alessio said about Elena’s response. He’d told me she looked at him and said, “Yes, I miss them. Hell yeah, I’m angry, but I don’t have time for feelings, Alessio. There is a business to run, and if we both fall, then the business does too. This world we live in is not for the weak. If you’re not tough, if you let your weakness show through the cracks, someone will reach in and pull your walls down around you and walk over the concrete that threatens to bury you. Is that what you want?”

Those words she’d told him were not meant to be harsh. They were the truth. Our world is that way. One minuscule act of weakness and you’re finished. In some ways, Elena has trained me to be harder. Hearing those words from someone other than my dad made me grow a bigger set of balls. It made me understand why my dad wasn’t a throw-a-baseball-in-the-backyard kind of dad. Instead, he was a let’s-throw-punches-and-run-numbers kind of dad.

I don’t resent it because he’s preparing me for the hurdles ahead. He’s protecting me from the piranhas of this world, shaping me for this life. My life has been one of empowerment, wealth, and even though some wouldn’t believe it, love. My family shows love and affection to one another, but it’s not openly shared, as with Elena and Alessio. 

Alessio wished at times that Elena were softer, but he understood she couldn’t be. She had to be tough for him, strong for the family, and, as a woman, harsher than any man. Being raised by a badass, strong woman, I understood her. I just wish I could be what she needed, someone she felt safe enough with to let out her emotions to. I wanted to honor my friend and be there to take care of her, but she wouldn’t allow it.

When it was time to face off with my dad, I told him this wasn’t what would make either of us happy, but as it is with the Mafia, it didn’t matter. We were to be married, and that was the end. Or was it? 

There were times in this life when you had to grow a bigger set of balls than you ever imagined and stand your ground. I’ll play my part, but when push comes to shove, I’ll make sure Elena gets what she deserves. Why? Because she was my best friend’s sister and in many ways, I owed her for the lessons she’d taught me. Never once have I seen her cry or break down. Head held high, her beauty and strength are always present. She’s a queen in her own right, and I have no justification to take that from her. It’s time to move the chessboard. Time to make the moves that need to be made to preserve the famiglia.








  
  
Chapter 3




Elena

Afew days before the wedding, thoughts run through my head—my parents are dead, my brother is dead, and I’m marrying a man I don’t want. I’m going to be running my family’s business the way I’ve been—secretly—and I have to stand in front of God and the whole damn famiglia and swear to love, honor, and cherish one man, while wishing I was staring into the eyes of another that makes my blood run hot. How did I get here?

When the women took me shopping, I bought a dress that I know will knock him on his ass. No, not my future husband, but the man I’ve wanted for six years. The man I rode with but never really let see me. I talked with him. I watched him, but I never fully allowed him access to who I was. I figured if he was truly interested, he’d seek me out. He’s a smart man—head of security for Tomas Esposito now. He should be able to figure it out, right? Wrong.

Whatever. I won’t chase him. After Alessio was gunned down, he came and took me home on my bike and stayed with me. When he helped me to bed that first night, I kissed him. I remember the kiss because it was electric. 

After we had our words, he stepped lightly around me, but he stayed. He still hasn’t left my side or left me unprotected. That meant something, right?

Marco is infuriating. He is the epitome of tall, dark, and fucking slam-dunk gorgeous. He is tall, broad-shouldered, with muscles upon muscles on his arms, thighs, and chest. I got to feel them on the bike more than once. But it was the chocolate pools—most people called eyes—that pulled me in. When he met my gaze, I melted, and when he’d take his helmet off after a ride, and his dark locks were all matted and sweaty, I wanted to run my fingers through them and tug him to me.

After a few years of the monthly rides, I was tired of wondering what his hair felt like. I reached up, ran my fingers through it, and combed it out for him. My helmet was still in place, and he had met my eyes and said, “Why do you never take off your helmet?”

While running my fingers through his hair, I asked, “Why have you not pursued me?”

He smirked and responded, “Because I don’t know if you’re really interested since you’ve never even told me your name.”

“Does it matter? I mean, why do you need to know my family name to pursue me? Are you attracted to me, Marco? Do you want to see me again, besides next month’s ride?” I asked him.

“You know I do, Street Racer.” He smiled.

Laughing, I said, “Silly nickname you gave me. I am hardly a speed demon.”

“Well, when you won’t tell me your name, I need to call you something,” he responded.

Running my hand down his cheek, I slapped it lightly and said, “One day you’ll grow a set of balls and figure it out, but until then, for your sake, I hope I stay single.” I winked at him and got on my bike to ride home.

The man was so damn infuriating. We had talks here and there—just little glimpses of who we were behind our helmets and bikes—but he still never once tried to figure out who I was. At least, if he did, he never admitted to knowing who I was.

Now it’s the night before my wedding, and I hear someone outside my bedroom door. There’s a thump against it, and I go to the door and wait. I hear his voice say, “It was always you behind the mask, Elena. Why wouldn’t you tell me? Why did you hide from me? Were you ashamed, knowing I was just a soldier to the family? Someone not nearly worthy of you.”

Resting my forehead against the door, I say, “I was never ashamed of you, Marco. I just want to be loved for who I am, not for who my family is or for the empire that they hold. I want a man who’ll fight for me, who will stand up for me. Can you be that man?”

No more words are said. I only hear retreating footsteps from the other side of the door. Moving back to my bed, I say, “Coward. Who needs your hot-as-fuck body or your chocolate-brown eyes? I sigh and grab my rose pleasure giver and make myself come twice while envisioning one man and the things I want him to do to me to make me come like my silicone clit sucker can. Only I think he would ruin me for any sexual pleasure devices and any other man. Yes, I believe Marco D’Alessandro would crush my fantasies into tiny bits while he blew my mind in the bedroom.

“Fuck. My. Life.” I moan as I let the last orgasm roll through my body.


      [image: ]Morning comes too quickly, and I am awoken by a knock on my door and the door flying open. This is exactly why I didn’t want to spend the night here at Tomas and Isabella’s home, but the Don felt it was best, since the wedding would be held here and we needed all the security together to protect the famiglia.

“Good morning, future Mrs. Costa. Are you ready for your big day?” Isabella sing-songs as she walks into the room.

Groaning and rolling my half-open eyes at her, I say, “Not even close, but what choice do I have?”

She smiles and says, “Enzo isn’t bad. He’s a good guy underneath the whole ‘bad boy’ persona he puts forth. I hated him myself for a long time, but now, I see the real him. He trusts me to show that to me. Soon, you’ll trust one another, too. He’ll never hurt you, Elena. He’s a good man.”

Getting out of bed, I move to the bathroom to shower and say, “I’ll shower, then I’ll be ready to get glammed up.”

Not wanting to talk about Enzo, I close the door and hope she’ll leave me in peace for a bit longer.

Showering under the hot spray of the shower in one of Tomas’s guestrooms, I imagine that I’ll eventually adjust to being married to Enzo, but it will take some time. I know Enzo isn’t a bad man. My brother sang his praises often enough. He thought he hung the moon. He told me all their shenanigans, and he told me how Enzo helped him through our parents’ deaths. It hurt me to know that Alessio went to Enzo to talk to him, not to me, but I am grateful to Enzo for helping my brother during that time. I know I was hard on my brother, but I was that way for his own good. He, after all, was the head of our family, even if I was pulling the strings.
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