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A certain Renaissance philosopher once boiled success down to two ingredients: 

A plan and the patience to let opportunity knock before you burst through the door. Skip the prep, or fail to spot the chance, and you’ll just be pacing the hallway, wondering where the exit is.

That nugget of wisdom speaks directly to this story and to my own misadventures. Think about it: 

How many times do we polish our strategy, assume all systems are go, then hurl ourselves into action—only to discover we’ve either misread the moment or simply weren’t as ready as we thought? 

Or worse, we fine-tune every detail and still watch the golden ticket disappear. 

Was the window ever open? 

What even counts as ready, and when is a door truly ajar?

Writing a novel illustrates the point perfectly. You can research until your eyes cross, draft sentences until your keyboard melts, revise chapters ad infinitum and still end up with stories languishing unseen on your hard drive. That manuscript is no different from a dusty box of old gear in the closet - full of potential, yet utterly useless unless you open it up for the world. 

Claiming you waited forever for the perfect moment sounds more like a convenient excuse than a strategy.

Real authors write because they’re possessed by the urge to create because every sight, every snippet of conversation, triggers a cinematic spectacle in the head. Personally, I’ve got my own multiplex up there, complete with popcorn machines. 

The greatest thrill? 

Knowing you’ve riveted someone else maybe even brightened their day. Sure, critics exist to rain on your parade, but hey, even storms teach you how to dance.

Now, speaking of legal lightning bolts: 

Can you drop real brand names into your fiction? 

The internet spins a web of conflicting advice, but not all of it holds up in a courtroom. If you treat trademark law like a casual suggestion, you’re inviting an authorial hit squad. 

I won’t bore you with statutes here, but rest assured you’ll spot real musicians and their chart-toppers in these pages, alongside entirely made-up brands. Mentioning a song title is a-OK, copyright-wise—it’s like humming a tune in public. 

But slap someone else’s trademark on your work without a nod, and you’ve basically given them the keys to your reputation-burglar’s getaway car.

That’s why I created my own fictional label. No legal landmines, no cease-and-desist squadrons, just a bit of playful invention. 

And if you recognize the real-world inspiration behind each one? Well, consider it a literary Easter egg hunt. Enjoy!

Here is a short list of fictional brands in this book:



	
	



	Guardian Lux

	It´s a large SUV




	Escadrive

	It´s a huge, luxurious SUV




	Bravetta 97

	It´s a 9mm pistol




	Weapington 100

	It´s a rifle




	ZIP Saulka 775

	
It´s a 9mm pistol
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For the majority of individuals, silence is a challenging concept to accept. Nevertheless, silence can be the most exquisite music for our ears, bodies, and minds. Nevertheless, the creation of a novel is not invariably accompanied by a hushed atmosphere, devoid of all but the sound of typing.

Many scenes require the right vibes, and it's essential to set the mood accordingly. The characters are brought to life by music while writing. Sometimes it even provides inspiration for a surprising twist in the story, which can help the author develop a more compelling narrative.

The following artists provided particular inspiration for the writing of EVER THINE:


	Billie Eilish


	Pattie Page


	Becky Hill


	Franky Wah


	Samm Henshaw


	Kove


	Technimatic


	Tame Impala


	The Caretaker
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All song titles and artists mentioned in this book are subject to the exclusive rights of these artists.

The world is more connected and digital than ever. This gives me, as an author, the chance to provide a soundtrack to the book. Do you want to delve deeply into the story? Then, enjoy the music that accompanies the story via the attached link:

––––––––
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soundcloud.com/norabellehart/
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In the heart of the cold, 

as the snow swirls all around me,

his words echo in my ears: 

Run, baby, run! 

It´s only just begun!

Isabella isn't expected to escape or survive the night. 

She was trapped, and then hunted for a reason.

But then he suddenly appears. DANTE

Calm.

Controlled.

And wow, that voice!

He is the boss of the mob, thanks to his mortal business. 

Everything is about loyalty and strategy.

He doesn't just want a simple thank you. 

You can't say 'no' to someone like Dante!

Isabella's safety comes at a cost. 

One she isn't prepared to pay.

For Dante it is definitely all in! 

One way or another.

The more Isabella finds out about the man behind the suits and his demanding ways, the more she realises that there's something no one else knows. He protects what is his. And somehow, she's become his.

In a world where power, secrets and family ties are the most important things, love might be the biggest risk of all.

Ever Thine is the first book in the EVER VOW series. And the next books in the series pick up right where this one left off..
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​Dante
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Where on earth 

is the woman of my dreams?

––––––––
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Out of everyone on this planet, I'm the only one who ever thinks about death or funerals on purpose. On a daily basis. I am known as Dante Carlotti. My job is to bury people. Whether it is lawful or illicit, it is a matter of perspective. Although the illegal burials are more fun. Moreover, they generate additional revenue. My father used to say that there are plenty of people who want to put someone in the ground. Everyone can dig a crave. Doing it without anyone noticing is art ! My father was right about that. I am probably an artist of my own. 

No one would ever suspect what my job actually looks like. There is so much administrative work you would never assume what my real job is about. Today ends with countless pieces of information from presentations, debates about commissions, proposals for branch openings, and negotiations about suitable times for contract killings. Max, my best friend and lawyer, tugs exhaustedly at his tie. The day wore him out more than it did me. It’s another day, he once again became privy to particulars that, in his capacity as an attorney, he neither desires to comprehend nor is able to or wishes to deliberate from a legal vantage point. Because he's having a hard time dealing with all the illegal information, we're currently sitting at the bar at Cicero. The first glass of whiskey eases the tension of the day. The second glass is intended solely for the purpose of pure enjoyment.

All the top dogs of the area are regulars at Cicero. Some would call it a gentlemen’s club. I beg do differ. Nothing is gentlemanly as soon as you start going upstairs. Here on the ground floor, there is a restaurant, a bar, and a salon, where heavenly tranquility usually reigns. On the two floors above, there are no limits to the sexual preferences of the club members. Hostesses selected and employed by the club are available for this kind of amusement. 

Nevertheless, it does occasionally occur that one or two bored spouses of members venture in here. Then Cicero metamorphoses into a swingers' club. On days like these, I prefer to stay away from the club. Swinger clubs are just not my cup of tea. I have different tastes. 

Unfortunately,, luck seems to be conspiring against me. The door to the bar opens and Eva Lombardi enters the room. She spotts me right away. Of course! I close my eyes to stay calm. Eva walks towards me, her hips swaying.

"You have got to be kidding me,” I mutter, my patience hanging by a thread.

Max looks up from his glass to grasp my meaning. The moment he sees Eva, he reaches out and gives me a shoulder pat, laughing somewhat apologetically. The men in the room stretch their necks, eager to catch Eva's attention. Yet again, Eva has chosen me as the object of her desire. It isn't the first time this happens. She's been pursuing me for months, and I'm tired of it. There isn't a logical reason for her advances. Eva is the spouse of Silvio Lombardi, another mobster and prominent figure in our circles.

Silvio's got it all—good looks, money, and power—and he's head over heels for his wife. But Silvio does not like betrayal or public humiliation. His wife's advances within the club walls are testing his patience to the limit, and he is already finding it difficult to cope. There is always jostling for positions within the individual ranks of our circles. I do my best to steer clear of this jostling in every direction. 

Life is easier when everyone needs and appreciates me equally. That was one of the reasons I finally talked to Silvio about his wife’s advances. Our dialogue concluded with an agreement that will undoubtedly be executed this evening.

"Dante, I had hoped to find you here." Eva murmurs in my ear as she nestles her body against mine.

"For what reason?" I ask her with a dismissive look.

She pouts, and then she starts tracing circles on my glass with her index finger. "You look so tense. Maybe you should release some pressure...."

I laugh ironically and retort, "The stress is situational.."

"Sounds it’s kind of positive stress then." she says, starting to stroke my arm.

A lot of guys out there are into the whole dream woman thing. For them, Eva would be the ultimate. She is pretty in her own way, if you like big, fake tits, a lot of curves, blonde hair, and a face that has been changed by the hands of a beauty doc. I don't find any of these things appealing or arousing. But my dislike of her is topped by Eva's talkativeness. Even if she were tied naked to my body, my dick would not budge an inch.

"I reserved room five for us," she suddenly murmurs into my ear. 

I'm not sure what she's implying. I've never been to room five. If any my preferences are for the second floor of this establishment.

After taking a deep breath, I slide off my bar stool, much to Max's surprise but to her delight. 

"Don't wait on me," I say to Max. 

His nod a silent goodbye.

With one hand on Eva's upper arm, I lead her out of the bar and up to the first floor. On the stairs, she starts to talk staccato and with a lot of excitement about how much she is looking forward to the night with me. She's positive I'm gonna love her surprise. Eagerly, she opens the door marked number five. 

My mood plummets to rock bottom. A gyn chair has been placed in the room, which makes it very clear what Eva is into. With swaying hips, she walks over to the chair and glances over her shoulder at me. 

"Dr. Carlotti, there's such a nasty, burning sensation between my legs. You are exactly the cure..."

This woman has some nerve. Frustrated, I close my eyes for a moment to collect myself. Before Eva knows it, I grab her by her upper arm again and drag her out of the room. She starts to protest.

"Change of plans," I say through clenched teeth. 

I roughly shove Eva Lombardi up the staircase towards room number 20.

"Wasn't that your brother?" she asks, as a man disappears into the last room down the hall.

I briefly wondered about that myself. But first of all, I have my hands full with Eva right now, and secondly, I don't get involved in my brother's sex life. Opening the door to room twenty I push Eva roughly inside. 

At a first glance, the room seems unremarkable. It is equipped with a bed and two dressers. But the details here are very important if you know what the rings and eyelets attached to the bed are used for. Not to mention the contents of the cabinets drawers. 

Eva shoots me a look full of disappointment and confusion. Her expression is almost funny. This woman has no clue about me or my sexual preferences.

I lean against the closed door, my hands sliding into my pants pockets, and quietly command, "Strip."

Her face brightens with a smile. Hopefully she starts a striptease right in front of me.

Before she can get the idea to come too close to me, I order her "Lie on your back. Hands above your head."

More than willing, she does what I tell her to do and lolls seductively in the sheets. I go over to the dressers to look in the drawers for what I need next. With three sisal ropes in hand, I turn back to the bed. This will be the most memorable experience of her life. 

Eva's eyes widen when she sees what awaits her. Still full of excitement and less out of fear. She is about to literally burn her skin on me. I quickly tie her wrists to the headboard with the first rope. The next focus is on her legs. Eventually, she's lying spread eagled in front of me, completely tied to the bed..

"Have I been naughty?" she inquires lasciviously but eagerly. 

She doesn't get an answer from me. Instead, I reach for two latex gloves from the drawer and don them on my hands in a dramatic fashion. I don't want to touch her skin with my bare fingers at all.

Eva licks her lips. "I knew you love to play doctor."

I reach into the drawer again, next into the small container on the cabinet.

"Stop talking. Not a single word. Not a peep. Understood?" I order sternly.

With her lower lip between her teeth, she nods eagerly.

I place an ice cube directly over her right aureole. Her nipple instantly becomes erect and I put a clamp on it. Eva, excited, bends her upper body towards me. I repeat the procedure on her left boob.

"Oh, my God, that feels so good," she gasps.

I toss the ice cube into the trash can and simply observe her silently for several minutes. Regardless of what I do or don't do, Eva's excitement simply increases.

"Gee, it was worth the wait," she utters to me.

I shake my head in disgust. "We’ve reached the decision phase,” I say. "Option one: you stop talking. Option two: I assist you with that.”

She beams at me but utters no more. I take three metal vaginal balls out of the drawer and place them in front of her pelvis. Her arousal is clearly visible between her legs by now. I place the first cool metal ball between her thighs and smirk. 

"Let’s see,” I murmur, "if you’ve truly earned that good-girl reputation.”

I am irritated when I notice that she is literally sucking in the ball. The second and third balls vanish in a similar fashion. Instead of using my fingers, I use a dildo to push the balls deep inside her. Eva lifts her pelvis toward me, drunk with pleasure. But then I pull the dildo out of her. Its destination is the trash can along with the gloves. 

Instead of carrying on giving her pleasure, my hand reaches into the inside pocket of my suit jacket. I take out my smartphone. Scrolling through the contacts till I find the right one and hit call.

"It’s me, Dante.” I pause, listening. "Hm-hmm... yes..... No, everything’s ready, just like we discussed.” 

I hear a short reply and finish the call, "Okay, thanks. See you soon.”

"Oh my God, a threesome?" Eva's excitement seems to know no limits. My patience does.

I grab her panties and order, "Open your mouth."

She dutifully parts her lips and I shove the lacy garment between them. The air is filled with an instant and profound silence. I start relaxing. Now that I'm at ease, I lean against the cabinet and start scrolling through my emails on my smartphone. Eva grows increasingly impatient as I become more relaxed. 

With every movement, she notices how quickly she is burning herself on the ropes. The balls inside her, on the other hand, further fuel her desire. Eva is on fire, in every sense of the word. After ten minutes, the door opens, and Silvio Lombardi appears in the doorway. Eva nearly collapses, her eyes bulge, and she jerks violently at her restraints.

"Your wife loves to play a doctor’s game, today," I inform Silvio in a neutral tone and add with a wink. "I think she needs your expert help to remove the three balls from inside her." 

We exchange knowing glances, and Silvio gestures his gratitude with a pat on my shoulder. "Thank you, Dante. I owe you one."

Without another glance at Eva, I quickly leave the room.  Leaving for the stairs, I hear some screams in the distance of the hallway. The sounds are not ones of pleasure, but of pain. But I'm too worn out today to walk to the end of the hallway and see what's happening there or if someone needs my help. 

Igor, my consigliere, is waiting outside the club in my Escadrive to drive me straight back home. After days like this, I'm looking forward to my warm soft bed. Especially in weather conditions like these. A blizzard is causing chaos in our area. Thank God we don't have far to go.

I alway love the moment when my house comes into view. Igor steers the large car through the gate, but the heavy snowfall obscures the sight. Calling this house my own is the result of my hard work. And I truly love it, inside and out. It is a well-built, spacious house with twenty large rooms that houses almost everything that is important to me.

Nowadays, everyone needs a penthouse or a loft. Or a house by the ocean. If they can't afford a house in the Hamptons, that's the next best thing. I mean, it's not like I don't own a house by the sea or anything. But I only stay at the family estate at Cape Cod on special occasions. 

I don't have found the right woman yet to move in with, and I'm starting to think that maybe I never will.

My brother, my mother, and the organization are leaving no stone unturned in their efforts to change this situation. It's not always easy to reject a woman who is presented to me as an ideal candidate. It’s always about alliances. These alliances are supposed to strengthen families and ranks. But I can't imagine being contractually bound to a woman for the rest of my life if I don't feel anything for her. 

Just a week ago, my brother introduced me to Angelina De Luca as a new bridal candidate. Her father, Vito De Luca, runs a restaurant chain that many mobsters use as a safe place for illegal business and money laundering. Vito  couldn’t stop praising his daughter to me. Perhaps he was anticipating that I would overlook the fact that he seeks to interfere in my business affairs and climb the hierarchical ladder through new business opportunities.

Angelina scarcely uttered a word during the meeting. The root of this behavior is unclear. Maybe it’s because of  her young age of twenty-two. But maybe that’s her personality. However, a woman who withdraws to such an extent that I get the impression she isn't even really present won't survive long by my side. My brother, on the other hand, kept telling me that Angelina was the right woman for me. 

After the meeting ended, everyone left with a draft contract and a decision that had been pushed back to a later date. But I've already made my decision, though, and now I just need to find a diplomatic way to present it.

I'm also curious about my brother's strong preference for Angelina as my wife. Instead of arranging a marriage for me, I might turn the tables and offer my brother to Vito to marry her. The thought alone puts a very smug smile on my face. I'll find a wife for myself. I have faith in the expression while there's life, there's hope. Or let me rephrase that while women are part of this world, there is hope. At least for me.

As long as I am on my own, the enjoyment I get from my house in the country, surrounded by woods and with plenty of distance to the nearest neighbors, is invaluable. 

This is a house with history. Erected circa 1880, it formerly functioned as the summer retreat of a prominent industrialist. The red bricks contrast beautifully with the white windows, columns, and balustrades, creating a visually stunning and harmonious architectural ensemble. The outbuildings on either side of the house are miniature versions of the main house. While the house has two floors and an attic, the outbuildings only have a ground floor and attic. Or rather, I had them converted. What used to be stables and workshops now houses a small hospital, garages for various vehicles, my illegal business headquarters, and apartments for my men.

I really want to hear the laughter of children in my home, but obviously I have to be proactive in my search for the right woman who would fit in here or in Osterville. There are a lot of women outside the organization who would give anything to have my name, my power, and my money. But I'm not looking for a beautiful woman who will just cling to me like an arm candy or who hopes to hit the jackpot in a divorce settlement. 

My life is full of risks, and that affects my family too. The woman I'm looking for has to be made of thick skin.

The inevitable reality is that life is finite. Some people die of natural causes, while others do not. Especially not when I get involved. But while the former receive a dignified burial, the latter mysteriously disappear as soon as I am called. The demand for my services within the American mafia is not exactly small.

My father carefully built up the Carlotti funeral empire. After his death, I expanded it even more carefully. In each and every state, there are franchise branches that are legally permitted to offer funeral services under the name Carlotti. In addition, I now have at least five branches in each state for the conducting of my less legal business.

This doesn't sit well with the official authorities, other undertakers, or some mafia bosses. Although they depend on me, I am a thorn in the side of some of them. My family lives in constant danger of becoming the target of their power games or envy. 

My sister Christina thought she could escape all this by moving to another country. The irony of the story is that she fell in love with one of the most prominent mafiosi in Italy. She is now married to him, and their first child is on the way.

My little brother Mario, on the other hand, is all about that risky life. Unlike my own tendency towards precaution, he has a passion for reckless exploits and often engages in activities without any careful planning. And, let's be real, it usually doesn't end well for him. I have decided to keep him out of the loop when it comes to major business decisions, out of concern for his safety and my own. 

Amidst challenging situations, my dad found the ideal woman to be by his side. I'm keeping my fingers crossed for a similar outcome. Moreover, I have the hope of meeting my wife under better circumstances than my father met my mother. There are too many days when I feel enormously lonely. 

Don't get me wrong, though — I do love the isolation of my home. For some people living isolated and being lonely are different concepts. 

I can't help but think of a quote from Machiavelli. Outward appearances rarely reveal anything about a person's inner self, and it is often said that you can't judge a book by its cover. The perception of me by the outside world is largely shaped by rumors and appearances, rather than reality. I am looking for a woman who is interested in me as a person, rather than my money or looks. 

Someone who is willing to do whatever it takes for her family. Just like me.
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Hurt claws through me, the cold bites deep... 

Run baby, run! It´s only just begun.

––––––––
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My head feels entirely blank, my body throbs with agony and an excruciating pain is spreading throughout my body. It is pitch black around me, and I am curled up on a rock-hard surface. I slowly try to sit up, which is rewarded with a dizzy feeling in my head. My eyes gradually adapt to the absence of light. After blinking a few times, I feel like I can see a little less blurry with each blink. 

"Breathe. Focus. Pay attention to the sounds around you." The instructions rush through my head automatically, without me being able to say where they come from. However, as soon as I begin to breathe slowly and focus my senses, my heartbeat slows down.

A monotonous noise and a slight swaying of my surroundings are accompanied by men's voices. I'm in a car, I guess. Most likely a van. When I glance in the opposite direction from where the voices are sounding, I can make out a faint light. The windows of the van must be covered with foil. I slowly run my hands over my body and frown. I'm practically naked, just wearing a bathrobe. My fingers find all the places that hurt. From what my fingers feel and my pain reveals, I'm probably covered in bruises from head to toe.

This is bad.

Worse than bad

My heart is racing again. I need to get out of here! Carefully, so as not to make any noise, I crawl towards the double doors at the end of the van. My fingers run over the doors, hoping to find a lock. But there's nothing. Out of nowhere, a bright flash of light blinds me. I squint, but when I open them again, the light is still there. Another car appears behind the one I'm in. Its headlights have blinded me through the slightly peeled-off foil on the windows as the car gets closer and starts to overtake us. The lights are disappearing from my field of vision. I can clearly hear the other car driving next to us. The loud sound of its engine and its tires on the road. 

Hold on tightly!, my head whispers. As if guided by a sixth sense, I try to brace myself against the walls with my hands and feet, despite the pain.

The timing couldn't have been better. Suddenly, I feel a violent impact against the car I am in. Then, we begin to swerve, and finally collide sideways with a dull thud. Our van comes to a sudden halt. The headlights reappear behind the windows, casting a shadow on the road in front of back of our car. But that's not all that shows up. A figure becomes increasingly clear in the light, and the details of that figure become clearer with each passing moment. 

And then, bam! The car's tailgate is thrown open with a jolt. The frigid air cuts into the car and into my body. The headlights' glare and the silhouette of a shadowy figure are the only things I can see. I don't have a chance to react because he grabs my arm and drags me out of the car. A sudden surge of pain washes over me, and my automatic reaction is to take flight. I begin to fight back with all the strength I have left.

But I don't react fast enough. From behind, the man wraps his arms around me and presses me against the side of his car.

"Don't move," I hear him say quietly.

Italian? He communicates in a way that I can easily understand. For a moment, I remain still and stiff, which is apparently the cue he was waiting for .

"Listen up. You gotta run now. Run back down the road to the first left turn. Take that private road until you come to a white house. You'll find help there. Never stop running, never lie down. Run, baby, run! It's only just begun," I hear him say.

Then, he lets go of me and turns me in the direction we just came from. With a hard push between my shoulder blades, he sends me off, yelling, "Run!"

I fight the temptation to turn around my head and see who is helping me. Maybe he is not helping me at all. Maybe he is starting another sick game. One that tricks me into believing I might escape, but that will ultimately lead to him catching me? The faster I get away, the sooner I might be able to hide. My body's instincts to survive kick in, and I start running as fast as I can. The biting cold that seeps through the bathrobe and into my flesh is as torturous as the wounds that cover my body. And yet my body knows what to do, even though I don't. My instinct to flee triggers the release of adrenaline, which in turn gives me unexpected strength. 

There is a favorable aspect of the dangerous situation I am in. Despite the frigid temperatures and substantial quantity of snow that envelops my surroundings, the landscape is illuminated by a soft, diffuse light. I can easily locate the turnoff on the road that the man told me about. When I turn in its direction I see that someone must have driven on this road recently. I can still easily make out the tire tracks, and they actually help me running faster. 

Amidst the quiet of the snow, only my ragged breaths can be heard. How far away is the help, that the man's voice promised? And will there the help I obviously need? My body is in so much pain that every step is pure torture. Maybe I can stop running for a moment? Just to catch my breath? My ribs hurt like hell. I pause for a moment and catch my breath.

I realize in a matter of seconds that the man was right. The cold hits me right away, and it's worse than before because I'm covered in sweat from running so fast. With no other option, I start running once more. It takes a few minutes to get my head on straight and realize that my only option is to keep running until the bitter end. Finally I am granted with a view of a large, white house on the horizon. Surrounded by all the snow, a white house looks almost bizarre. Only the dark windows reveal that there is a house at all in the distance. 

My horror intensifies. If there is no light in any of the windows, where will help come from? The only thoughts that motivate me to keep going are the hope of dry surroundings, the chance to get some clothes, and a place to keep me warm.

The house comes into closer view, and with it the sight of an expansive SUV. So it looks like someone's home. My pulse quickens. When I reach the car, I run my hand over the hood. The metal feels warm. Whoever lives here has arrived recently. With the last ounce of my strength, I stumble up the steps to the front door. My hands grab the big handle, and then my body lets go. I'm hanging limply from it. My weight is pulling on the handle. The handle gives way to my weight, and the massive door swings open with a sudden jolt.

"Hello?" I hear my voice call out, and then everything goes black.
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​Max
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Cold is patient. Deadly patient.

––––––––
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The severe snowstorm I am currently steering my large SUV through was predicted by the weather forecast. I would rather relaxing in front of the warm fireplace in my penthouse in New York than navigating the snowy landscape to reach the safety of my country house. But my week was full of surprising events. I am glad I  departed from Cicero just before the roads became impassable. The two whiskeys I enjoyed with Dante are now giving me a guilty conscience. I'm not sure how to feel about that. 

Breaking the law is the most nerve-wracking thing I can think of. It's my weak spot, which Dante likes to tease me about, even though he benefits greatly from my legal ethics. Dante Carlotti is my best friend. But he is also my most important client.

Our friendship started back when we were both studying at Harvard. It has even become stronger over the years. Dante was enrolled in business administration while I went to study law. From the very beginning, I was impressed by his keen sense for business opportunities. 

Blessed with his mother's beauty, charm, and good manners, he held the title of most eligible bachelor amongst the  female students. But you know where there is light, there is also shadow. Dante's shadow is his involvement with the mafia. As soon as the ladies found out, their obsession with him ended. Those who stayed interested were more intrigued by the luxurious lifestyle he was able to provide. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
7/ =
!Qg\‘a\

\ ¢ N ; :
_ & NORABE IE‘iART .
Nl 5 | N s





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





