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After the head of the Barbati crime family was murdered, New York was plunged into chaos.

 

Those who were once allies turned enemies at the chance to rule over New York the way the Barbati family had once done.

 

Good guys turned bad, and bad guys got worse until the introduction of the Council, a nine-person organization residing over the five boroughs.

 

This is their beginning.
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“WAKE UP, GRINGA.” ICE COLD water hit Sofia, causing her to cough and groan as pain resettled in her body. She didn’t know what day it was or how long she’d been hanging with her wrists bound to a hot water pipe. She reeked of piss and was sure she had a broken rib or two given the amount of pain she was in every time she took a breath.

Sofia wasn’t sure what they wanted from her. Her father’s legacy didn’t mean shit in Colombia. They laughed when they heard her last name, instead of fearing it the way they did back home. She didn’t think they were going to sell her off to a sex trafficking ring. They usually kept those girls drugged up, not beaten within an inch of their lives, like she had since she’d been here.

Maybe her grandfather finally pissed off the wrong person and they thought to take her for retribution. She would have laughed at that, if it didn’t hurt her so much to do so. Her grandfather treated her no better than the dirt underneath his shoes.

A hard slap came across her face, making her wince. “Come on, gringa. We’re not done with you yet.” Her captor taunted harshly, grabbing her chin and forcing her face back to him.

“Fuck you,” she spat, and the man chuckled.

“You’ve been here two weeks, and you still got some fight in you. Men twice your size have broken in less time.” He licked her lips, and she wanted to puke. These men had not only beaten her but they had taken certain liberties with her as well. She wanted to crawl inside of herself and die already, but they made sure to keep her alive enough for her to feel everything they did to her.

“How about you untie me so I can show you exactly how much fight I have left in me?” Sofia wheezed out. She had barely any energy and no illusions about taking her captors on. As much as she wanted this to end by death, she also wanted to take a few of the assholes who held her captive down with her.

Her captor smiled. “Perra siciliana.” He reached in between her legs to roughly cup her sex. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from grimacing and showing him any reactions. “You will break por mi mano o polla.”

“I doubt that, asshole. It took four of you to capture me and two of you to hold me down so you could try and fuck me. Your limp dick and weak hands won’t do shit.” Sofia spit in his face and was rewarded with a punch to her stomach. She doubled over as much as she could given her restraints.

“You stupid puta. You haven’t learned yet, have you?” he growled in her face, and Sofia chuckled—or at least tried to.

Clearly her captors hadn’t learned anything about her yet either, but she was able to read them—well, the guy in front of her now anyway. He’d always been the easiest to set off. She figured it was because his power was useless and she was the only person on whom he could flex whatever power he thought he had.

“Yo! Él está aquí,” another voice shouted, and her captor stepped back, letting Sofia breathe a little easier. Anytime they had a visitor they left her alone for a while. It gave her body the reprieve it needed.

She heard voices, but she couldn’t pinpoint who they belonged to, and they were speaking Spanish entirely too fast for her to catch what they were saying. Her captor reappeared in front of her with a smirk on his face. “Today’s the day, puta. This is about to get worse for you.”

Sofia doubted that to be possible. She’d been beaten, raped, and practically starved. Anything else would be child’s play for her, unless her captor meant it was time for her to die in which case, she’d gladly accept it.

Her captor reached for the chains at her wrists. “Don’t try anything stupid.” He growled at her as he released her from the pipe.

Sofia fell to the floor. She turned, using her shoulders to help cushion her fall, knowing her hands were useless. The cold floor collided with her shoulder hard, causing her entire body to shake in pain. She had to bite her lip to keep herself from crying out.

Sofia’s captor pulled her up by her hair, and she couldn’t suppress her painful groan this time. She prayed that whatever was coming would be the end of this torment. She didn’t think she had much left in her tank to go on.

Sofia heard footsteps approach, but her left eye was swollen shut, and her right eye didn’t fare any better. She could barely make out the person standing in front of her until he got right in her face and she smelled his god-awful cologne.

He was here.

Her grandfather had come for her.

It was the first time since she had moved to this country that she was genuinely happy to see her grandfather. It let the seed of hope she planted when she was first kidnapped, that she might survive this, bloom into a full tree. She was going home today, and maybe—just maybe— her grandfather would send her back to her father finally.

“Nieta.” Her grandfather grabbed her chin and gave her a once over. He tsked as he took in the bruises and cuts on her face. She felt the tears she’d been fighting since she woke up here well in her eyes, and she forced them back. She wasn’t about to show her grandfather or her captors any signs of weakness. Her grandfather wouldn’t stand for it and would be liable to keep her here with these men if he saw her as weak.

Her grandfather released her and started to undo his suit jacket. “Bring her to the chair and tie her up.”

It took a second for Sofia’s brain to process what her grandfather said. Surely she heard him wrong. Wasn’t he here for her?

Fear gripped her entire body as she continued to watch her grandfather take off his suit jacket and shirt. She was pulled harshly by her hair, and it was enough to get an adrenaline spike to her body to fight. She had no idea what her grandfather had in store for her, but she wasn’t about to sit here and take it if she could help it.

Sofia kicked her foot out, hitting her captor in his shin. He loosened his grip on her hair. He cursed and stumbled, turning to reach for her, but she kicked out again. Sofia wasn’t going out like this. She knew her grandfather hated her, but this was extreme even for him.

Sofia fought with her captor, doing her best to keep him off her, but her body was severely hurt and malnourished. She couldn’t swat at a fly, let alone a guy twice her size. She knew she wasn’t doing any real damage and wondered if her captor was just toying with her to give her false hope she could make it out of here.

She heard the sound of a gun go off, and she froze long enough for her captor to wrap his hands around her throat. He picked her up like she was as light as a sheet of paper and threw her into a chair with so much force it toppled over and broke under her weight.

She cried out in pain, this time unable to hold it in. Her breath left her in a whoosh, and it hurt to get air back into her body. There was no way her ribs weren’t broken. It would be too much to hope that it punctured a lung and she was going to die before they got their hands on her.

“Nieta.” Her grandfather’s voice was loud and commanding.

She turned to look at him, and he was smiling at her but not in the loving and affectionate way a normal grandfather looks at his granddaughter. No, there was a glint in his eyes, like he was amused to see her broken and in pain.

It made sense to Sofia now, why her mother ran from her home country and to the United States. This man was a fucking maniac. She couldn’t understand why her mother ever came back home to this. Why she dragged them out of the only home Sofia knew with her father and her friends. She would have fared better with her father and his enemies; at least she knew her father would die to protect her.

Her grandfather?

He’d kill her if it meant saving his own skin.

“Chain her up to the pipe again since you’re having trouble controlling a girl half your size, Pedro.” Her grandfather spoke to her captor.

She was dragged back to the hot water pipe and hung up like a piece of meat waiting its turn to get chopped up.

Sofia couldn’t stop the tears this time. “Just fucking kill me.” She wanted this to end—needed it to.

Her grandfather walked to her and harshly grabbed her face. She could feel his fingernails digging into her skin hard enough that she was surprised he didn’t make her bleed.

How were they related? How could he hurt his own flesh and blood like this?

“¿Ella llora mucho, no?” Her grandfather chuckled. “Grab my tools.”

A big black bag was dropped at her grandfather’s feet, and Sofia felt a certain peace settle over her. Her grandfather was going to kill her, after he tortured her some more, she was sure of it. But at least she’d get to see her mother when it was over, if there was such a thing as an afterlife. She just wished she could see her father one more time. She missed him and Domenico—the only boy she ever got to love.

Sofia licked her dry lips. “Why?” Her voice cracked. “Why are you doing this?” She didn’t think her grandfather would answer her. The man did what he wanted without reason, but she had a burning desire to know why he wanted to do this to her instead of just sending her back home to her father.

“Mi nieta.” He had a pair of scissors in his hand. He cut the flimsy shirt she was wearing down the middle, exposing her to the rest of the warehouse that had seemed to fill with more men—twenty more—she hoped her mind and weak eyes were playing tricks on her.

“You are of my blood.” He shrugged like it made all the sense in the world to hurt someone who was family. “I didn’t have any sons, and since none of my children had children except for your mother, all of this—” he pointed to the men who stood behind him “my empire is yours when I go.”

He dropped the scissors and went into his bag, pulling out a knife. “It is a shame your mother didn’t give me a grandson. It’s even worse that she ran away and reproduced with that Sicilian bastard. Now I have to erase their influences on you. I need to kill the hope that even now flows from your eyes like a stream with an endless journey.”

He cut Sofia slowly across her stomach, laughing as she cried out in pain. “There is no happy ending for us, nieta. There is only power or death. You’ll learn what it means to be a Gomes and the power that comes with it.” He drove the knife into her side, not deep enough to do serious damage but enough to get his point across.

“Pedro!” her grandfather shouted. “Get the whip. We’re going to erase that Barbati name from you, nieta or I’ll put you down like the Sicilian whore you are.”
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DOMENICO LEANED UP AGAINST HIS car, keeping a watchful eye on the exit doors of the airport and scanning the pick-up area. It seemed entirely too busy for an early Tuesday morning. Every time a car buzzed past him, he felt himself reaching for his gun.

He rubbed the back of his neck, already feeling the tension knot forming. This war they were in had him running on barely any sleep, constantly having to watch his and his father’s backs and it was about to get worse with the arrival of Sofia Barbati.

A car door slammed a little too loudly, and Dom turned around to watch a couple argue over how heavy their luggage was. Another car door slammed, and he snapped his gaze to it, watching a husband help a wife put their kid in a car seat. Every little noise seemed to set off the same reaction in him, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

Nothing seemed out of place, though. Everyone was lined up as they should be, waiting for whomever to land safely. The airport attendants and the construction workers were moving about as they normally would. No one stood out to him, and yet he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was a sitting duck about to get ambushed.

Dom checked his watch for what seemed like tenth time in five minutes, cursing when he noticed the time.

Sofia was late.

Her flight should have landed already. It made the uneasy feeling he’d been wrestling with since she reached out to him a month ago morph into a choking sensation. It had him tugging at the collar of his shirt, trying to get some air he seemed to have trouble breathing in.

A deep chuckle had Dom turning toward his father, who stood beside him, looking as relaxed as he wished he felt. “What’s so amusing, chuckles?” Dom quipped and his father’s laughter continued.

“My son, Domenico ‘The fucking Silencer’ Marchessi—the one everyone fears is fucking nervous,” his father mused. “And don’t tell me you’re not. Just because my eyes ain’t good, don’t mean I can’t see.” His father turned his head in Dom’s direction. “I see you sweating, boy.”

Dom scoffed. His father lost his eyesight when Dom was twenty-two—the result of a job gone wrong. His old man couldn’t see two feet in front of him, but he always had an uncanny knack for seeing shit that someone with eyes was blind to. If his father didn’t sense any impending doom lurking around a dark corner somewhere, he needed to relax.

“I’m not sweating or nervous. I’m just cautious.” Dom crossed his arms over his chest. “I told you I felt off since this morning. The fact that Sofia is late seems to be amping up the feeling.”

His father scratched at his beard before responding. “And why is that, Dom?”

“Seriously? She’s walking into a war. If anyone got wind she was coming back and when, they’d gun her down. You know what’s at stake for her.” It was why Dom pushed for her to get on a private plane. He’d have control over the pilot and what guards he could have protecting her.

She declined almost immediately, telling him she’d have an easier time getting into the country on a commercial flight—it would draw less attention to her. She was right, but it meant there were too many ways this could go wrong.

“No one knows she’s coming home if you covered your tracks. Besides, they’re not going to catch her like that in broad daylight, son.”

Dom let out a bitter laugh. “I always cover my tracks, old man. But you and I both know there are ways around people finding out shit.” He felt himself getting angrier as he spoke. “And this ain’t like your time, pops. No one gives a shit anymore. Women are no longer off limits, especially those as powerful as Sofia. They’re either going to want to kill her or fuck her into submission,” he growled, wanting to hit someone at the thought of someone putting their hands on Sofia.

“And there it is. The real reason you’re sweating like a whore in church.” His father smirked. “Careful there, son. You’re wearing your heart on your sleeve for her again.”

Dom went to say something but quickly clamped his mouth shut, knowing denying it would only egg his father on. He’d been bustin’ his balls about Sofia since he told him she was coming home.
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