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Chapter 1

Naleisa
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Well, this party could be better. And no, I wasn't saying this because I was the only one seated by the bar, sipping from a glass of wine and trying to drown my sorrows away.

I wasn't going to say that because I didn't want to come across as someone that didn't know she had it good.

I had my own house, food on the table, a stable job, and people trying to make me feel better. But did those things make me feel better?

Not at all, I thought while stealing a glance at the bartender and thinking that he was hot.

A little too old for me, though.

There was one big problem with this party I couldn't stop obsessing over. There were far too many rich people here.

And I wasn't going to say that I didn't like them. I just didn't feel that I belonged here with them.

They thought I was their equal, but I was the chief of police of the city. I didn't feel okay being here with them.

I was only here and wearing a dress that cost more than half of my paycheck because my mother insisted this was going to make a positive difference for me.

Some time away from my kiddo...

I loved him, but there was no denying that there were already some scratches in our relationship. He thought that I wronged his father.

I didn't.

I did everything possible to save him that day. When the men from that mafia gang came to my home to kill me. They didn't find me, so they tortured and murdered him.

They hung him up in the living room, naked, with his tongue cut off. And just remembering that was embroiling my stomach. Those were nightmares I was never going to forget.

I needed to keep those thoughts out of my mind, but how was I going to do that when my mind kept going back to that day?

I felt like I failed him. It wasn't that we were deeply in love or something like that, though.

We had been having our quarrels. He thought that I was working too hard and focusing too much on putting criminals in jail.

I tried explaining to him what was going on. There was this mafia family that was establishing their roots in our political system, and I couldn't let that happen.

It would all be so much easier if I could make the politicians understand the gravity of what was happening, but they were clueless. It was like trying to talk to a bird.

I still felt so out of place on the deck of this building. I had to go up through so many floors to get here, after pressing the button of the elevator, that I lost count of it.

I took another sip of my wine and fished out my phone. It was in my shoulder bag, which I couldn't go anywhere without.

The first thing that popped up on the screen was a photo of my son. He was beautiful and looked just like his father. He reminded me of him all the time.

I still couldn't believe that I married my husband after I turned 18. My family was very conservative and they thought that I could only marry a man they liked.

That didn't leave them many options. They married me to a man 10 years older than me. A difference of age between 18 and 28 probably didn't look very skewed to many people, but at the time I was just leaving high school.

How could I have ever thought that getting married was going to be a part of my life?

I didn't hate my parents for that, but I did feel very lost about the whole thing. It didn't help that I couldn't see his face until the wedding. Not to mention being prohibited from leaving home for anything other than to go to class.

No wonder my mind was such a mess and I didn't feel like I could handle my son. He was a piece of work and liked to sneak often out of the house.

I usually managed to catch him before someone kidnapped him. As chief of police, I'd read far too many horror stories of child abductions. That's why I was thinking about establishing a security system so tight that not even James Bond would be able to get in, or out, for that matter.

I opened a shy smile and looked out in the distance. This building was tall, but it wasn't the tallest in the region. That would be Willis Tower.

Since I couldn't mingle with the people at the gala party, the high-quality alcohol was my only friend. And mom was having the time of her life too, laughing out loud and cracking jokes with her friends.

She was divorced from my father. I guessed that it kind of ran in the family, couples not living together until the end of their lives.

They broke up because mom caught him having an affair with another man. His office boy or something like that. To be honest, I was still shell-shocked he was hiding that from us this whole time.

I didn't know he was gay. He loved me and everything, but he shouldn't have kept that hidden from us for so long. I thought that there was a problem with me, when they were fighting and destroying their house.

I breathed out in relief, remembering I didn't have to hear their heated discussions anymore. The only loud disturbance that continued to erode my mental sanity was my son.

I really loved him, but I wasn't going to deny that he was infuriating sometimes. I lost count of all the times he made me cry when I went to sleep.

I stood up after putting down my glass and proceeded to one of the sides of the deck.

The view was breathtaking. Chicago's night sky was bright and dark at the same time. I couldn't stop thinking about all the crimes that were probably happening down below, feeling like stopping them.

I couldn't help but be a workaholic. It was in my nature.

With my phone now back in my shoulder bag, I continued to walk toward the wall made of glass. It separated the building from the outside, but it wasn't tall enough.

As someone that worried about everything all the time, to the point of having paranoia attacks, I couldn't stop thinking about all the times an assassin might kill using that.

One strong shove. That's all it would take, and the life of the victim would end.

I finished walking to the wall and then put my hands on it. Chicago looked so enticing, so thrilling I couldn't stop loving it. It didn't matter that crime rates were going through the roof.

I was always going to love it.

I felt the presence of a man approaching me much before he was standing by my side. He was also looking down at the city, seeing the tiny cars driving.

“It's pretty, isn't it? Almost makes you feel like there's nothing wrong with this city.”

I lowered my eyebrow while trying to establish what his intentions were. The fact that a stranger was talking to me here now was no coincidence – or was it?

He didn't have any reason to talk to me, unless he was having feelings for me. And I gotta say, if that was the case, they were more than welcome.

Standing almost over a head taller than me, he had calm but focused eyes that were as if they could read the mind of any person. I certainly didn't feel like I could hide anything from him, though I was still trying.

He had somewhat olive skin that was a bit difficult to discern in the dark. It wasn't that the party wasn't well-lit, but that he was standing in a spot that was darker than the rest.

His suit was black and it contrasted nicely with the color of his skin. He had a stubble, brown short hair, and boots fit for a man of his caliber.

His mere presence demanded respect. When he turned his head to me, I could tell that he felt the same level of respect for me, too.

He knew that I wasn't weak. If there was something I was learning about him now, it was that he didn't underestimate anyone.

“It's pretty, yeah,” I said, still studying his face.

His stubble tried to hide it, but I still perceived the perfection of the lines of his cheeks, jaw, and chin.

It was like they were made of pure stone. So sharp I could cut my hand if I grazed it on them.

I hadn't felt turned on for a man in a very long time. Since my husband died, I was even beginning to suspect I was a lesbian. That was certainly a thought my mother could never know.

My father was bisexual and conservative. Suffice to say it wasn't something I tried making sense of.

The man held out his hand, and when I shifted my eyes down, I couldn’t help but notice how big they looked. Wow, it was like I was feeling everything I’d gone through when I met my husband, and I didn’t know if that was a good sign or not.

I still took his hand, shaking it. He knew that I wasn’t like most women, so he wasn’t going to kiss me on my cheek. That was a pretty common way of greeting women here in Chicago – at least in my social circle.

I felt his hand engulfing mine. It couldn’t be helped. I was a woman and he was a man with capital M. He was always going to have a hand much bigger than mine, and I thought that was a positive.

It certainly helped with making my pussy feel hotter and wetter. And this whole time, since my husband died, I thought that I couldn’t feel those things for a man again.

Still, I was only seeing a handsome man in front of me. It didn’t mean that we were going to fuck or anything of the sort. Far from that, in fact. I was actually hoping that he was seeing more than that in me.

“I’m George Rumley, CEO of Atlas Corporation,” he said, his voice deep and entrancing. I didn’t think he could ever make his voice sound more high-pitched, even if he was trying to do so.

“I’ve never heard of it,” I said, and I really hadn’t.

“It’s a startup, though it is already causing some trouble for the competition. We specialize in personal finance.”

“That’s something I’d like some help with,” I said, opening a shy smile and chuckling.

“You can come over to my office. I’m sure we can find you a good deal,” he said, sliding his hand into the front pocket of his suit and then fishing out a card.

He held it out to me, showing me that it was a business card. I scanned it for a moment with my eyes before picking it up. I put it in my shoulder bag. My dress didn’t have pockets or anything of the sort. It was only supposed to look good on me, and it wasn’t my most favorite kind of clothing.

I did stress that out a lot of times to my mom, but it wasn’t like she was the type of woman that listened to me. That was one of the big reasons why I decided to move out.

“I’m Naleisa,” I said, feeling like this was going to lead to something more impactful than just a date. It was a good thing that I had one of my best friends over taking care of Emiel.

I would be paranoid about him sneaking out again if she wasn’t there. When it came to his cunningness, she was the only person I could trust.
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Chapter 2

Gregario
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Ever since my brother decided to come back, we were trying to lead the Ilin into a trap. They were still in complete disarray since we kidnapped Dalanie. She was living with Ponzio, and she also eventually changed our minds about killing the Ilins.

It took her more time to change my mind, of course. And I was still not sure that I only wanted to put them behind bars. The only one that I was certain I was going to take the life of was Vitaliy. He was an asshole. I still couldn’t wrap my head around the fact that he managed to survive. When the church crumbled down, it should have killed him.

That’s why I was talking to the chief of police, who couldn’t stop telling me everything about her life without actually giving out the meaty stuff. I knew that she was a single mother. That was one of the things I was trying to make use of to fool her.

Once she was inviting me to her home, I was going to get every information she had on the Ilins. The fact that they were still operating here and that everything was fine with them meant that she was on their payroll too.

I couldn’t deny that she was pretty, though. Some wine would be all she needed to loosen up a little more. And then, I’d be all over her, kissing her and giving her a night that not even her husband could.

“Shall we go somewhere where it’s not as cold?” I proposed, guiding my hand to a point where we could sit on a two-seat couch. There was a small coffee table in front of it, with servicemen walking around as they held glass platters.
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