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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Are you signed up for my newsletter?

      

      Join today and find out all the latest in new releases, contests, giveaways, sneak peeks and more.

      

      www.chiquitadennie.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DISCLAIMER

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      This work of fiction contains strong language and explicit sexual content and is only intended for mature readers. This story may contain unconventional situations, language, and sexual encounters that may offend some readers. If you're looking for sweet, fluffy romance, I would recommend another book. This book is for mature readers (18+).

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SYNOPSIS

          

        

      

    

    
      They say you can never go back home again…

      Antonio:

      I thought that getting out of prison would be a dream come true.

      Prison was supposed to be the hard part after all.

      When I’m reunited with my family, though, I realize that the hard work has only just begun.

      Sabrina:

      Having Antonio back with us was supposed to be a happy day.

      Instead, it only seems to have caused more problems.

      Our son is acting out, Antonio is back at the helm of the cartel and dealing with all of those problems, and now old secrets are coming to life and threatening to destroy all of us.

      After all these two have endured together, will the family be able to withstand another attack?
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      The courthouse seemed to get smaller and smaller as the prosecutor presented evidence of Queen’s murder. I tried my best to stay focused and not show any kind of facial expression that would let everyone know how scared and worried about my husband I was.

      He was the most known criminal in New York City, and I wished we would have stayed in Italy and raised our children. The De Luca name came with a lot of privilege; at the same time, it was a curse that so often left families broken—children without their fathers, and wives without their husbands.

      I stared as the reporters continued to write every word the prosecutor said, making it seem like Queen was this honorable woman who provided for the community and worked to create communication and a new partnership between Italy and America. I gritted my teeth at the notion of her being some kind of Mother Theresa.

      The moment she came for my husband and children, I didn’t have any regrets about what happened to her, and if I had the chance, I wish Antonio would have let me handle her, so we wouldn’t be in this predicament now.

      The prosecutor removed the second photo of Queen’s dismembered remains. I still had no idea how they’d traced everything back to Antonio, but there we were, watching the closing arguments, and the judge giving the final verdict. I asked our attorney, Felicia Marsh, what chances we had of getting off, and she looked soberly at me and told me to prepare my children. In that moment, I was close to breaking down because I’d been with this man for over 15 years, and now it came down to a judge to decide whether my husband was guilty or not.

      My mother covered my hand with hers as the prosecutor rested his case. The long breath I held finally released as he named everything that the De Luca Cartel was into, from racketeering and gun sales to drugs, kidnappings, and bribery. I knew some people wondered if I knew that my husband was into all those things at the beginning, would I still have married him. The honest answer was yes. Antonio De Luca was the love of my life, and the man people saw when he was away from his family was not the same man he showed to us. I understood why he had to be that way; it was because after the death of his father, the tension between the families had only grown wider.

      “Sabrina, maybe you should take a break and get some air,” Mom whispered.

      I shook my head. “I cannot leave him,” I replied, wiping away the tear that was starting to fall down my face.

      “Honey, he knows you love him,” Mom stated.

      But I wasn’t going to walk away—no matter what happened.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, we have come to the end of these court proceedings, and I’ve heard from defense attorneys and prosecutors,” Judge Ramiro explained.

      I felt my body tense at every word he said. Antonio stared straight ahead, as though it wouldn’t matter either way. Sofia and Joaquin had wanted to be here, too, but I told them not to come; it would have only caused even more drama with the media.

      “All rise,” the bailiff announced.

      “Mr. De Luca, I hereby—” The judge was interrupted as the doors opened, and Gael walked inside, holding an envelope. Gael walked over to his lawyer, as the judge slammed his gavel down.

      “This is my courtroom; I will not allow interruptions,” Judge Ramiro stated.

      Gael whispered something to Felicia and slid her the envelope. Antonio leaned over and looked at the contents of the envelope.

      His lawyer stood up. “Sorry, Your Honor. We have new evidence,” Felicia Marsh stated, causing the entire room to blow up in excitement.

      “Your Honor, we don’t have time for the De Luca cartel to bring up last-minute evidence,” District Attorney Grady Fletcher said.

      “Bring the envelope to me, and we’ll call for a five-minute recess,” Judge Ramiro said.

      Felicia lifted the contents of the envelope and headed toward the judge’s bench. Grady and Felicia argued back and forth in front of the judge. Gael came to sit next to me.

      “What was that?” I asked Gael.

      “Joaquin got evidence to show that Antonio wasn’t there when Queen was killed,” Gael explained.

      “What evidence?”

      “He was in a meeting,” Gael told me.

      “What type of meeting?”

      “Antonio was meeting with the other bosses,” Gael mentioned, and my heart sank because more than likely, something illegal had happened at the meeting that could come back to hurt Antonio.

      “Try not to worry; Felicia’s good,” Gael said, and I couldn’t argue with him about that, but there were circumstances that continued to haunt our family almost 15 years later.

      The judge came back out of his chambers, along with the lawyers. “With this new evidence, I will need more time before making a final decision,” the judge said.

      “Your Honor, I would like to move for dismissal of all charges,” Felicia stated.

      “Your client will stay in custody until I investigate further,” Judge Ramiro said, and Antonio gave him a harsh glare as the courtroom erupted into chaos again.

      “Your Honor, my client isn’t a flight risk; he is a business owner, and he has four children in school,” Felicia explained, and I thought of having to continue to tell our kids the same lie, that their father was away on business.

      “I’ll make my decision soon,” Judge Ramiro said, slamming his gavel down and adjourning.

      I tried to talk to Antonio, but the guards removed him from the courtroom first. He was shackled around the waist, legs and hands; he looked like he’d lost a little weight.

      Carlo and Gael escorted me out of the courtroom as Felicia approached us out front. “Gael, I need to know everything, so I can help get Antonio out of jail,” Felicia said, removing her business card out of her pocket.

      “When can I see Antonio?” I asked.

      “I’m sorry, Sabrina; Antonio asked to not see anyone except Carlo,” Felicia mentioned, and I gasped in shock. For the last two months, it had been the same thing: Antonio not letting me see him, with only one phone call a week.

      “He’s decided to ignore my requests?” I asked, getting more agitated with his attitude towards me. At 38, I wasn’t the same woman he’d met at Ryde all those years ago and ignoring me would only make me even more pissed off.

      “Felicia, tell him either I see him this weekend, or divorce papers will be delivered,” I spat, walked off to my car, where Salvatore was waiting in the driver’s seat. I slid inside, Carlo jumped into the passenger seat, and Gael strolled to his jeep behind us. We pulled out into traffic.
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      Thirty minutes later, I arrived home and heard the kids playing, oblivious to where their father was. Carlo stepped inside, talking on his phone—more than likely, to Antonio’s lawyer. I went to the living room and noticed Isabella playing with Luca and Jonathan.

      “Where’s AJ?” I questioned, interrupting their video game.

      “Hi, Mommy!” Isabella said and ran over, hugging me around the waist.

      I bent down and hugged Isabella, pressing a kiss against her cheek. My baby girl looked just like her father. She smiled and showed off her beautiful smile, and I tugged on the long pigtails I’d styled earlier that morning.

      Every day, I thanked God for blessing me with amazing kids who hadn’t been scared off by the environment that the De Luca Cartel brought to the family. The lie we decided to tell the kids was that their father was out of the country on business because since his father was killed, he’d taken on a bigger role in the family. The only problem was that AJ, our oldest son, knew what his father did for a living, and since Antonio had been gone, he was starting to act out a little.

      “Hi, Mom!” Jonathan and Luca said as Emilia came into the living room.

      Emilia was an older woman who Janice recommended from her nanny service. They specialized in staffing for high-profile families. She was in her early 50s, a widower, and had two kids that had families of their own. I’d hired her two years ago to help around the house after Luca arrived.

      I still worked part-time at Washington Finance as CEO; I had brought on a president to work in a daily capacity since my father retired.

      “Hi, Mrs. De Luca; I just finished making lunch for the kids. Are you joining them?” Emilia asked.

      “Hi, Emilia; yes, I just need to talk with Carlo really quick,” I said, watching Isabella run over to her brothers.

      “Where’s AJ?” Carlo asked, ending his call.

      “He’s in his room,” Emilia answered.

      I headed up the spiral stairs of the three-story stonewall Spanish-style mansion with Carlo behind me. The house was massive, and I’d told Antonio that we didn’t need that much space, but he was adamant about his family being safe at all times. however, I was thinking of moving us out of the city and maybe homeschooling the kids again instead of keeping them in private school. Originally, I’d had to fight Antonio to even let me put them in private school. He’d wanted homeschooling, but I saw AJ constantly withdrawing while he was always stuck in the house and not around other kids his own age, plus having to take on the responsibility of his younger siblings.

      “Janice said to call her when you get a chance,” Carlo said, sliding his phone into his pocket.

      “She wanted to know what to do about a contract; I’ll call her later,” I said, tapping on the door of AJ’s room.

      “Yeah!” AJ called out.

      I pushed the door open. My firstborn was almost as tall as me at only 14 years old. He looked exactly like his father, and I knew that was trouble. Already, girls were calling the house, wanting to talk to him.

      All the kids were spoiled, but Antonio took extra time with AJ and Isabella because he was the firstborn, and she was the only girl. He was soft with our daughter; she was the light of Antonio’s life, and I knew he was missing her just as much as she was missing him. People would never expect to see the big bad gangster, sipping on tea and playing with dolls, but anything Isabella wanted, Antonio did. He wasn’t this completely evil, soulless man, the way the press made him out to be.

      “I see you cleaned your room, like I asked.” I watched as he lay on his back with his video game in hand. I glanced at the floor, which was finally cleared of the clothes and shoes that had been piled up.

      “Ma, not now,” AJ said.

      “You know better than to talk to your mother like that, AJ,” Carlo said, walking toward AJ and ripping the game out of his hands.

      “What the fuck?!” AJ shouted.

      “Hey, watch your language. Your father may not be here, but I am,” Carlo demanded, tossing the game in the trash.

      I groaned, rubbing my temples and praying that things would get better once Antonio came home. AJ had been acting out since his father got locked up, and he blamed both of us.

      “Whatever,” he mumbled and tried to turn his back to us.

      “AJ, come down to have lunch with us,” I said.

      “I’m not hungry,” AJ said, burying his head in his pillow.

      “What’s your problem, AJ? Your mother is trying to be patient with you, but not me,” Carlo explained.

      “Nothing,” AJ replied, and we both knew that was a lie.

      “AJ, when your father comes home, what do you think he’ll say?” I asked.

      “He’s not coming home. Don’t lie to me like you do to the other kids,” AJ argued, jumping out of bed and trying to walk out.

      Carlo gripped him by his shirt and forced him against the door. “Look at me. Hey! Stop being disrespectful to your mother, or I’ll put my foot up your ass,” Carlo demanded.

      I tried to get Carlo to release him. “It’s okay, Carlo.”

      “No, it’s not; don’t let him act like a spoiled brat. That’s his problem,” Carlo said.

      “Uncle Carlo, let me go,” AJ said and tried to push Carlo’s hand down.

      “I will when you apologize to your mother,” Carlo said.

      “Sorry,” AJ stated, rolling his eyes.

      Carlo tapped him on the forehead with his finger. “A real apology, boy,” Carlo said.

      “I apologize, Mommy,” AJ said.

      Carlo released him, and AJ came over to give me a hug. He stood around 5’6” already. I thought he would be as tall as his father when he turned 18.

      “I love you, baby.” I kissed him on his forehead.

      “Ma, stop; I’m not a baby,” AJ said and tried to get out of my arms.

      “You’ll always be my baby,” I teased, kissing him again.

      “I know Dad’s in jail; you don't have to hide the truth from me,” AJ commented.

      We walked out of his room and downstairs to the kitchen, where we ate most of the time. I had a nice dining room, but the kids all came into the kitchen whenever I was cooking to hang out and eat.

      “How do you know that?” I asked, no longer hiding it from him, since he was old enough to know the truth.

      “Uncle Carlo was talking to him on the phone one time, and I overheard him,” AJ explained as we walked into the kitchen. Emilia placed food in front of Luca and Jonathan.

      Isabella ran toward AJ, and he picked her up in his arms. She was six, but the princess of the family. “AJ came to play with dolls with me,” Isabella said.

      “What did you cook, Emilia? Smells good,” I stated, picked up Jonathan’s fork, and took a bite of his pasta.

      “AJ’s favorite—smoked mozzarella pasta,'' Emilia told me, and I grabbed a plate for myself and started to pick at all the food on the stove.

      “Uncle Carlo, are you staying to eat with us?” Isabella asked.

      “No, princess; I need to get home to your cousins,” Carlo responded, pinching her cheek.

      I sat next to Jonathan, across from AJ and Isabella. Luca was sitting on top of the island, eating a bowl of pasta. My baby was the miracle we’d needed after the miscarriage; he’d helped us heal.

      “Mommy, when is Daddy coming home?” Isabella inquired, taking a sip of her water.

      “Soon, baby.”

      AJ and Carlo both glanced at me somberly.

      “He works too hard,” Isabella commented, and I nodded.

      Emilia started to put the rest of the food away, and I motioned for her to take a seat. “I’ll clean it up, Emilia; don’t worry.”

      “Sabrina, call me later,” Carlo muttered, treading out of the kitchen, and I waved goodbye.

      “How about tonight, we watch a movie?” I asked them.

      “Yay!” the three youngest yelled out in excitement.

      AJ stole a piece of chicken off Jonathan’s plate.
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      Later in the evening, after we finished lunch and cleaned up around the house, I made a few calls and checked in with Felicia about Antonio. Then I took a shower. The kids were in the living room, getting the movie ready. When I stepped out with a towel around my hair, I picked up my cell to finally call Janice back.

      “You do remember me,” Janice said.

      “Don’t start, Janice.” I dried my hair off, stepped out of the bathroom to grab my scarf, and found a pair of pants and Antonio’s shirt to sleep in.

      “Carlo told me AJ was acting up today,” Janice said.

      “He’s hurting; that’s all.”

      “You need me to talk with him?” Janice asked.

      “Your idea of talking to your kids is yelling at them because they put stretch marks on your body,” I responded.

      “I don’t yell. I just speak at a high volume,” Janice commented, as I sat down at my vanity mirror to brush my hair.

      “Mommy, it’s ready!” Isabella yelled.

      “Okay, baby.” I said, stood up to slide my feet into my house shoes, and walked out of my room.

      “Have you talked to him since court today?” Janice questioned.

      I heard her kids arguing in the background. “What are my babies doing?” I asked.

      “Getting on my nerves. I told them I’ll send them to your house, or my parents to have a break,” Janice said.

      I laughed at her statement as AJ came out of the kitchen with a bowl of popcorn. “Leave them alone. Hopefully, he’ll call me tonight.”

      “Did you tell Felicia to get your message across?” Janice asked.

      “I did. I told her if he doesn’t let me come see him, then we’re getting a divorce,” I mumbled into the phone. I sat next to Isabella on the couch, pulling a blanket across my legs.

      “Good; keep me updated. Are you coming into the office?” Janice wondered.

      “Probably. I need to make sure the kids are good first,” I responded, then said goodnight and ended the call.

      “What movie are we watching?” AJ asked.

      “Captain America.” Jonathan said.

      AJ groaned in annoyance. “We watched that movie a million times, man,” AJ stated and tried to grab the remote from his brother.

      “It’s my turn to pick!” Jonathan yelled out.

      “AJ, leave your brother alone,” I said.

      He stuck his tongue out at his brother, and I slapped the back of his head for being mean.

      “What’d I do?” AJ asked.

      “Leave your brother alone,” I remarked again, and the movie started.

      After a few minutes, my phone started ringing from an unknown number. “Hello,” I answered.

      “Bella,” Antonio said.

      I almost cried in front of the kids because we couldn’t have him near us. I cleared my throat and eased away from Isabella to take the call in the other room. “Antonio.”

      “How are you, Bella?” Antonio questioned.

      “I miss you.”

      I heard a sigh from the other end of the phone. “I miss you, too, baby. How are the kids?” Antonio inquired.

      I went into the kitchen to grab a glass of water. “They miss you.”

      “I’ll be home soon.”
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