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Chapter One
Mia
He presses me into the wall.
“Are you okay? Let me check you.”
I chuckle at his tone.
“I’m fine, Lo.” I grab his face while he’s searching my body and pull it up to mine. “Look at me. I’m fine. I didn’t get hurt at all.”
He sighs. “Thank God. I was so worried about you. I wanted to come back and find you myself, but Isabella… her injuries….” He trails off.
My heart warms. He saved my best friend. My sister.
“I was fine.”
One of his hand comes up to cup my face. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t been.” He leans forward, pressing his lips to mine, eliciting a gasp from me. He takes the opportunity to slide his tongue against mine. The explosion of feelings catches me by surprise.
Breathless, I pull away, and he rests his head on mine.
“Mia.”
Yes
“Mia.”
Yes
“Mia! Wake up. Your alarm has been going off for twenty minutes. Get your ass up!”
I groan as Izzy shakes me.
“Go away, Iz.”
She laughs then mimics my same sleepy, annoyed tone. “Turn off your alarm, Mia.”
“Fine.” I roll over and shut it off. “Happy now?”
“Yep.” She turns, leaving me in bed.
I flip onto my back, gazing at the ceiling as I process the leftover feelings from my dream. I’m happy Izzy woke me up. This dream only ends one of two ways. It ends with reality—Lo pulling back and telling me he shouldn’t have kissed me. One single moment ruining the friendship we had built. Or it ends with the fantasy of him doing way more than kissing me.
Both dreams leave me feeling emotionally drained when I wake. One with sadness while the other a tinge of happiness mixed in with disappointment.
I groan as I rub my hands down my face. I wish I could forget him. Unfortunately, I have to lay eyes on him pretty much every day.
That’s what happens when your best friend shacks up with a mafia king. Your life gets turned upside down. Sofia and Bash are now happily in love, but it came after us three getting kidnapped and Izzy almost dying.
I am not exaggerating. She almost died after Fillipo, a capo in the mafia, attempted to use us to lure Bash into a trap. It is still unclear if he was trying to kill him or get him arrested, but thankfully neither happened.
Hence the nightly dream. Lorenzo and I became close when he took over the protection detail on me prior to said kidnapping. We started spending a lot of time together, which led to us sharing secrets and dreams.
Then the kidnapping and kiss happened.
Now he keeps playing this push and pull game with me. One minute he is always around; then the next he is telling me we can’t go there. The mental whiplash is enough to cause a concussion.
I let out a deep sigh as I roll out of bed and head to the shower. I stand under the hot water until it runs cold. Getting out, I dry off and clear a spot in the mirror. I stare at my reflection.
“You are beautiful. You are strong. You are independent.”
I repeat the mantras five times before I take a deep breath.
Knock. Knock. Knock.
“Hurry up. I’m going to be late!”
I chuckle at Izzy. She’s been irritated more than she’s been civil lately. At first, I’d been concerned her change in disposition stemmed from the head injury she received a couple of months ago, but now I think the change has to do with a certain mafia bad boy who has been spending a lot of time at Bello Italiano lately.
I open the door and go back to the sink. “I’m not done, but do whatever you have to.” I grab my toothbrush and start brushing my teeth.
“I just need to put my face on, Mia. Not all of us can be naturally beautiful like you.”
I look at myself in the mirror. I guess I am beautiful by some people’s standards. I stand at about five foot five with long blonde hair and blue eyes, which is surprising considering both of my parents are Italian. Blonde hair isn’t common for Italians. The secret is I’m not full-blooded Italian. My great-great-grandfather, Mario, married a Scandinavian woman. I guess I inherited that DNA. I spit out my toothpaste before replying to Izzy.
“Shut up. You are a knockout, Izzy. Guys constantly fall all over themselves trying to pant after you.” I go back to brushing my teeth. Izzy is already well into putting her makeup on.
“Yeah, right. You mean they constantly try to get your attention. You’re the girl next door, Mia. Every guy’s wet dream. Forbidden fruit every man is dying to get a taste of,” Izzy deadpans with an eye roll.
I snort as I rinse my mouth. “I don’t think you realize how many guys hit on you. You appear oblivious. It’s almost like your sourpuss attitude turns them on. I don’t get it.” I shake my head and start to put my makeup on.
“Oh yeah? Name one guy.”
I finish applying my eyeliner before I turn and look at her, leaning my hip on the counter.
“I can think of one off the top of my head, but I’m scared you might shoot me if I say his name.”
She turns and glares at me. “He only thinks he wants me because I’m off-limits. The whole ‘been there done that’ thing.” She shrugs.
I chuckle. I don’t know exactly what happened with them, but I think Giovanni might have fucked her over real good. She must have been in love with him. It’s the only explanation I have for the hatred pouring off her whenever he’s around or mentioned. Unfortunately, it occurred before I met her, and she has been tight-lipped about it.
“Well, watch the guys today at work. I bet at least one hits on you.”
She rolls her eyes. “Fine, but only if you do the same.”
I nod. “Let’s make it interesting. The first guy who hits on you, you have to ask on a date. I’ll do the same.”
She scoffs. “Why would I do that?”
“Because we need a life.” I sigh. “Ever since everything happened with Sof, I feel like we live boring lives. We need to go out and do more. All we do is go to work and come home. Hell, Bash’s guys even deliver our groceries to us.”
It’s not an exaggeration either. Ever since the kidnapping, Bash has assigned us each a new guard. A twinge of sadness hits every time I think about what happened to Abramo. He wasn’t very social, but the only reason he died was because he was assigned to protect me.
I shake it off. Bash says the danger isn’t done, so while Izzy and I would like our independence, we’re also stuck with the guards watching our every move, for our safety, or so I have been told. Truth is, there’s been no action since that night. I think it’s a bit overdramatic.
“Fine. One date though. If he’s ugly, I get a pass.”
I chuckle at her.
“Fine, but only one pass.” Then I beam. “This is going to be fun.”
“I highly doubt it.”
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
“You going to visit Sofia at work today?” I ask, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible.
“Yep.”
Bash is sitting at his desk in the office of Crimson. I admire him for his work ethic.
Under his father, everyone feared the mafia. They feared the unpredictable don who would chop your hand off for being too close to him. While everyone obeyed his every command, it was caused by fear. No one respected him. Then again, it’s hard to respect a man in our business who refuses to get his hands dirty. He had everyone else handle the business side of things, while he sat in his house ordering people around, fat and happy. All while his men went out every day and worked their asses off to keep him on top.
The concern became evident when Bash, the prodigal son of Tommaso Catalini, took over. Would he be as cruel and cold as his father? I knew the answer. I’ve known Bash for a good portion of his life. I saw the differences between them. Where Tommaso had been cold and cruel, Bash is calm and collected. Bash cares about the community and his men. He has no problem getting his hands dirty, but he’s been trying to move us away from all the illegal shit his father insisted on doing. The clubs we own used to sell drugs, prostitutes, and guns. With Bash at the helm, they are reputable businesses.
He has also invested a lot of his own money into the stock market and up-and-coming businesses. All of his earnings, he invests into the family, clubs, or other businesses. He has evolved our little illegal mafia operations into something legal and on the rise. This family needed him.
“Mind if I go with you? We can have dinner there.”
He stops what he’s doing and looks up at me with a smirk. “Looking to run into a certain blonde bombshell?”
“No,” I reply quickly, and I watch his smile widen.
“Whatever happened with you two? You used to be thick as thieves.”
The kiss pops into my head—a searing, earth-shattering kiss. Fuck if I haven’t thought about it every day since. Then my idiotic words after.
This is a mistake.
I didn’t mean the kiss. I would never call kissing Mia a mistake. Kissing her has been the only thing keeping me going.
No, the mistake was putting her in that position. I didn’t even think; I simply kissed her. I don’t deserve someone as pure as her. She is everything light and wonderful in the world. I am Lucifer reborn. I couldn’t bring her down with my darkness.
“I was protecting her. With her permanent guard, I don’t need to be there for her.”
He chuckles. “You should be visiting her. She’s been cranky lately. Sofia’s worried about her.”
I roll my eyes at the shit-eating grin that appears on his face anytime he thinks of Sofia. Yeah, it’s pretty much always there.
“Why would Mia have anything to do with me?”
Maybe because you kissed her then made her feel worthless, you piece of shit, the devil on my shoulder reminds me.
“I don’t know. Just seems you stopped spending time with her, and suddenly she acts as if she has PMS 24/7, or at least Sofia makes it sound as such.”
I chuckle at him. “Don’t let the girls hear you. You might lose your dick.”
He laughs. “Sofia loves it too much to get rid of it. Trust me.”
“Gross, man. She’s my sister.”
“I can’t help the fact she can’t get enough of the D.”
“And,” I say, drawing out the word, “on that note, I’m out. I’m going to check in with some of the employees before we leave.”
“Go on. I’ll be done in thirty.”
-
“Well, hello there, Isabella. How are you this evening?” Standing at the hostess stand, I smile at Isabella.
“How many times do I have to tell you to call me Izzy?”
I chuckle. “Okay, Izzy. I enjoy getting a rise out of you.”
She narrows her eyes at me. “Are you hitting on me? Please for the love of God say no.”
I slap my hand over my chest. “I’m wounded at the fact you would find it so appalling.” At her panic, I drop my hand. “I’m not hitting on you, Iz. I enjoy breathing too much.”
I can already tell how well that would go over with Gio. He would observe me flirting with Izzy, and the next day I would disappear, never to be seen again. I wouldn’t even fight him.
She scoffs. “Whatever. You want Mia, I assume?”
I sigh. The last time I requested her, I ended up leaving frustrated and hungry. “No. Whoever is available is fine.”
She gives me a confused look.
“Mia isn’t talking to me right now. As much as I want to stare at her beautiful face, I also want to eat. I wouldn’t mind if you put me somewhere I could watch her though.” I give her a wink.
“Can do.”
She leads me over to a table in the main room and hands me a menu. I laugh at her. Ever since Bash fell for Sofia, we eat here several times a week. I pretty much have the menu memorized by now.
“What do you want to drink?”
I give her a questioning look.
“I put you at my table. Now what do you want?”
Her salty personality rubs some people the wrong way, but I find it amusing.
“A beer. Whatever you have. Surprise me, Izzy.”
She nods as she turns to walk away. I glance around the restaurant, hoping to spot Mia.
It takes minutes, but she finally comes in from the back. She halts when her eyes land on me, and I give her a tentative smile. Her face turns to anger as she stomps over to me.
“What are you doing here?”
The hiss in her tone doesn’t escape me. If anything, it stirs my cock in my pants. I look at the menu then back up at her. “Umm, eating?”
“Seriously, Lorenzo. You need to stop stalking me.”
I feel the anger rise at her using my full name. Only strangers called me Lorenzo. My closest friends called me Lo. She had become my friend—my best friend. The one I shared details of my life with, or I used to at least.
“Seriously, Mia. Stop being so vain. I’m here to eat. Bash is in the back with Sofia.” I can’t hide the irritation in my tone. I turn my head and pretend to study the menu.
“Really? Then why the hell are you sitting at my table?”
I school my face before I look up at her with my emotionless mask firmly in place.
“I specifically asked to be sat anywhere but your table. Izzy’s going to serve me. If this is done, I’m trying to read here.” I look back to the menu, my fists clenching it within them, crinkling the laminated plastic.
“Whatever. What do you want to drink?”
She picks up her pad and pen as she stands before me tapping her foot as if I’m an inconvenience.
“You know what, Mia. Never mind. I’ll leave since you obviously don’t want me here.” I stand and look at her. The hurt in her eyes makes my heart contract.
She sighs. “Just tell me what you want to drink, Lo. I’ll serve you, okay? Sit down and stop making a scene.”
Making a scene?
I take a deep breath before I sit down.
“As I told Izzy, I would like a beer please. Whatever you have. I don’t care.” I say it slowly and with tons of sarcasm.
“Got it.”
She twirls around and marches back to the kitchen. I pretend to read the menu, but my eyes lock on the door, waiting impatiently for mio piccolo angelo to walk back out.
My little angel.
And she is, an angel that is. There is nothing little about Mia. Her personality is bright and bubbly. Her body is voluptuous. Not to mention her heart, she has a big old heart of gold. She’s truly something special, which is why I need to keep my distance.
So why am I sitting here? Because I’m a masochist. I can’t go a day without checking on her. My feelings for her run so deep to the point I don’t even do it consciously anymore. I find myself driving by her house or the restaurant without even realizing I jumped in my car. Yep, I’m obsessed.
The sad part is, I know she has feelings for me. She made it obvious when she kissed me back, and again when she refused to speak to me after I fucked everything up. Man, I’m an idiot. I wish we could go back to before the kiss.
Best friends.
The kind of friends who share secrets.
Too bad I had to go and shatter our friendship.
I’m so busy with my self-hatred that I don’t even realize when she comes back until she’s standing before me.
“Are you okay, Lo?”
Her gentle tone throws me off.
“Yeah. I’m fine,” I mutter.
She sets the beer on the table and takes a seat across from me. “You don’t look so good. Is everything really okay?”
No. I’m in love with you, but I can’t have you because I’m the devil and you are an angel.
“It’s as okay as it is ever going to be, Mia.”
She nods in understanding. “Do you want your usual?”
I let a small smile escape. She remembers my meal. I nod.
She takes the menu from me. “Better get this out of your way before you tear it to pieces next.” Then she winks at me, and I swear my whole world spins. What I wouldn’t give to bend her over this table right here and fuck her seven ways till Sunday.
I watch her hips sway as she walks around chatting with other tables. Anytime she’s around, my eyes can’t stay off her. Shit, I am a stalker.
A surprise guest slides into the chair across from me, and I jump at the sudden intrusion.
“Damn, Lo. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you jump. Are you feeling okay?”
“Matteo. I’d say what a pleasure, but well, it’s not. What are you doing here?”
He chuckles. “I don’t know if you noticed, but I kind of watch the boss’s woman. It’s part of the job, being wherever she is.”
I clenched my fists. Of course, he’s here.
I am slipping.
“Outside, not in here” is the only thing I can come up with.
“I’m only getting some food. I can find another table.”
I grit my teeth. “No, it’s okay. Sit.”
“Great. Thanks, bud.” I don’t miss the sarcasm in his tone.
Matteo is a newbie in our circle, but he earned his spot. He was mousy at first, but he’s grown into his own the past couple of months. Now he jokes along with the rest of us, fitting right in, which is usually a good thing, but right now, I want to be alone.
Mia spots Matteo and walks right over.
“Matt. How’s it going out there?” She gestures outside.
“Good. Nice and quiet. I’m getting a lot of reading done.”
My eyes volley between them as they carry on a conversation as if I’m not even here. She’s even smiling and pleasant toward him. The jealousy flowing through my blood overwhelms me.
“Good. I’m glad.”
Izzy is walking up behind Mia, when out of nowhere Matteo gives her a compliment.
“Mia, looking gorgeous tonight as always. That new workout you’ve been doing is really making you glow.”
She blushes, and I have to pinch my thigh in order to not reach across the table and choke him out.
“Are you flirting with her?” Izzy teases from behind.
“What? Umm... no?”
Izzy smiles brighter as Matteo shoots me a panicked look.
“I think that’s what is taking place here. What do you think, Mia?”
Mia sighs and glances at me quickly before turning back to Matteo. “Matt, would you like to go to dinner with me tomorrow night? I can ask Sofia to stay home with Bash.”
At this point, I’m barely holding back. I bite down on my cheek and taste copper as I try not to react.
“Like a date?” Matteo stutters out, his eyes flying from me to Mia.
“Yes. A date.”
The last straw has broken. I launch to my feet, nearly toppling the chair over, and the girls jump back in surprise. Taking out my wallet, I throw a couple hundred down before walking out the front door. I’m halfway down the block when I hear an angelic voice call to me.
“Lo! Lorenzo!”
I turn around as Mia comes running up to me.
“What about your food?”
I spit out the blood still filling my mouth. “I lost my appetite.”
“That’s blood. What’s wrong?”
“I’m fine. Go back to work, Mia.” I ground out the words. Truth is I need to let out this frustration. This anger building inside of me is going to blow in one of two ways. I either need to beat the fuck out of something or I need a hard fuck. Seeing as my dick seems to only work when Mia is around now days, fighting is the best option.
“No.”
Her defiant tone only makes my dick harden in my pants. I take a few steps forward until I’m right in her face. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll turn around and walk your sexy little ass back in the restaurant.”
“Don’t boss me around, Lo. I do know what is good for me, and right now it’s to stand here and find out what the fuck has you upset and why you walked out and wasted a plate of perfectly good food.”
I step closer until my nose touches hers. I can feel each breath she blows out.
“Haven’t you heard the story of the big bad wolf?” She nods. “You’re little red riding hood, and I’m the wolf. You need to leave before I eat you up.”
I watch as a flash of heat passes her eyes. Surprisingly, she doesn’t back away. Instead, she closes the distance between us. The next thing I know, I have her pushed against the wall outside the jewelry shop next to the restaurant. My tongue intertwines with hers as I shove my leg in between hers.
Logically, I know I should pull back. I know I need to leave. She can’t handle my particular tastes, but right now I’m letting my anger lead me.
My hand slides up under her shirt as I find her breasts, and I pinch her nipple roughly through her bra. Moaning, she grinds down on my thigh. I move to go under her bra, but freeze.
“Get a room!” I hear someone yell from across the street. Immediately, I pull back but stay close enough Mia is hidden from the men. She fixes her clothes before she looks at me with those bright blue eyes dilated with passion, her lips shining red and puffy from being kissed. I want to lean in and kiss them again but know it’s a bad idea.
Regret fills me instantly. I was too rough with her right here in the street. The self-hatred multiplies when I think about how I almost took her, right here, right now, where anyone could see us.
“Don’t,” she spits out as she looks in my eyes. “I don’t want to hear about your regret. You need to leave.”
She spins and stalks back into the restaurant, leaving me standing here wondering if it would be less painful to put a 9mm in my skull.






Chapter Two
Mia
I walk back into the restaurant and stalk right by Izzy, Matt, and all of my tables. I need to get out of here. I go back to the staff room and walk in on Bash and Sofia making out.
Gross.
“Sorry.” I avert my eyes. “I just need my things. I’m leaving.”
Sofia steps out of Bash’s arms and comes to me. She feels my head. “Are you sick? You don’t feel warm.”
With fury burning in my veins, I turn to her. “I am sick. I’m sick of him and his dumbass men.” I gesture to Bash. “I wish you had never come here.”
Hurt flashes in Sofia’s eyes, and I soften. I look to Bash, expecting anger, but only understanding reflects in his eyes.
“I think I should go and let you girls talk. I’m sorry, Mia. I’ll try to talk to him.” He gives Sofia one more kiss before he leaves.
She pulls me into the office and shuts the door before taking a seat. “Sit down, Mia. You are lucky that man loves me.” She sighs.
Boy, did I know it. Bash has killed men for much less than what I did.
“Sorry, Sof. It wasn’t Bash’s fault. Lorenzo. What a fucker.”
She sighs again. “Weren’t you avoiding him? Trying to get over him and all that?”
Yep. I told my best friends all about how I had the most amazing kiss in my life and then was promptly rejected right after. It took a week and a lot of chunky monkey to get me over the sting. This rejection will take much longer.
“Tell him my plan.” I drop my head into my hands. “I want you to ban him from here. Tell Bash to keep him away. If he keeps showing up, I’ll never get over him.”
She nods solemnly. “What did he do this time?”
“He was being kind of nice—well, nice for Lo. He appeared sad, so I threw him a bone and decided to be nice to him. I even agreed to be his server. Then Matt came in and this stupid fucking bet I made with Izzy came up.”
“Wait. Hold up. What bet?”
Of course, she focuses on the bet.
“It wasn’t a bet per se. She doesn’t think guys hit on her. So, we agreed the first guy to hit on us we would ask on a date. Matt hit on me. In front of Lo. Lo started getting mad. Then Izzy made a big deal about the bet, and so I had to ask Matt on a date. Lo became pissed and stormed off. I ran after him to check on him. I mean, why does he care if I go out with Matt? He rejected me. Anyway, he ordered me back inside, and I refused. Then he pushed me against a wall and kissed me while I rode his thigh.”
Sparks fill me as I think about it. The raw anger in his eyes excited me. I know if it had gone further, he would have taken my virginity right then and there. It wouldn’t have been all flowers and candles. No, it would have been hard and rough against a wall. The thought of it makes my panties wet. Stupid fuckers across the street ruined it for me.
“You rode his thigh? What the hell have you been getting up to, girl?” She laughs.
“I told you I’m not as innocent as you think I am.”
“But you are a virgin,” Sofia states.
I chuckle. “I’ve never had sex with a man, Sof. It doesn’t mean I don’t have sex with myself.”
She screws up her nose as if the thought repulses her. “I didn’t need to know that about you. Okay, so you’re a freak. I get it. So why did it stop?”
“These guys yelled at us to get a room. Lo shut down. Then his eyes filled with regret. He regrets kissing me. Again. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, Sof.” Tears prickle my eyes as my insecurities rise to the front of my mind.
“Nothing. Lo has a torrid history according to Bash. I don’t know details, but I think he needs time.”
I know a little bit about his past. Back before shit hit the fan, we shared a little with each other. His parents weren’t involved in his life. He told me more than once, his stepfather referred to him as Lucifer or the devil’s spawn. He didn’t tell me much more about them, but I could tell the way they treated him had a hand in shaping him into who he is today. While I like Lo the way he is, I could do without the self-loathing thing he has going on.
I cried for him when he told me. He held me in his arms as he calmed me down. That was back when we were friends. Now we can barely be in the same room together. At least, I can’t be in a room with him without wanting to jump him.
“Possibly, but I can’t keep getting rejected, Sof. It’s bad for my self-esteem. I feel like I’m one screw away from losing my shit.”
“So, go out with Matt.”
My eyes fly to hers, and I see the mischief dancing in them.
“Seriously. Go out with Matt tomorrow. I’ll ask Bash to stay in with me. You can go out on a date with a guy who obviously has a thing for you. I think the whole doctor thing you did for him did it. Then, if things go well, you can go from there.”
“Why do I get the feeling I’m being set up?”
Her eyes soften as she comes around the desk to sit next to me. She takes my hands. “I only want you to be happy. Matt is an amazing guy. I love him to death. He’s the brother I never had. With that being said, there’s a reason Lo draws you in. I think you two have more in common than you realize. I don’t know much about your past because you don’t like to talk about it, but I think you had some dark things happen to you too. Go out with Matt, and if you like him, I’ll support you 100 percent, but if you find yourself thinking about Lo, I suggest you let Matt down easy and work harder for Lo. Relationships don’t come easy, babe. You have to work for them.”
“Yeah, but Lo is a brick wall,” I grumble.
“Bash too. I learned to climb. I think it’s about time you do too.”
∞∞∞
 
“Matt, you look great.”
I open the door wider as he steps inside. Matt is standing in front of me dressed in a blue button-down with his sleeves rolled up onto his forearms with a pair of black slacks. Usually, he wears the typical goon suit, but tonight he switched it up, so he looks more casual.
“Me? You look drop-dead gorgeous.”
I spent a little extra time picking out my outfit and doing my makeup tonight. I chose a lavender, skintight dress that hugs each one of my curves. It’s cut low enough so that the top of my breasts are visible without them being on full display. The hem falls right above my knees, which gives me some comfort. While I can be a sultry seductress, I usually try for a more conservative look. Any man worth having is willing to work a little harder to get the goods.
“Thank you.” I feel the blush on my cheeks. “Ready to go?”
“Yep.”
He walks me to his car, and I nod at Angelo, my new guard, who gives me a smile. Matt opens my door for me then shuts it when I’m inside. When he rounds the front of the car, I feel a ping of sadness inside.
I wish Matt could be the guy for me. I wish I could date him and be happy. He would be good to me. He would take care of me. I know that. Too bad he isn’t the man who haunts my dreams.
Once he gets in the car and starts it, I tell him our destination. He looks surprised but says nothing.
“Listen. Thank you for coming out with me tonight,” I start.
“Of course. Anytime.”
He flashes me a smile, and I think about how hard this is going to be.
“I don’t want to lead you on, Matt. I asked you out because Izzy and I made a deal. The first guy who hit on us we would ask on a date. I won’t lie, my excitement is because it’s you, but only because we are such good friends.”
He laughs. “I know, Mia. I had a crush on you at first, but my crush was because you’re beautiful and smart. What guy wouldn’t want you? Then I was able to get to know you, and I know that while you are an amazing person, we aren’t compatible. Hell, you don’t even laugh at my stupid jokes.”
He speaks the truth. I don’t laugh at his jokes. I usually turn them around on him.
“Then why did you agree to this date?”
“Honestly?”
I nod when he glances over at me.
“I saw how pissed it made Lo. I thought he was why you asked me out, to make him jealous.”
I chuckle. “Actually, he is why I kept the date. I do want to make him jealous.”
“I figured when you picked the Brooklyn Lounge to have our date. Everyone knows Lo loves this place. He practically spends every Friday and Saturday night there.”
Except when he spent time with me. Before, he spent almost every night with me.
That was before the kiss.
“Was I that obvious?”
He chuckles. “Hate to break it to you, but you are a shitty liar.”
“Am not! Just feeling guilty about leading you on.”
“No need. I’ll play this game with you for now.”
We pull up to the longue, and my heart drops when I see Lo’s car is missing from the parking lot. This might be for nothing.
“Come on, sugar. Let’s get inside and get a couple of drinks. For you of course. I’m driving.” He gives me a wink, and I giggle.
I watch as Angelo pulls to the front of the place and parks right outside the door. He has been way more visible than the last guard. I think he wants me to know he’s here in case I need him. I appreciate it. After the events from a couple months ago, I feel better knowing he is always there, even if I think it is a bit much.
Matt walks in the bar first, reaching back to grab my hand. This probably looks as if he’s a dick, but undoubtedly it’s the gentleman move. He knows outside is safe. I have Angelo watching my back. He’s going in first to eye the place before allowing me in. It’s these little things I have picked up from the guys since hanging out with them.
Once inside, Matt gets us a table on the wall and positions himself so he can watch the door. A pretty, young waitress walks up and flutters her eyelashes at Matt. He doesn’t even look her way, and I smile. I know it’s not because of me, but in a way, it is. He’s on a date with me, and while we agreed this is a fake date, he’s still going to play his part.
“What can I get you to drink?” she asks Matt.
“Ladies first.”
He gestures to me, and she sighs as she switches her position so she can look in my direction. I don’t blame her. I would be upset too. Matt is tall, about six foot four, and looks like he stepped off the cover of GQ. He has dark brownish-black hair and golden eyes. His tan skin and athletic build make him the perfect package. If I didn’t have my own godlike creature I’m in love with, I would want him too.
“Vodka and cranberry please.”
She gives me a tight smile as she writes my order down then turns to Matt.
“I’ll take a water. Bottled. Sealed.”
As she nods then heads back to the bar, I take in the place. The bar is on the opposite wall from our table. Our table is at one end of the room while a huge dance floor is located at the other end. A stage sits right at the edge of the dance floor. Music plays above while several people smoke throughout.
I look through the throngs of people, but the person I’m looking for isn’t one of them.
“Relax, he’s not here yet. I’ll tell you when he arrives.”
“What if he doesn’t come?”
He chuckles. “He’ll be here.”
We get to talking about life. Hearing about Matt’s childhood and the antics of his sister cracks me up. They remind me of me and Izzy when we get crazy ideas in our head. After two drinks and an hour later, Matt’s demeanor changes. He goes from friend to doting date in seconds.
“He just walked through the door.”
I smile at him as he reaches across the table to take my hand in his.
“Laugh,” he orders as a smile fills his face.
I do as he asks and start laughing. I even go as far as tucking back the hair on my face.
“He’s turning red. Maybe this isn’t a good idea. I don’t want him to kill me. I do value my life.” Matt pulls away.
“It’ll be fine. Lo doesn’t want me, remember?”
Oh yeah. I told him the entire story while we sat here waiting. I thought he should know the cause he rallied behind. My heart warmed when I saw the anger on my behalf.
“I think you’re wrong about him. He’s coming this way.”
I roll my eyes as I reach across the table and take Matt’s hand in mine again. “Yeah, to order me home like a good little girl. He doesn’t view me as a woman. He views me as a little girl who needs to be protected.”
Matt shrugs as he leans back in his chair. Reluctantly, I give him his hand back.
I feel him before I see him. All six foot six of him. As he steps up to the side of the table, I turn and look at him with feigned surprised.
“Lorenzo. What are you doing here?”
He grabs my arm and pulls me up. “We need to talk.”
His teeth are clenched, so I’m only assuming I heard him correctly. I try to pull out of his grasp, but he growls at me. I let out a sigh and turn to Matt. “I’ll be right back, Matt.”
I pat his hand as Lo carts me off. He pulls me down a side hall leading to the restroom. Once at the end of the hall, he releases me.
“What are you doing here?” he barks at me.
Looking for you.
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
What is she doing here?
Having her here in my favorite hangout is a nightmare. This isn’t the place for good girls. This is where the criminals and deviants hang out. My inner need to sweep her out of here and take her some place safe consumes me.
“I asked you a question.” I know I’m barking out orders at her now, but the anger I keep hidden is bubbling to the top.
“I’m on a date.”
I didn’t think my blood could boil any higher. I was wrong.
“He brought you here?” The fact that Matteo considered this place appropriate makes me sneer.
“No, I brought him here. I wanted to check the place out, experience what all the hype is about.”
She’s acting nonchalant, but there’s a look in her eyes I’m unable to place.
“This isn’t a safe place, Mia. You need to go.” I grab her arm to haul her out the back, but she pulls back, struggling against me.
“Matt will keep me safe. Plus, Angelo is outside. I think I’ll be just fine, but thank you for worrying.”
At the mention of his name, I want to hit something. I crowd into her space, backing her against the wall. My mind briefly flashes to the last time I had her in this position.
Not the time, Lo.
I take a deep breath as I lean into her, my lips brushing against her cheek. I feel her respond to me. Her tense body loosens as I breathe against her skin. “Are you trying to get that man killed?” I whisper it right in her ear.
The reaction is immediate. She brings her hands up and pushes at my chest. When I don’t move right away, she starts pounding on it. “Fuck you, Lorenzo. You can’t kill every man I decide to date. You decided you don’t want me, remember? Leave me alone.”
Her words hurt more than any physical hit she could give me. I step away from her and catch her eyes. She’s pissed, but I can’t blame her. She’s wrong though. I do want her, more than I should. She turns to huff off, but I grab her arm, and she glares at me.
“End it with him. Now. Or I will kill him.”
I mean it to. As close as Matteo has become to Bash and Sofia, I will kill him if he touches her again. It won’t even be me who does it necessarily. It will be the inner devil. The monster inside. He has claimed Mia, even if I keep telling him he can’t have her.
“Stop being an unreasonable asshole! I will not end it with him. It’s one date. You can get over your fucking self. Go find a hooker. I’m sure she would be willing to warm your bed.”
She tears her arm out of my grip and storms out of the hallway. I slowly follow behind and watch her regain her seat at the table. My fists clench with the need to go over and throttle the man, I take a couple deep breaths to calm myself as she reaches over and grabs his hand. Whatever she says makes him smile, and I barely stop myself from punching his teeth out.
Mia is playing a dangerous game. I hope she knows what she’s getting herself into.
I head back to the bar and order a drink. I settle back against the bar and blatantly stare at them. Her back is to me, but it’s tense. They continue to talk and smile, but it’s obvious she isn’t having a good time.
Good.
Then I scold myself. I shouldn’t care who she’s with, but all I can think about is her up against the building so willing to let me own her body. The image of Matteo replacing me makes me want to throw something.
Before I can stop myself, I pull out my phone and dial.
“Hello, Lo. What can I do for you?”
I hear Sofia in the background as he tells her to try and stay quiet. The soft moans tell me what I interrupted.
Good. If I can’t get laid, then he shouldn’t either.
“I need a favor.”
“Oh yeah? What kind of favor?”
“I need you to call Matteo. Right now.”
“For what reason, brother?”
I don’t miss the amusement in his tone. He must know where Matteo is tonight. It only irritates me further.
“Fuck if I care, but get him to leave.”
I hear him sigh and all noise stops in the background.
“What is going on, Lo?”
“He’s on a date with Mia. He isn’t good enough for her. Make him leave before I do.”
He chuckles. “I’m not going to call him because you want to ruin her date.”
“I’m serious, Bash. If you don’t call him, I have some brand-new shoes I think he will love.”
“Son of a bitch. Why don’t you claim her for your own, Lo? Then you wouldn’t have this issue.”
He’s starting to sound frustrated. I should be worried, but I don’t care about the consequences of upsetting him. Hell, he should kill me. This ache in my chest might go away then.
“Just do it, goddamn it.” My teeth clench as I heave out the order.
“Fine. I hope you know what you’re doing, Lo.”
“I do.” I hang up the phone and watch as Matteo gets the call. He stands and helps Mia up, but I have no plans of letting her go with him. I swoop in.
“What’s the rush? Why not stay and have a couple of drinks? Didn’t you want to check this place out?” I aim the last question at Mia.
“Can’t. Bash called. He needs me at the house,” Matteo answers.
“What an asshole. He couldn’t get any other goon to do whatever it is he needs you to do?” Mia narrows her eyes at me with suspicion.
“I can take Mia home if you need to get there sooner,” I offer, being the gentleman that I am. Matteo gives me a long look before turning to look at Mia. Some unspoken communication goes on before Mia shrugs.
“Thanks, man. It would be a big help. I’ll let Angelo know what’s going on.” He leans down and kisses Mia on the cheek, and I growl. Mia throws me a “stop” look as he heads out the door. Once he is gone, I take his seat at the table.
“Well, how unexpected,” Mia muses.
“Want to stay and have another drink or do you want to go home?”
I’m not even sure what I hope she says. The sane part of me says I should take her home, but the other part wants her to stay all night then end up in bed with me. That part can’t win. I won’t let it.
“I wouldn’t mind another drink if you pick up the tab.”
“Of course, I’m paying.” I scoff at her. I would never let her pay for anything when she is with me.
I flag the waitress down, and she has no problem trying to flirt with me. She does every time she works. Usually, I entertain it, but not tonight.
“What can I get for you, hun?”
“I’ll take a coke, and she will have a vodka and cranberry.”
As she walks away, the surprise in Mia’s eyes is evident.
“You once told me this is your favorite thing to drink. Is it not?”
“No. It is. I didn’t realize you paid attention.”
“I pay attention to everything about you, Mia.”
I watch as she shivers. “You can’t be saying those things, Lo.”
I smirk at her use of my nickname. Back to Lo. Good.
“Why not? It’s true.”
“Because this hot-and-cold act is getting old. I don’t know what way is up with you.”
I sigh. She’s right. It isn’t fair to her. I am hot and cold. I have an angel on my right shoulder and the devil on the left. The angel is trying like hell to save one of its own, while the devil says I should bring her to the dark side. I have never warred with myself so much before.
“Sorry. I don’t mean to be.”
“I know, Lo. I know.”
The waitress returns with our drinks, and we sit in silence, neither one of us knowing what to say. She turns to the stage where someone is up singing karaoke. I missed when it changed from only music to karaoke.
While she stares at the stage, I stare at her. She doesn’t bother to look my way. She sits, sipping her drink slowly. After what seems like forever, Mia finally speaks up.
“Can you take me home? I’m tired.” She gulps down the rest of her drink and places the glass on the table.
I nod and hand some bills to the waitress before escorting her to my car.
Silence engulfs the car as I heard toward her house.
“Why don’t you like me?” she asks so softly I almost miss it.
Her question comes out of left field.
“What?”
“You heard me. Why don’t you like me?”
My hands grip the wheel tighter. “I do like you, Mia. Way more than I should,” I admit quietly.
“Then why do you keep rejecting me?”
She’s on a roll with these questions I don’t want to answer tonight.
“I don’t want to talk about this.”
“I do, Lo. Please?”
I look over and notice the pleading in her eyes, and I know I’m done.
“I’m not rejecting you. I’m saving you.”
“From what?”
“From me, mio piccolo angelo. I’m far from a good man. You’re innocent and pure. You deserve better than me.”
“What if I want you?”
“It can’t happen. I’m sorry, Mia. I wish I could give you your every desire.”
She’s silent for a couple of moments.
“So, you can’t give a relationship. What can you give?”
“Dirty, kinky, press-the-boundaries sex. Such sex will leave you so sore to the point that you can’t walk straight in the morning. Sex others would consider wrong. Sex that’s not fit for an angel such as yourself.”
“Why do you call me angel all the time? I’m not so innocent, you know.”
I pull up to her house and put the car in park before turning to look at her.
“You’re a virgin. Untouched. Pure. Just like the angels in heaven. That’s innocence.”
She thinks on it for a moment, muttering something to herself before turning to meet my eyes. “Can we go back to being friends?”
I let out a long sigh. I know I’m going to regret this, but there isn’t much I can deny this woman. She already owns a part of me I didn’t think I had. A part I will never get back. “Yes. We can.”
“Good.”
She goes to climb out of the car, and I jump out to walk her to the door. Once she has it open, I walk in and search the place before meeting her back at the door.
“Izzy is in her room sleeping. Don’t tell her I spied on her.”
She chuckles. “I can keep a secret.”
I smile. “See you tomorrow, mio piccolo angelo.”
“Good night, Lo. Sweet dreams.”
Only dreams I’ll have tonight will be about you.




Chapter Three
Mia
My plan backfired spectacularly. I thought watching me with Matt would drive him crazy and make him tear my clothes off. Instead, it resolved him to whatever torture he keeps putting himself through—us both through.
At least he agreed to be friends again.
That was the only saving grace from last night. Well, that and the way he made me feel when he told me exactly what he could offer me.
A shiver runs down my spine now as I think about it.
“Mia, are you okay?”
I look up and find Izzy standing at the end of the couch looking down at me.
“Yeah. Why?”
“Well, observing you sitting there staring at a blank TV while touching your lips and shivering is mildly concerning.”
I am?
I look back to the TV and find it’s indeed turned off.
“I’m lost in my thoughts, I guess.”
“Want to talk about it?”
She leans against the edge of the couch as she eats the bowl of cereal in her hands.
I think about it. Do I want to tell her about my messed-up thoughts? Probably not, but she’s my best friend.
“It’s about Lo. You sure you want to hear it?”
She has never been shy about telling me how she felt about him in the past. She used to handle me with kid gloves but has been better about it since I confronted her.
She sets her bowl on the coffee table then sinks into the couch next to me.
“If you want to talk about him, then I’ll listen. I know I’ve been rough on him in the past, but that’s on me. I have been biased against him and everyone involved in the organization. Watching Bash with Sofia, as much as I hate to admit it, I guess I realize I might be wrong.”
She pats my hand as she looks at me. A twinge of pain is still in her eyes, but it’s much less than before. She has a turbulent history with Giovanni, one of Lorenzo’s friends and member of the mafia.
“He rejected me, Iz. He says I’m too innocent.”
I look to gauge her reaction. Her view of my innocence has been a problem in the past.
“Did you tell him not to treat you like a child?”
Humor dances in her eyes, and I’m sure she’s thinking back to when I yelled at her for the same thing. It wasn’t my best moment considering I rarely ever lose my temper.
“No reason to. He obviously doesn’t want me. He seriously mentioned my virginity. Obviously, he wants someone more experienced.”
She chuckles. “If he wants a played-out pussy, then he isn’t the man for you anyways. I mean, who chooses a tire with no tread over a brand-new one?”
“I guess.” I’m not convinced.
“I mean, no guy wants the feeling of throwing a hotdog down a hallway. Trust me, babe, I know these things.”
I chuckle at her. “Seriously, Iz?”
“I’m dead serious. Here, want proof? Let’s ask an expert.” Before I know what she’s doing, she has the phone on speaker.
“Hello, Izzy. Sofia’s already at work. I’m not giving you a ride.”
Matt’s amused voice filters through the phone. I cringe when I realize what she’s planning to do. Matt’s like my brother; we solidified that last night. I don’t want him thinking about my vagina.
“Asshole. I don’t need a ride. I have a question for you.”
“Shoot.”
“Would you prefer a woman who has a well-used and flappy pussy or a brand spanking new virgin?” She gives me a pointed look, and I feel my face turning red.
“You twisted fucking bitch. I’m not playing these sick games with you, Izzy. This game turns bad for me quickly no matter what I say.”
“It’s not a game… This time. Just answer please. It’s a serious question.”
“If it’s up to me, I would say I wouldn’t want the flappy one, but it’s a big deal to sleep with a virgin. They often become attached. Besides, you know me, Iz. I don’t jump into bed with anyone.”
Matt is right. Who wants to sleep with a virgin? I zone out of their conversation as I think on his words. Could Lo not want me because of my virginity? It’s not as if I kept it on purpose. I’m selective in the men I’m around. The ones I have tried to date always disappeared on me after a couple of dates. At least the ones I have dated recently. I have a nagging suspicion it’s related to a certain tall, dark, and deadly man.
“Mia.”
I jerk when I feel Izzy touch my arm.
“Huh? Sorry.”
“Matt is talking to you.”
“Oh. Matt?”
I look to the phone.
“Listen, Mia. You’re a beautiful and gorgeous woman. If you had wanted to date me for real, I would have jumped at the chance, virgin or not.”
I feel my face heat.
“With that being said, the man you lust after is a complex beast. I don’t know him well enough, but I do know he hasn’t been out with other women for a while. I know that if one of the men even looks at you wrong, he puts them in their place. The man might not tell you how he feels, but I want you to pay attention to his actions. You might learn more than you think you know.”
My heart warms at his admission. Could he be right? Am I missing something?
“Thanks, Matt. I don’t know how you got roped into this, but I appreciate your advice. I love you like a brother, but if I didn’t, you would be one hell of a catch. One day some girl is going to be very happy.”
He chuckles. “You went mushy on me. I think it’s my cue to go. Goodbye, girls.” He hangs up before we can respond.
“Why did you call him? He’s now thinking about my vagina.” I drop my head in my hands.
“First, you went out on a date with him last night, so it’s weird hearing you calling him your brother now. Second, I’m making a point, Mia. You think Lo doesn’t want you because you’re a virgin. It’s not true. Want my honest opinion?”
“As if I can stop you,” I mumble.
“I’m going to ignore that comment. I think he does want you, but it scares him. Think about it. Lorenzo’s a twenty-nine-year-old man who has never had a serious relationship. Then you walk into his life. This gorgeous twenty-one-year-old vixen who has somehow wormed her way under his skin.”
I think on her words. I am much younger than him. Could that be why? Why the hell do I care again? Then I think about his smile. About all the times we sat and had conversations while on my protection detail. It’s why I care. He crawled under my skin as well.
“Well, what am I supposed to do then, Iz?”
A slow smile fills her face. “Do you want him? Irrevocably want him? You have to be sure.”
I don’t even need to think about it. Lo has been the number-one star in my dream since the day I met him. “Yes.”
“Then we have some plans to make.”
The smile she throws me spells trouble, but for once, I’m excited about it. Bring on the trouble.
∞∞∞
 
What am I thinking?
I run my hands down my bare legs. The weather in Brooklyn in October is bipolar. Sometimes it’s warm, but more often than not, it’s cooler. For example, tonight it’s around fifty degrees outside.
Why am I here?
I stop and let Izzy and Sofia walk ahead. They each dressed much more conservatively than me. I look down at my outfit. Izzy’s bright idea was to “sex” me up and send me into the lion’s den. Her words not mine.
They stop and let me catch up.
“You can do this, Mia,” Izzy encourages me.
“I don’t know, Iz. Are you sure you want to go through with this, Mia?” Sofia’s eyes hold concern. She doesn’t approve of our plan, but she doesn’t understand. Things with Bash progressed fairly quickly for her. He never once hid his desire for her.
Unlike Lo who has been leading me on a roller-coaster ride since the day we met.
“I’m sure.” I tug the back of the dress down a bit before we walk up to the club. Ivory is Bash’s club here in Brooklyn. It’s also the club Sofia insisted on when we told her our plan.
“Did Bash put us on the list?”
“Not exactly.” She casts Izzy a look.
Izzy sighs. “Bash didn’t want to be a part of whatever ‘trouble you girls are causing.’” She air quotes it. “So, I had to call in a favor I’m sure to regret.”
I narrow my eyes at her. “Who did you call?”
“Giovanni.” She doesn’t meet my eyes.
“No, Izzy. You hate him. You shouldn’t have called him.”
She turns and grabs my shoulders. “It’s nothing, babe. I love you. You need this. It’ll be fine.”
“What did he demand in return?”
She drops her hands from my shoulders. “He just wants a conversation. One conversation. I can do it for you, Mia.”
I realize the sacrifice she made. It might appear insignificant. One conversation isn’t a lot, but the conversation is with the man who shattered her heart at eighteen. She’s never fully gotten over the heartbreak. She rarely talks about it, but when she does, I can see how shattered she still is. I only hope this conversation doesn’t cause any more damage.
“You shouldn’t have, but I love you too. Let’s go. I’m freezing.” A shiver runs through my body to make my point. Sofia hooks her arm in with mine as she leads me to the door. This time, Sofia gives them our names. Instead of us simply being let in, we also receive an escort to the VIP lounge along with the wrist bands. We have come up in the world.
We’re led to a table where a server is already waiting.
“Good evening, ladies,” she says over the loud music. “What can I get you to drink this evening? Drinks are on the house.”
Of course, they are. I give Izzy a pointed look.
“What do you think the conversation is going to cost you?” I hint back to a similar conversation we had when I brought them to Crimson and Lo paid for our drinks.
She frowns but turns to the server. “I will have a seven and seven.”
“Whiskey and Coke for me. Jameson,” Sofia says.
“Vodka cranberry, please.”
The server leaves, and Sofia turns to me. “I thought you liked bahama mamas.”
I chuckle. “I was feeling adventurous last time. I know we don’t drink often, but I always have vodka cranberry at your house.”
“Yeah, but I thought it was because you didn’t know how to make a bahama mama.”
The server returns then with our drinks, and I take a healthy gulp of mine before looking around. Tonight, is different than the last time. Last time, the VIP area had been roped off with only us and the guys up here. Tonight, the VIP area is packed with people. Some obviously mafia, while others sorely overly rich.
I look back to the girls. “Iz, you never told us how your date went last night with Ted.”
“I should have never agreed to that bet. He seemed excited about the date, but never showed. I guess I’m not as irresistible as you think.”
I nod to a group of guys staring at us. “I bet one of those guys would disagree.”
She shakes her head but sends a coy smile their way.
“So, what’s the next part of your brilliant plan?” Sofia asks as she settles into the couch in our area.
Izzy smiles. “He’s walking this way.”
My heart seizes. Could Lorenzo already be here? I don’t turn around until I feel a tap on my shoulder. When I whirl around, my heart drops.
“Hello there. My name is Jeff. What’s your name?”
He is one of the ridiculously rich men I noted earlier. He’s not bad looking. He’s not tall like Lo, standing at five foot seven. He has broad shoulders and shaggy blond hair. His eyes reflect the color of the sky. I usually find all these attributes attractive.
He’s not Lorenzo.
I give him a small smile. “Mia. Nice to meet you.” I hold out my hand.
I know what Izzy wants. She wants me to make Lo jealous. Putting it plainly, I don’t know if it will work. Hell, Lo’s not even here.
“Can I buy you a drink?”
I hold up my half-full glass. “I’m good for now.”
He laughs as he rubs his hand down his face. “I suppose you are. Listen, I don’t want to bother you. I think you’re gorgeous. I was hoping we could get to know each other a little better.”
“Is that your best pickup line?” I arch a brow.
“I guess not. I’ll let you ladies get on with your night.” He turns to go as Izzy nudges my back.
“Want to sit with us?” I choke out.
He turns back, and a smile lights up his face. “I would love to.” He gestures to the couch, and I take a seat next to Sofia. Jeff sits next to me as Izzy sits on the other side of Sof.
“What do you do for a living, Jeff?” Izzy calls out.
He chuckles. “I’m an investment banker, nothing too exciting. What about you, ladies?”
I smirk. “We’re all waitresses.”
His eyes widen. I bet he’s wondering how we ended up in the VIP area. “Anywhere I might know?”
I hesitate. I don’t want him knowing where I work.
“Bello Italiano,” Izzy answers for me.
I glare at her, and she gives me a “what?” look.
“Never heard of it, which is a damn shame. They have some of the most beautiful waitresses there.”
I give him a tense smile and look to the girls. Izzy appears to be comfortable, but Sofia shares a similar look as mine. She’s not sure about this guy either.
“What brought you all the way out here to Brooklyn?” I say, changing the subject.
“I used to live out here. I still come for this club. Ivory’s honestly one of the best.”
“It is.” I look around the room as I answer him. I’m partial to Ivory. It’s a nice club that usually only attracts people from Brooklyn. It helps that it’s one of the safest clubs—even more so for me now with Sofia shacked up with Bash. I bet we have guards watching us right now.
“Do you want to dance?” Jeff asks, bringing my attention back to him.
“Yeah, go dance, Mia. We can watch your drink.”
Izzy gives me a knowing look, while Sofia looks as if she wants to stop me.
“Sure,” I hesitantly say.
We stand, but before I make it too far, Sofia grabs my arm. “Are you sure about this? This game you’re playing can be complicated. Is this truly the road you want to take, or is this the one you feel forced into?” she whispers to me.
I pull back and look at her. Sofia’s truly worried about me, and it touches my heart. Before Izzy and Sofia, I had been closed off. Cold. I didn’t have the normal warm and fuzzy childhood most had. Instead, I had a criminal father and a mother who answered his beck and call. I honestly think I was an accident. They say I wasn’t, but their lack of nurturing says different.
“I know what I’m doing, Sof, but I appreciate your concern.” My voice rings with conviction I wish I actually possessed. Honestly, I have a feeling this might blow up in my face, but I won’t know until I try.
Her face transforms as I watch a mask fall into place. “Have fun, babe.”
I look back and find Jeff a few steps ahead, waiting for me. “Sorry. Let’s dance.”
He leads me out onto the dance floor below and immediately pulls my back into his front. I feel uncomfortable with the closeness, but Izzy gives me an approving nod as I look up to the VIP section. I guess this is going the way she planned. Having his paws all over me isn’t exactly part of my plan.
I dance with him anyway. Every time his hands try to slip off my hips, I put them back. When he leans in to kiss me neck, I pull away, but his hands tighten on my hips almost painfully, holding me in place.
“Come on, baby. You know you like it.”
“I don’t. Let me go!”
I struggle a minute more before his weight behind me disappears. I turn around and find him being dragged away by a security guard.
“You okay?” someone whispers in my ear, and a chill rolls down my body.
I nod as I turn to face him.
Lorenzo.
I didn’t actually expect him to be here. I can’t help but wonder if he’s been here long or just showed up.
“Did he hurt you?”
“No. I could handle it myself.”
He lets out a humorless laugh. “Sure.”
I don’t miss the sarcastic his tone. I punch him in his chest. “You’re such a jerk.”
His hand reaches out and grabs my hip. “If you want to dance with a man who is going to run his hands all over your body, then pick someone of a higher class.”
I step into his embrace. Feeling bold, I run my hand down his chest. I don’t miss the change in his breathing. “Someone like who? You?”
He gulps. “No. Not me.”
Disappointment fills me, and I look away. I knew this wouldn’t work. He doesn’t think of me the same way I do him.
He brings my chin up to look him in the face. “Mia, mio piccolo angelo. You’re of a way higher class than me. You deserve someone better. We both know I’m not a good person.”
The despair on his face stops my heart. Maybe there’s something there. Without thinking, I lean forward and press my lips to his. His hand tightens on my hip. I pull back slightly.
“Dance with me, Lo,” I demand rather than ask.
He moves to shake his head, but I cut him off.
“I trust you, Lo. I want to dance. Won’t you dance with me? Keep me safe?”
Manipulative, I know, but I know he won’t say no to keeping me safe. Whatever this is between us, I know no matter what, he will always keep me safe. This is what’s so hard about all of this. He keeps fighting this attraction because he believes it’s what’s best for me. I need to show him only I know what’s best for me.
And right now, it’s him.
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
“Dance with me, Lo.”
Fuck if it doesn’t excite me. I want to break out into a huge grin. I move to shake my head though. I can’t go there.
My men called me the moment they made it into the club. One even commented on how Mia dressed for the evening, but I didn’t believe it. I showed up and damn if I didn’t become instantly hard. I don’t know what had been going through her mind when she decided to come to a club dressed the way she is. She’s asking for trouble. Guys will be all over her the entire night. Only one thought ran through my mind.
I might have to kill someone tonight.
Now Mia stands before me in this dark purple dress only being held together by some ties in the back. With one wrong move, the hem of the dress will show me the parts of her body haunting my dreams. Her short legs look infinitely longer, accentuated by her tall silver heels. She’s almost to my shoulders in them. Let’s not get started on her breasts. I want to simultaneously pull the material up to cover her while pulling it down to capture each nipple in my mouth. Fuck, she’s a walking wet dream on any given day, but today…. I want to throw her over my shoulder and leave, take her away from prying eyes.
“I trust you, Lo. I want to dance. Won’t you dance with me? Keep me safe?”
Her voice brings me back to the present. Mia trusts me. She trusts me to keep her safe. For that reason alone, I should turn around and walk out of this club. If I had a stronger will, I would. This woman standing in front of me could bring even the strongest men to their knees though. She’s everything angelic and perfect. Mia’s the forbidden fruit you’re tempted to taste but know you shouldn’t. Lord knows I would take a million deaths in hell solely for one simple taste of her sweetness.
Fuck, I’m going to hell.
I pull her closer by her hips so she’s flush with me. When she wraps her arms around my neck,  I savor the feeling it evokes in me. My cock grows inside my pants as she runs her hands through the hair at the nape of my neck. She tugs a little, and I barely resist the urge to nip the side of her neck.
I take a deep breath before I start to sway her hips in time to the music. She presses closer, and I know she can feel the evidence of what she does to me.
“This is nice,” she breathes into my ear.
I grunt in response.
We continue to dance together for a few more songs, neither one of us willing to let go. I run my hand from her hip down to her knee before wrapping it around my waist. I catch her gasp as I grind into her with the music. I don’t know what I’m thinking, but I can’t help myself.
You aren’t thinking, Lo. The voice of reason pops into my head, but I want to savor this for a few moments longer.
“Yes, Lo,” she gasps as she clings to me.
When I drop her leg, she starts to protest but quiets as I pull her from the dance floor and into one of the hallways on the side. I push her against the wall and kiss her. At first, I give a tentative kiss, but when she opens her mouth to mine, I lose all restraint. I kiss her with the full weight of my feelings for her.
I’ll give her credit; she keeps up with me, matching me tongue stroke for tongue stroke. She hikes her leg up over my hip, and my hand goes to hold it there. She arches into me, rubbing herself against my throbbing cock. My other hand trails up her body and grips her breast. I know I should be gentle, but it’s almost as if something else has taken over my body. My brain is telling me to stop, but with each moan from her throat, I cannot stop myself from taking what she’s offering.
I roughly pinch her nipples, and she pulls back, crying out. I pause for a moment, thinking I’ve hurt her, but instead she grinds against me harder.
“Don’t stop, Lo. I need this.”
I take my hand from her breast and fist it in her hair. Drawing her head to the side, I latch onto her neck and sink my teeth in as her moans grow louder. I pull back and tongue the area I bit. She’ll wear my mark for days to come, and the caveman part of me rejoices. I claimed her for all others to bear witness. No other fuckwad will dare step toward her with my mark on her.
I nibble down her neck until I reach her breasts as I continue to rock my hips into hers, noting every time her moans become higher in pitch. I latch on to her nipple through her dress, nibbling and sucking as her nails dig into my shoulders.
“I’m there, Lo. God, I’m going to come. Don’t stop.”
I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to. I rock into her harder and feel the familiar tingling at the base of my spine. I haven’t come in my pants since I was twelve. Fuck, this will be embarrassing, but I can’t stop now. She needs this, and I think I just might too.
Moments later, her teeth latch onto my shoulder as she starts to spasm. With the bite of pain, my own body jerks as I feel the moisture fill my boxers.
We each stay still for a moment, attempting to catch our breath.
“Fuck, Lo. That was... Fuck.” She giggles.
“I’m sorry, Mia. I shouldn’t have, especially not here.”
I look around and notice a couple of people in the hall, but their gazes are averted. I push my body closer, attempting to shield her from their view.
“I wanted to, Lo. It was hot.”
“I’m no better than the piece of shit who had his hands all over you out there. I took advantage of you.”
She pushes my chest as anger beams from her eyes. “You did no such thing. I didn’t want his hands on me. I wanted yours. I wanted this as much as you did.”
I nod as I look around and notice the hall has somewhat cleared out. “I should take you home.” I pull back and take off my suit jacket before wrapping it around her shoulders.
“I came with Sof and Izzy. I need to go tell them.” She goes to walk out ahead of me, but I pull her back.
“Hold on.” I take out my phone and send a text to one of my men, instructing them to bring the girls to the back entrance. “They’ll meet us at the back door, come on.”
“Seriously? What if I’m not done?” She raises her eyebrow.
I take a deep breath. “You mean you didn’t have enough? You need me to do more?”
Her face turns red, but she holds her ground. “There’s plenty more we could do, Lo.”
The way she licks her lips conjures up a myriad of thoughts in my head. Fuck if I don’t want to take her right here right now, but it’s not the place nor the time.
What are you thinking, Lo? You can’t take her anywhere at any time.
I shake my head and grab her arm. “Later, we need to get you home.”
“Such a fucking bully. I don’t regret what we did, Lo. Neither should you.”
Tell it to my conscience.
I grunt as I pull her toward the back entrance. Moments later, Matteo shows up with Sofia and Isabel.
“Time to go home, girls. Can you take Sofia home, Matteo?”
“Yes, sir.”
Matteo’s a good soldier. Always willing to follow a command no matter what. Even though feelings of anger at him yesterday overcame me, I still have to respect him—especially when he sought me out earlier to discuss last night’s events. I feel better knowing his interest in Mia is purely platonic. Honestly, Matteo’s become closer to me than any other another man who works for us, he’s become a friend. Even though he refuses to call me Lo.
“I will get these two ladies home safely. Text me when Sofia is home.”
“You can’t order us around, Lorenzo.” The way Isabel says my name doesn’t hide her contempt for me.
If only you knew what I did to your best friend.
She hasn’t been a fan of mine from the beginning. She isn’t wrong about me though. I wish I knew how to leave Mia alone. Then this would be a nonissue. Instead, I’m a masochist. I torture myself by constantly subjecting myself to this angel of a woman who gives me devilish thoughts.
“Stay if you want, Isabel. I can call Gio and have him come grab you later. Mia is going home though.”
Isabel gives me a dirty look before turning to Mia. “Do you want to go, Mia?”
Mia sighs. “I think I’m done for the night. Not because this brute is ordering me to, but I’m awfully sleepy all of a sudden.”
She shoots me a sly smirk, and my thoughts flash back to what we just did. I can barely contain the urge to push her back against the wall and do it all over again.
“Fine. We can go home,” Isabel reluctantly agrees.
I order the men standing at the back door to clear the alley before bringing the girls out. Once it’s clear, I escort Isabel and Mia to my car. They each stop and hug Sofia before getting it. I watch as Matteo makes sure Sofia is secure before jumping into his car. I give him a nod, and he nods back. Then I slide into my car to take these two troublemakers home.
“So, Mia, tell me about dancing with Jeff,” Isabel says from the back seat.
My hands tighten on the steering wheel as I glance at the girls in the rearview mirror before focusing back on the road.
“Jeff’s a perv. Tried to feel me up. Thankfully, Lo showed up and got rid of him.”
Isabel gasps. “Did you kill him, Lorenzo?”
My eyes meet her horrified look in the mirror.
Glancing to Mia, I notice her smirk.
“Did you off him, Lo? That would be hot.” Mia winks at me, and I shake my head. I don’t know what’s up with her tonight. She’s acting different, not like the Mia I know. I can’t say I don’t enjoy the change, but it does worry me.
“I did not ‘off’ him. I had him kicked out of the club. Always thinking the worst of us, Isabel.” I tsk her.
“Thank God. I don’t think I could forgive myself for getting some poor guy killed,” she says as Mia hushes her.
My eyes snap to them, but they don’t notice. They’re locked in a nonverbal conversation with each other.
“So, what did you two do? I saw you dancing and then poof, gone.” Isabel mimics a magician with her hands to accentuate her words.
I face forward again, letting Mia handle this one. I could save her, but I’m curious as to what she will say.
“We dry humped in the hall. He gave me one amazing orgasm. You didn’t miss much.”
My eyes swing back to meet hers in the mirror. The shock must show on my face because she smiles.
“Damn, girl. I didn’t know you had a wild side to you. I’m glad to hear you got some though.”
Thankfully, I pull up outside their house a moment later. “Stay here. I’ll check the house before you go in.”
They each roll their eyes, but don’t argue. After everything that happened with Sofia and them a little bit ago, they let me do my job without complaint. I jog forward and meet their guards, who have pulled up moments after us.
“I’m going to check the house. Keep an eye on them.”
They each nod as they lean on their cars looking around.
It only takes me a couple of minutes before I’m back outside with the girls. “It’s clear. You can go in.”
They each jump out, and I walk them to the door. Isabel walks in without another word, but Mia hesitates at the door.
“I had fun tonight, Lo. I hope you don’t go back to being a complete jackass after this.”
I sigh. “I don’t want to be a jackass. I don’t do relationships, Mia. I’m not good with them. I don’t want you getting any expectations.”
“Friends. We agreed on friends. Let’s call tonight a benefit from being friends. Sound good?”
I see the conviction in her eyes. She isn’t asking for anything more than I can offer.
“You deserve so much more.” I attempt to give her one last out. My resolve is fading quickly.
“I decide what I deserve. This is what I want, Lo. Friends with benefits.”
I know I can’t give her all the benefits she wants, but some small ones? Could I for her? Part of me is already warming up to the idea while the other part is using every curse word it knows to discourage me. I relent, my resolve officially gone.
“Minor benefits. I’m not taking your virginity, Mia. You should save it for someone worthy.”
Briefly, a pinch of pain crosses her expression, but she schools it quickly. “Okay. Fine. Friends with minor benefits.” She leans forward and gives me a chaste kiss. “Goodnight, Lo. Sweet dreams.”
“Goodnight, mio piccolo angelo.”
I will be dreaming of you.
I don’t add the last part out loud, but I know I will be. My hand will be getting plenty of action tonight.




Chapter Four
Mia
Lo and I are back at the club. He has me pressed against the same wall. This time, no clothing is in our way. Instead of rubbing against him through clothes, he is buried to the hilt inside of me. My nails claw down his back. I know they’ll leave marks, but I didn’t care. I want my mark on him. I need it on him.
He bites down into my neck, and the delicious feeling of the pain heightens my pleasure, taking me higher into bliss. Just as I’m about to come, he pulls out and roughly turns me around, wrapping a hand gently around my throat.
“I want you bent over, hands braced against the wall. This isn’t going to be gentle, mio piccolo angelo. This is going to be hard and rough. Can you handle it?”
“Yes, Lo. Please. Fuck me hard,” I cry out.
He lets go of my neck as I move into position. I’m sitting there waiting for him. Waiting for something. Next thing I know, a sting of pain hits my ass as a loud smack rings out. I grow wet at the sensation. I always knew I would love to be spanked. I always have to have a little pain with my pleasure.
“Spread your legs wider, Mia.”
I do as he asks; then he’s there at my entrance. He doesn’t hesitate. He slams into me, and my head hits the wall. It doesn’t stop him though. He grips my hips and uses my body for his pleasure. He rams into me so hard that my arms start to shake. I feel myself building again. I’m climbing higher. Higher.
I wake up feeling myself shaking. My hand is between my legs, and I feel my muscles contracting. I was dreaming, but my hands couldn’t help themselves. They gave me the sensations he was evoking in the dream. Like last night, this orgasm was much more than any I’ve given myself before. Knowing how he feels against me changed everything.
He claims he doesn’t want anything serious, but I’m going to change his mind. I got him to agree on friends with benefits. It can’t be too hard to trick him into falling in love with me.
I jump up and rush into the shower. After I’m dressed for the day, I go into the kitchen and find Izzy sitting at the counter eating cereal.
“So, what kind of dreams were you having? I made out some serious moans and a couple of ‘Oh, Los’ coming from your room. Or is he in there with you?”
I chuckle at her. “Sorry, just a wet dream. He really did a number on me last night at the club. Fuck, Izzy. I have never come that hard.”
“Eww. Mia, I love you dearly, but I don’t need to know about how you come, especially while I’m eating.”
I feel my cheeks turn red. “Sorry, Iz.”
She laughs. “It’s okay. I’m glad to see a smile on your face. Then again, at least one of us is getting some sort of action, even if it comes from him. So, what’s up with you two? By the mark on your neck, I would say things are going well.”
Gasping, I rush to the mirror in the hallway. I totally forgot that he bit me. I lift my hair up to examine the mark. The bruise isn’t too big, but it’s hot. As if Lo couldn’t help but mark me for all others to know that I’m his.
“I didn’t realize he left a mark,” I say as I join her back at the counter. “He doesn’t want anything serious. He said he would agree to being friends with minor benefits.”
She gives me a disapproving look. “You deserve better than that, Mia. What the fuck does that even mean? Minor benefits?”
“He said the same thing, Iz, but I want this. I want to show him I’m more than innocent little Mia. If I do that, then maybe he’ll change his mind. He said he won’t have sex with me because my virginity is something I need to save for the right person. We can do other stuff, but not sex.”
She looks at me hard and long. “Are you sure this is a good idea? I mean, I’m all for making him jealous, but entering into this no-strings-attached relationship when you’re already attached is a dangerous thing, Mia. He’s going to break your heart.”
My heart aches at her words. It agrees with her. It fears being hurt. I can’t stop now though. It’s too late. Either way, my heart will be broken. I’d rather try and fail than not try at all.
“I’m sure, Iz. I’ll be okay. Even if he does break my heart, it will be my fault. I’m going into this with my eyes wide open. I don’t want to look back later in life and think ‘what if he was the one?’ I want to know if he is. This is the best way of doing that. I think he’s holding back out of some sort of gentleman complex he has. We’ll see if that’s true.”
She sighs before taking her bowl to the sink and cleaning it. Once she’s done, she comes and wraps her arm around me. “If he breaks your heart, I’m going to break his dick, whether you want me to or not. I’m not scared of Lorenzo. He’s just a man, after all.”
“You don’t need to do break anything, Iz. I can take care of myself. Besides, we all know there is only one man you’re afraid of.”
“The devil? Nah, I rule his world.”
I chuckle and shake my head. “Giovanni.”
She grows somber. “I’m not afraid of him, Mia. I know how the story ends. Been there and done that. Just because I avoid him doesn’t make me afraid. It makes me smart. When you get burnt by the flame, you don’t keep putting your hand in the fire.”
“He cares about you, Iz. Everyone can tell.”
“Well, he should have thought about that when we were kids. It’s too late now, Mia. Just let sleeping dogs lie.”
I wish she could see what Sofia and I do. Giovanni’s head over heels in love with her, but she’s so caught up in her past that she refuses to even give him a moment to explain himself. We still don’t know what happened, but Giovanni will be a part of her life forever now, especially with Sofia being with Bash. Hell, if things end up as I hope they do, I’ll be with Lo. Then Iz will be stuck with us all, which will include Giovanni.
“Okay, Iz. I will, just consider it, okay?”
She nods before leaving the kitchen. I know she won’t consider it. It seems she’s already burnt that bridge. I pray Giovanni’s strong enough to rebuild it.
∞∞∞
 
“What are you doing tomorrow after work?”
I screech as I turn and find Sofia standing behind me. “Fuck, Sof. You scared the fuck out of me!”
She giggles as her smile grows. “Good, you looked like you were lost in your own little world.”
I had been. My mind hasn’t stopped replaying last night. Every time I think about it, my body becomes all hot and bothered. I even dropped a plate earlier, which I haven’t done since right after I first started waitressing as a teenager. Scared one of the new girls half to death.
“Sorry. My mind’s preoccupied.”
“Does it have anything to do with the way I saw you and Lo dancing last night?” She wiggles her eyebrows at me.
“Shut up, Sof.” I laugh as I smack her arm. “But, yes, it does. Shit, if my mind doesn’t clear soon, I might need to borrow your office.”
I mean it too. I’ve been so turned on all day with the dirty thoughts running through my head. At this point, it wouldn’t take me long to finish myself off. It might even take some of this tension from my body.
“Damn, Mia. I didn’t realize you were so dirty.” She looks around, making sure no one overhears us. “If you need to, do it before Uncle Tony comes by for the night drop-off.” She shoots me a wink.
“I’m glad you understand.” I shake my head at her. I cannot believe she gave me permission. I was mostly kidding. “Anyways, I think I’m almost done here for the day.”
“Good. You can head out once your last table is done. Oh, what are you doing tomorrow after work?
“The usual, showering and not moving until I have to. why?”
“Bash wants you to come by tomorrow night for dinner. He has something he wants to discuss with you.”
“Oh? Like what?”
Her eyes shine like she knows something I don’t. “I can’t tell you, Mia Pia. It would ruin the surprise.”
“Fine. I’ll be there. What time?”
“Six o’clock for dinner. You can bring Lo with you if you want.” She gives me another wink before turning to leave. “Oh, and my office is open, Mia.”
I chuckle as I head out of the staff room and grab my last table’s dessert. Once I deliver it, I head over to the side station and begin my clean up. Feeling my phone vibrate in my pocket, I look over to Izzy who is standing by the front door doing her own clean up. It’s obviously not her texting me.
I pull my phone out and smile.
Lo.
His name shows up on my screen, and I’m sad that I don’t have a photo to accompany it.
Lo: How is your day, mio piccolo angelo?
My heart warms at his words. Maybe my plan is working.
Mia: Okay. It could be better though.
I smirk at my response. I’ve never been good at flirting, but maybe I learned a thing or two from TV.
Lo: Oh yeah? How could it be better?
He played right into my hand.
Mia: I’m in desperate need of something. Something only, you can give me, Lo.
His response is instant.
Lo: We shouldn’t, Mia. I want to, but we shouldn’t.
Part of me is hurt because he’s saying no, but I also realize what else he said. He wants to.
Mia: What do you think I’m talking about, Lo? I only want some Mexican food from Manhattan. I’m not allowed to leave the city without you.
I hurry up and finish cleaning as I await his response. Thirty minutes goes by and no response comes. Maybe I upset him.
“I’m all finished,” I tell Sofia as I sit at a table and take out my phone. I’m about to text back when I feel his eyes on me. I don’t even need to look up to know that Lo just walked into the restaurant.
“Can I sit with you girls?”
Sofia laughs. “Of course, Lo. What are you up to tonight? I can have Eddie whip you up your favorite.”
I finally look up, and he gives me a smile. I feel my cheeks burn as I think about all the thoughts that ran through my head today. There’s heat behind his eyes as he focuses on me.
“No. I think I’m going to take Mia to eat some Mexican up in Manhattan.”
I can feel the surprise on my face. I didn’t expect him to agree, especially after he didn’t respond.
“Mexican? How lucky. Now I want Mexican. Maybe Bash can have one of the guys go fetch me some.”
“If you asked Bash to get you the moon, he would find a way to shoot it out of the sky. Mexican food seems pretty simple in comparison.”
She laughs at my response. I mean it though. Bash is so head over heels in love with her that I would bet he would cut out his own heart and hand it to her if she wanted it. She’s his number-one priority. It’s obvious to all of us who are close to him. He adores her.
“You might be right. Anyways, get out of here. I’ll make sure Izzy gets home safe. Matt should be in soon. He can give her a ride.”
“Thanks, Sof.”
She gives me a quick hug before whispering in my ear. “Better have him work all the tension out of you tonight.” When she pulls back she gives me a sly smirk, then gives Lo a hug.
Lo walks out the door first and looks around to make sure it’s safe. Then he helps me into the car before telling my guard where we’re going.
“Does he have to follow?” I ask him as soon as he slides into the car.
“It’s better to have him around since we’re leaving Brooklyn. Buckle up.”
He leans over me and pulls my seat belt down and clicks it into place. The way he leans over my body sets my already humming body on fire.
“Lo,” I breathe out, and he looks up at me.
I know the minute he notices the heat in my eyes because his eyes instantly fill with fire as well.
He clears his throat as he backs away.
“We should go before they close.”
I try not to let the disappointment fill me. He showed up. He’s here, and he’s taking me somewhere I want to go. That should mean something, right?
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
I didn’t miss the heat in her eyes when I buckled her in. I just couldn’t act on it. If I had, then we would have never gotten to dinner. Mia needs to eat.
“Can we stop by my house first so I can change?”
I look at her outfit and notice that she’s still in her work uniform.
“Of course.”
I wait in the foyer of her house while she changes. When she comes back out, my throat goes dry. She’s wearing a black mini skirt with a tied-up white button-down shirt. The outfit shows off her stomach and legs, leading down into a pair of fuck-me red pumps. I hurry to adjust my pants, and can’t help but wonder if she’s trying to kill me.
“How do I look?”
I see the insecurity in her eyes. This woman doesn’t know she’s gorgeous. It’s also a reminder of her innocence. I shouldn’t even be out with her, but I’m finding it harder and harder to say no to her. Ever since last night, my mind has taken a back seat to my body. That and she’s quickly weaseled her way into my heart. I can’t think about it now though.
“Fucking gorgeous, mio piccolo angelo. Straight heavenly.”
Her cheeks turn red as she giggles at my response. I’ve never been one to enjoy when a woman giggles. It sounds so juvenile and grates on my nerves. When Mia does it though? It’s like the sound of a heavenly angel begging me to let her save my soul. Fuck if it doesn’t turn me on each and every time I hear it.
“Thank you, Lo. Let’s go, I’m starving.” Her gaze travels over every part of my body, and I realize she has more than food on her mind. She’s hungry for me. Fuck, this woman is going to test my patience and willpower.
I don’t say another word as I escort her out to the car. Once we’re on our way, I turn the radio on and instruct her to listen to whatever she wants. I would try and talk to her, but my balls are so blue that I think they might fall off about now.
Once she settles on a station, she begins singing whatever pop song playing on the radio. At first, she’s singing low, and I can barely make it out. As the song reaches its climax, she belts it out without reserve. Her hands move around as if she’s really singing to someone. Then she turns and points to me.
She reaches over and touches my arm and leg as she sings this song. I feel as if she’s singing it to me. The lyrics are appropriate. Every time we touch, I do feel like we can fly. I feel like nothing else in this world matters. It isn’t until I’m falling that I realize people can’t fly, and I only bring others down.
As another song comes on, I smile at her antics. It seems she has hand movements to every song she knows. I also notice her beautiful voice. Even when it’s obvious she’s trying to irritate me, she still sounds heavenly. She belts out yet another song, and the long ride seems to pass in an instant.
“All right, Britney, we’re here.”
She rolls her eyes at me. “I do not sound like Britney Spears. Besides, I’m not crazy.”
“That has yet to be seen, my dear. Let’s hurry up and eat.”
She mumbles something under her breath, but I don’t mind. The smile on her face would take away any sting from her words. I go to her side and open the door before escorting her into the restaurant. It’s busy as it’s a Saturday night, but the owner is a friend, so I know we have a table waiting.
“Hello, Lorenzo. How’re you doing this evening?” The hostess, Estefani, comes out from around the podium to touch my arm.
She’s been wanting on me for years now, and I’ve never given her the time of day, but it doesn’t stop her from trying. If she wasn’t the owner’s daughter, I might have taken a ride. She’s beautiful, and her Spanish accent does sound quite attractive, but she doesn’t even stir my dick anymore.
I step back and wrap my arm around Mia. I feel her lean into my embrace as she slides her arm around my waist.
“We have a reservation.”
Estefani looks shocked. I’ve never brought a woman here before, mostly because I don’t date. The women before Mia were all fuck and dumps. I had no reason to feed them first. They all knew the score. Each one hoping they would change my mind, I’m sure, but failed.
“Of course. Papi told me to expect you. Right this way.”
I look down to Mia and notice amusement on her face. Good. I didn’t want her to think anything was there.
“Here you go. Your server will be over right away.”
After she leaves, Mia bursts out laughing. “Have you slept with her?”
I study her face. She doesn’t look jealous, only amused. “No, she’s the owner’s daughter. He’s a good friend of mine. I wouldn’t go there.”
“Well, she would like you to. She didn’t seem very happy to see you here with me. I guess you don’t bring your dates here?”
I make sure she’s looking right in my eyes before I respond. “I don’t date, Mia. I fuck.”
She gulps back her laughter. “Oh.”
“Yeah, ‘oh.’”
“That sounds good too.”
This time it’s my turn to laugh. “My innocent Mia. I don’t think you know what you’re asking for. I’m not the prince in the stories you read. I’m the villain.”
I note a little bit of simmering anger behind her eyes.
“There’s always a wild side to every innocent woman, Lo. Haven’t you ever heard the saying ‘a good girl is a bad girl who hasn’t been caught yet?’ If not, you best remember it.”
I’m stunned silent by her bold claim. Before I can come up with something to say, our server comes up to the table.
“Lorenzo. How have you been, old friend?” The older woman who greets us is the owner’s wife.
“Maria.” I stand up and give her an affectionate hug. “I’m doing well. How are you?”
This time I see the twinge of jealousy in Mia’s eyes.
“Doing well. Business is going good.”
“Anymore issues I need to look into?”
A few months back, she was having issues with some wannabe gangsters trying to shake them down for protection money. I took care of it real quick once I found out.
“No. No more issues. Thank you, by the way.”
“Of course.” I look over to Mia and gesture to her. “Maria, this is Mia, a close friend of mine.”
“Friend you say?” She gives me a look that says she doesn’t believe me. “She’s so beautiful, Lorenzo. Better snatch her up before some young fella marks his claim. Although, by the mark on her neck, I’d say someone has already laid claim to her.”
I watch as Mia turns bright red.
“Mia, it’s wonderful to meet you, dear. What can I get you to drink?”
Mia gives her a small smile. “Well, after all of that, I think I might need a margarita.”
“Of course, child. Frozen or on the rocks?”
“Frozen, please.”
“Regular, Strawberry, or Mango?”
“Strawberry with sugar on the rim.”
“Coming right up. What about you, Lorenzo?”
What I really want is a glass of whiskey, but I’m driving tonight, and I won’t risk losing my senses with Mia around.
“A Coke please, Maria.”
She gives me a knowing smirk before dashing off.
“She’s interesting,” Mia muses.
“She’s the owner, Pablo’s wife. I’ve known them for years. We’re good friends.”
“Why don’t they call you, Lo?”
“Only family calls me Lo.” I realize what I said implies. I let her call me Lo since the day we met. I guess I’ve always thought of her as someone close to me.
“Is this why Sofia always brings us here for Mexican Food?”
I laugh. “Actually, Sofia found this place on her own. I don’t think she even knows my connection to the place. No one really does. Before Bash, I used to run a crew up here in Manhattan. I know where all the best places are.”
“Is this where you live then?”
“Not anymore, although I do have a house here. I live in Brooklyn. I have to stay close to Bash in my position.”
She nods and turns her attention to the menu. I don’t bother. I always order the same thing.
Maria returns a moment later with our drinks and a basket full of chips and a bowl of salsa. “There you go. Do you know what you want to eat?”
I gesture to Mia. “Ladies first.”
“Okay. I will have the taco salad, no guac please, and thank you.”
“Got it. Your usual, Lorenzo?”
“You know it, Maria.”
She chuckles. “I’ll have that right out.”
I watch as Mia licks the rim of her glass before taking a sip of her margarita. Watching her tongue slip out of her lips and lick anything that’s not me is torture. My mind can easily imagine my cock in place of the glass or the straw.
She licks her lips and lets out a moan, and I can’t help but reach down and grab my cock.
“Fuck, Mia. You’re a tease.”
Her eyes widen as she looks at me. Her mouth makes an “O” as she sees the direction of my hand. Then her eyes change as she slips a foot up my leg. I grab it before it can reach my crotch.
“Who said I’m a tease? Who said I won’t follow through?”
I close my eyes and say a silent prayer before opening them again. “You little temptress. You’re like the snake tempting Eve with the apple. If the snake was anything like you, I don’t blame Eve. I would have devoured the whole garden for a taste.”
She bites her lip as I watch her skin turn red from her cleavage all the way up to her ears.
“Not such an angel, am I?”
“Oh, you’re for sure an angel. Sweet and innocent. Pure. It’s what makes you so tempting. You make men want to show you the dark side. Show you how good it can be to be bad.”
She tsks her tongue at me. “You seem to think I’m such a good girl, Lo. You think I’m pure and innocent, as if I’ve never sinned, but what you don’t know is I’m a good girl with some bad habits. I’ve committed my fair share of sins. You just aren’t privy to them yet.”
My eyes narrow at her. What sins is she speaking of? As far as my research can tell, she’s as pure as the day she was born.
“Have you had a cock shoved up inside that tight little pussy of yours, Mia? Have you felt a man thrusting inside you until you scream out?”
I’m being mean now. I know she’s a virgin. She told me so herself. It’s when she truly became off-limits to me. When I backed away from her.
It’s when you ruined your friendship.
“What if I have?” The innocent look on her face tries to hide the lie.
“Liar, you’re still as pure as the day I met you.”
“There are other ways to be dirty, Lo. I thought you would know that better than anyone. There are other sins to be committed and other ways to receive pleasure. Just because I’ve never had a real cock inside me doesn’t mean I don’t know how to pleasure myself. Or that I’m a good girl with no marks on my record. You don’t even know a quarter of my past.”
My blood is boiling at her words. My mind jumps to the thought of her using a thick dildo on herself, pushing it in and out of her pussy as she gushes. I picture her crying out as she pinches her own nipples while her other hand strums her clit.
Fuck. My balls are going to explode.
“What do you know about pleasure, mio piccolo angelo?”
Without warning, she sinks underneath the table. Thankfully, we’re seated in the very back corner where it’s dark, just as I prefer. The tablecloth goes all the way to the floor so, for people walking by, it looks like I’m merely sitting here by myself. Her hands touch my knees, and I jump. I’ve never been so on edge before.
“What do you think you’re doing, Mia? Sit back down.” I attempt to slap her hands away as they try to undo my pants.
“No, Lo. I am doing this, and you’re going to fucking let me. Now shut the fuck up and enjoy it.”
I’m speechless at her determination, let alone the words coming out of her mouth. My hesitation allows her time to unbutton and unzip my pants. Next thing I know, I feel her pulling my cock out of my boxers. The relief from the tension of being caged in feels amazing, but when she places her mouth on the head of my cock, I have to bite back a curse.
I attempt to push her away, but she digs her nails into my thigh as she continues to work my cock into her mouth. It takes a couple of minutes, but before long she’s pushing my entire nine inches into her mouth and down her throat. She stops once she reaches my base; then she swallows. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from screaming out in pleasure. She continues to suck while alternating licking at the same time. When Maria heads our way with our food, I place my hand under the table, holding her hair.
“Maria is coming. Get up,” I grit out.
She doesn’t respond. Instead, she continues to swallow my dick whole. As Maria reaches the table, Mia reaches out and massages my balls, and I almost lose my load right then and there.
“You okay, Lorenzo? You look feverish.”
“Fine,” I grunt out.
“Where did your girlfriend go?”
Under the table. She’s going to town on my cock right now, so I need you to leave.
“Restroom.”
“I like her. She’s good for you. It’s good for you to finally be dating.”
Mia scrapes her teeth lightly up my cock, and I take a deep breath in and grunt at Maria. “She’s something.”
Maria gives me an odd look but gives me a smile anyway. “Oh, well, okay. Enjoy. I will be back to check on you in a bit.”
I manage a smile and watch as she walks away.
“Mia Cortalione, you’re a naughty girl doing that to me with her here. I think you need a little punishment,” I whisper to her under the table. Without thinking, I wrap my hand in her hair and begin to fuck her face. Each time I press her head down, I thrust up at the same time. I can’t see her face, but I know this is probably hurting her. Hell, I might even be cutting off her air supply. I’m so close now, I can’t stop to care. I shove up a couple of more times, reveling in the nail marks I know will be in my legs later.
On the last thrust, I bite my cheek hard enough to taste copper as I spill my load down her throat before I finally relax. She licks me a couple more times before placing me back in my pants and zipping me up. Then she materializes on her side of the table. A bit of my cum sits on the side of her lip, but before I can say anything, her tongue slips out and wipes it away.
“Delicious,” she says before leaning forward and taking a sip of her margarita.
Fuck if I’m not ready to go again.
“Did I hurt you?”
Her face is bright red, hair messy from my hands being tangled in it. She’s still breathing heavy. The guilt hits me. I had been rough with her like I would have been with any chick, but Mia’s not just any chick. She’s special.
“Nope. It was fucking hot though. I’m so turned on right now.” She runs her hand over her collarbone as she speaks.
“Why did you do that?”
“To show you that I do know about pleasure. Just because I’m a virgin doesn’t mean I’m innocent, Lo. The sooner you realize it, the better this friendship will go.”
I sigh. This girl is going to be the death of me, I know it.




Chapter Five
Mia
I have never actually tasted cum before. Sofia always raves about Bash’s, which usually grosses Izzy and me out, but now I’m thinking she’s on to something. Lo’s cum was salty, but it also has a taste that I couldn’t quite place. If Bash’s tastes anything like Lo’s, then I owe her an apology.
It might have been the fact that the situation was so sexually charged, but I have a feeling I would’ve enjoyed it no matter what. I don’t know what got into me. He had been teasing me about my experience, and the idea just popped into my head. Sure, I’ve never given head before, but I’ve watched plenty of porn and even tried it on a dildo or two. I wanted to be ready for my future husband, the man I want to give it all to.
Thankfully, the practice paid off. I could feel Lo throbbing in my mouth as I sucked him as far as my throat would allow me. I feared he wouldn’t let me, and was surprised when he didn’t put up much of a fight. I almost froze when Maria walked up to the table, but my gut told me to keep going. The hand on the back of my head attempted to stop me, but I soldiered on. My panties become drenched at the thought of getting caught. Knowing at any minute, Maria could find me under the table with my lips wrapped around his thick cock.
I didn’t expect what happened next though. Lo fucked my face with wild abandon, and fuck if I didn’t feel myself gushing from it. I think I could’ve come from that alone.
Man, his cock is something to be admired. I couldn’t see it very well under the table, but he has to be huge. I could feel a metal piece at the end just under the head as well. His breathing picked up every time I paid it attention.
I look across the table at Lo now. He has barely touched his tamales. Instead, he’s staring at me.
“What is it, Lo? Do I have some white sauce on my lips?” I ask with a smirk.
He shakes his head before he looks back at his meal. “I can’t believe you did that, Mia. We could have gotten caught.”
I take another bite of my salad, even though I’m no longer hungry for food. My clit’s still throbbing, aching for relief. I wait until I’m finished chewing before I respond. “Did you enjoy it, Lo?”
“Fuck.” He looks conflicted. “I did, but you didn’t need to do it.”
“No, I didn’t. I wanted to though. I enjoyed it. I’m so turned on right now, I could just….” I trail off and let my left hand trail down my cleavage. I keep my eyes focused on Lo as I slide my fingers over my stomach and down to my thigh. The first moan leaves my mouth as I draw my hands up my leg. My skin’s on fire, and every little touch is setting me off. The thought of him watching me please myself is causing my skin to burn hotter. I slip my fingers inside the edge of my panties.
As soon as I touch my clit, I bite my lip to keep from screaming out. My vision becomes hazy as I flick my finger back and forth on my swollen bud.
“That’s it, Mia. Show me how you do it. Please yourself.”
His words surprise me, but they spur me on. I continue to move my fingers as I throw my head back. My orgasm is coming, but before I can reach it, his hand clamps down over my mouth. I moan out as my pleasure erupts. I ride out the waves before I pull my hand out of my panties and I open my eyes, meeting Lo’s. His are dark and lust filled. He’s standing up, leaning over the table to keep his hand over my mouth. He pulls his hand back and he sits back down.
“Fuck, Mia. That was the single sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. You’re fucking gorgeous when you come.”
I feel myself preen at his praise. It feels nice to hear those things from a man your deeply attracted to.
Love. You love him, Mia.
I shush the inner voice that tries to keep me out of trouble. If it were up to her, I wouldn’t be here right now. She’s worried about my heart, but like I told Izzy, I would rather try this than look back with regret.
“I think we need to leave, Lo. I’m not hungry anymore.”
He gives me a sexy smirk as he flags Maria down. “Let’s head to my house.”
∞∞∞
 
“This is your place?” I ask as I walk into a brownstone not far from my own.
“Yep. Home sweet home. Well, one of them at least. This is the one I spend the most time in. Then the place in Manhattan.”
“I didn’t realize you lived so close to me.”
“Well, I don’t usually advertise where I live. It isn’t the smartest way to be a criminal.”
I chuckle. Of course. I forget he’s a part of the mafia all the time. When he’s with me, he’s just Lo.
“It’s so bland. Why isn’t it decorated?”
“No one comes here. What’s the point?”
My heart aches at his statement. He must lead a lonely life. I wonder if he ever lets anyone in. “I guess you're right. It doesn’t feel like a home, ya know?”
“You would love my home in Manhattan. It feels like a home.”
“Why is that?” I walk around his living room, noting the books on the bookshelf.
“I guess because I lived there longer.”
“Where’s your family?” I look back at him over my shoulder. His eyes have hardened. I’ve asked about his family before, but he didn’t tell me much. I’m hoping he opens up a bit more now. When he opens his mouth to speak, I’m not disappointed.
“I don’t have a family. They disowned me when I joined the Manhattan East Crew. They didn’t approve of the life I chose. My stepfather was, or I suppose he still is, a police officer. My mother is a kindergarten teacher. My lifestyle didn’t fit with theirs. They said, if I didn’t leave this life, then they were done with me. So, I left them and never looked back.”
I walk over and wrap my arms around him. While his voice was even, I saw the small bit of pain behind his eyes. It can’t be easy losing your family. I mean, my mom isn’t the best mother, but at least she was still there. She supported me in her own twisted way.
“What are you doing, mio piccolo angelo?”
“You’re better off without them. Parents are supposed to support your decisions no matter what.”
He sighs but wraps his arms around me. “Life isn’t always sunshine and rainbows, doll. Sometimes it’s dark and rainy.”
Lord did I know that better than anyone.
“I know. It still sucks though.”
We settle into a silence as he stands there and holds me. After a few moments, he pulls back. “Let me give you a tour.”
He takes me through the house and shows me each room. We end at his bedroom, which is as bland as the rest of the house. I walk in and notice another shelf full of books here. Downstairs, they were all classics such as The Art of War. Up here it’s different though. These books are more modern. Most of them are some sort of fantasy book.
Lo stands back and lets me look. I feel his eyes follow me as I pick up books and read the back.
“You read fantasy books?”
“Among others, but yes.”
“Have you read Game of Thrones?”
“I have.”
I set down the book I was looking at and turn to him. “It wasn’t on the shelf downstairs.”
“It’s on my phone. These are books I have collected over the years. Most of my books I keep on here now.” He pulls out his phone and taps it.
“You had books on your phone the whole time we were stuck at Bash’s?”
He smirks. “I didn’t want you racking up my bill buying all the smut I know you read.”
I roll my eyes. “It’s not smut. It’s called romance.”
“You mean sex with a side of romance?”
I walk over to him and slap him in the middle of the chest. He grabs my hand as I go to take it back. His eyes darken, and the same lust that had been lingering during dinner is burning through.
“Careful, Mia. You know what they say about messing with the bull.”
“Something about a horn?” I flutter my eyelashes, trying to look innocent.
“Something like that,” he growls out.
I lock my eyes on his lips as I purposely lick my own.
“Lo,” I whimper.
“What is it, mio piccolo angelo?”
Every time he uses the term of endearment my heart melts a little more. I don’t know when it started, but I know I’ve never heard him use it with anyone else, not even Sofia and Izzy, so I feel like he picked it out especially for me.
He brushes my hair out of my face. Usually I wear it up, but I wore it down and curled today. I know how much guys like girls with long hair.
“I need you to do something for me.” I say it so low it’s barely a whisper.
“Anything.”
“It hurts. I need you to make it feel better.”
His eyes turn to worry. “What hurts? Where? Show me.”
I back away and peel my shirt over my head. I reach back and drop my bra to the floor. Then I pull my skirt and panties down in one movement.
“My body hurts. It needs you to kiss it and make it feel better.”
His eyes hungrily take in my body. I know the moment he catches the mark he left on my neck. His eyes flare with pride at the sight. I could have covered it up with makeup, but I wanted to gauge his reaction.
“Mia, if we do this, we can’t go back. I told you before. I won’t fuck you, but if you want to do other things, it will change our relationship. We’ll never be able to go back to just friends. Are you sure this is what you want?”
“It’s already too late, Lo. We already can’t go back. I need you. Please.”
The moment his decision is made is palpable. His eyes change. Before they were pleading with me to stop him, but now they are devouring me. Now they look as if they could burn me alive with the fire behind them.
I should be scared. I should want to run away. Instead, I want to dance in the fire. I want to feel the flames singe my skin. I want the scars to remind me of the wildest time in my life. No matter what the outcome, there is nothing more I want in this moment.
Lo takes his suit jacket off and folds it before laying it on his desk. “I want you on all fours in the middle of the bed.”
I give him a questioning look as he begins to unbutton his dress shirt.
“Now!” he demands, sending me into motion.
I crawl onto his bed and position myself on all fours. I feel him behind me as he unzips his pants. I turn to look over my shoulder, but his voice stops me.
“Eyes ahead, mio piccolo angelo.”
His commanding voice makes me wet. I never thought I would love a man to dominate me, but the way he is now is turning me on more than I could have ever imagined. I’m bent over, ears straining to pick up his movements. Not knowing where he is or what he’s doing is heightening my other senses.
There’s an audible whoosh before I feel a sting of pain on my ass, causing my thighs to quiver.
“That’s for being naughty at dinner.” He rubs the spot his hand hit, and the soothing movement along with the bite of pain makes my center contract around empty air, begging to be filled. His hand lands on my other ass cheek, and I whimper with need. “Are you okay, Mia?” he asks with a little concern in his voice, but he still rubs the area.
“It feels so good,” I pant out.
His hand dips between my legs as he inserts one finger inside me. Immediately, I clench on it, happy to have something inside me.
“Fuck, mio piccolo angelo, you’re soaking wet. Do you like it when I spank you?”
“Yes, Lo. Fuck.” I cry out as he glides his finger out and across my clit.
He hisses at my response. “You’re so reactive. It’s so fucking sexy, Mia.”
“Only for you, Lo.” I arch my back, begging for more.
“Greedy little thing. You want more?”
“Yes. Please. I need it.”
His hands leave me, and I whimper. I feel his chuckle and move to turn toward him.
“Eyes forward. You know the rules.”
I lean my head down on the bed as I feel my clit throbbing, pleading for attention.
“We need to talk, Mia.”
The seriousness of his voice scares me. I want to look at him, but I don’t want to disobey him either. Movement out of the corner of my eye cause me to bring my head back up.
Lo stands in front of me completely naked. Seeing his cock standing out from his body now causes my eyes to widen. I felt his cock under the table. Hell, I had it in my throat, but I didn’t actually look. Seeing it now, I’m surprised I managed to fit the whole thing in my mouth.
“Lo, I need you. Please,” I plead again. At this point, I’m not above begging. My body is screaming out for his. I cannot deny it.
“Mia, if you keep looking at me like that, I’m going to forget my honorable intentions and fuck you senseless.”
It sounds good to me. I don’t stop looking at him.
“We need some rules. My cock will not slip inside you no matter how tempting it is. I told you I wouldn’t take your V-card, and I still won’t. It's a hard limit for me. Second, we need a safe word. What do you want it to be?”
I think hard. What do I want it to be? Usually they use food items in the novels I read. Or colors. I always thought it was silly. If you want them to stop, it should be something that would turn you off.
“Grandma.”
He chuckles. “Grandma?”
“Yeah, like when we used to call uncle as kids, except grandma. Plus, I find grandma a turn off, so it will work.”
He continues to laugh and nods his head. “Do you have any hard limits?”
I think over everything I have read and saw on porn. Was there anything I wouldn’t do? Not really. Well, maybe just one. I want to try almost everything.
“No ‘Daddy’ play. I’m sorry, but if you ask me to call you Daddy, I might kick you in the balls.”
His smile grows. “Good to know. I don’t enjoy that particular role-play anyways. Are you sure there's nothing else? Anal play? Double penetration?”
Hell, all of it sounds amazing. I have dabbled in it by myself, but I have a feeling it’ll be different with another person.
“All of it’s okay with me.”
The surprise on his face is evident.
Take that, Lo. Not so innocent now, am I?
He walks back around to my ass where I can’t see him. “If you think of a hard limit, let me know. For now, we’ll take it easy.”
The next thing I know, I feel him kissing up the inside of my thighs. My legs are shaking with anticipation, and I almost jump a foot in the air when his tongue finally reaches my throbbing clit. One hand comes up to hold my back while the other spreads my legs wider. At this point, I’m face down and ass up while he tongues my pussy. I moan with each pass of his tongue on my clit.
“You taste like the nectar from the gods. I always knew you were an angel. God made a mistake sending you to me though.”
I can’t respond as I feel two fingers enter me. He pumps them in and out while he moves his thumb to massage my clit.
“Lo,” I cry out as the pleasure fills me.
He slaps my ass while his fingers stay within me. I yelp then moan as the pain adds to my pleasure. He does it again, and I feel myself climbing closer to a sweet orgasm. Just as I’m about there, he pulls his fingers out, and I curse him.
“Fuck you, Lo. I was almost there.” My breathing is ragged.
His fingers dip back into my moisture before trailing back to my ass. I’ve placed my own finger there, but only one. It’s hard to do it to yourself without using a toy, and I wasn’t quite sure I wanted to go there by myself.
He spreads my juices around my hole before slowly pressing a finger in. I immediately notice his fingers are much bigger and longer than mine.
“Don’t tense. Just push back into me. Trust me.”
His words calm me. I try to relax as I feel the intrusion in my tight hole. Instead of pressing more, he pauses and lets me adjust to the feeling. Once I’m comfortable, I press my ass back into him, taking his finger further.
“That’s it. Take control, baby. Take what you can.”
I start to rock against his finger as I feel the familiar pain mixed with pleasure. The kind I’ve always loved. Before long, I’m rocking back against his finger at a quicker pace.
“Want me to add another?”
I nod, but he doesn’t do as he said.
“I need you to say it, Mia.”
“Yes. Please.”
“Good girl.”
Those two words have always haunted me. Everyone always thought I was the good girl. I could never do anything wrong. Hearing him say it now creates a new meaning for it. A praise for doing as he asks. This is sensual. I feel his other hand scoop up some of my juices before he removes the first finger. Next thing I know, the feeling is back, but this time it feels much bigger. He presses forward, and this time, I press back, relaxing my body. It takes a moment, but I adjust to this new feeling. I start to rock as fast as before and hear Lo’s ragged breathing along with my own.
“Reach down and play with your clit. Get yourself off, Mia.”
He continues to move his fingers in and out, and I take in the sound of skin on skin. I glance back briefly and notice him jacking himself off while he stares at my ass. I look forward again and reach down between my legs and play with my clit. It only takes a moment before I feel my orgasm start to build. Between the pain and pleasure from his fingers in my ass, the feel of my own fingers rubbing my clit, and the image of Lo jacking himself off behind me, I’m as good as done.
My eyes close as I cry out in pleasure. I thought my last two orgasms were amazing, but nothing compares to the orgasm I’m having now. I see stars behind my eyes as my body continues to spasm and shake. I hear Lo yell out and feel warm liquid hit my ass.
I collapse on the bed, sore and out of breath.
“Mia, you okay?” Lo climbs up next to me, but I can’t speak. My whole body is shaking, and my vision is still spotty. “Mia?”
“Fine.” That’s all I can breathe out.
“Was it good for you, mio piccolo angelo?”
I nod my head, but it causes me to become dizzy.
“I’m going to grab a washcloth to clean you up, okay?”
I give a small nod and just lay there. I doze off but wake up when I feel the wet washcloth on my body. He cleans between my legs before cleaning his cum off me. Then he lifts me up into his arms before pulling the bedding back and laying me back down. He leans down and kisses my forehead before standing back up.
“Don’t leave me, Lo. Please.”
“I won’t, mio piccolo angelo. I’m just going to go clean up. I’ll be back in a minute.”
I don’t respond. I fade off into sleep instead.
∞∞∞
 
“Mmmm,” I murmur.
I’m having another amazing dream. It has to be. A delicious feeling is building in my core as my mind pictures Lo ordering me onto the bed and having his way with me over and over again. I feel a finger enter me as something wet flicks against my clit.
My eyes fling open as my hands come down and grab the head between my legs.
I moan loudly as I look down and find Lo in between my legs, feasting on me like I’m his last meal.
“Lo!” I scream out as my orgasm washes over me. As I come down, Lo slides up next to me and wraps me in his arms.
“Good morning, mio piccolo angelo.”
My breathing is still ragged, but I manage to breathe out a “good morning.”
“How are you feeling?”
I look up and find a shit-eating grin on his face.
“Amazing. You’re up awfully early.”
He leans in and kisses behind my ear then bites my earlobe.
“The dirty bird gets the worm.”
My body shutters in response. I’m about to turn over and kiss him, but my phone starts ringing from somewhere in the room. The only reason I know it’s mine is the song playing is the one set specifically to Izzy. Vitamin C’s “Graduation Song” where it talks about being friends forever. I heard it one time on the radio, and it reminded me of Izzy and how I really want us to always be friends.
“It’s Izzy. I should answer it. I never told her I wasn’t coming home.”
Lo jumps out of bed and finds my purse as the phone stops ringing. Minutes later, a different song blares out. This is the one the theme from Gilmore Girls, “Where You Lead.” Sofia.
Lo brings me my purse then settles back in bed next to me, draping his arm over my middle.
I sigh as I answer the phone.
“Good morning, Sofia.”
“Where in the hell have you been? Izzy is freaking the fuck out, Mia.”
“I’m with Lo. I’m fine. Actually, I’m not too terribly far from the house.”
“Call Izzy. She’s going to murder you, Mia.”
The phone disconnects, and before I can dial Izzy’s number, her call comes through.
“Good morning, Isabel,” I answer formally.
I already know the tongue lashing I’m about to receive. Our rules remain the same. If we aren’t going to come home, we have to call, not text. Anyone can text her and tell her I won’t be coming home. The only way to know we’re truly safe is to hear the others voice and the code word. We have two. One says we are okay, and one says we’re in trouble.
“Are you okay? Are you safe?”
I catch the panic in her voice as the guilt settles into my gut. I really didn’t mean to worry her. Hell, I don’t even think I told her where I was going last night. After the orgasms I had, I can’t remember much honestly.
“I’m fine, Izzy. Oranges. See, I’m fine.”
I hear her sigh of relief as I use the code word we set up. Then she growls with anger. “Don’t fucking do that to me, Mia. I sent you a gazillion text messages. I called just as many times. I stayed up all night waiting for you and fucking worried. Why didn’t you answer your phone?”
I look over to Lo, and he shrugs. “It rang, but you’re with me. You were safe.”
I scowl at him. He heard my phone and let me sleep through it. He’s partially to blame for my best friends’ concern.
“Who was that, Mia? Where are you?”
“At Lo’s. I stayed here last night.”
She shrieks, and I pull the phone back from my ear. Lo gives me a quizzical look.
“You slept with him?”
“No. I don’t want to talk about this right now. I’ll be home soon.”
“Is he right next to you?”
“Yes. What time do you work?”
“Noon. I work opening today.”
“I’ll be home before you need to leave. Bye, Iz.” I hang up before she responds, embarrassing me more. As it is now, my face is already flaming.
“So, you told Isabel about your interest in my cock?”
I roll my eyes. “Get over yourself. I’m taking a shower.”
I roll out of bed and head into his bathroom. I’m aware of my state of undress, but instead of feeling shy as I might have been with anyone else, I feel sexy. I glance over my shoulder and watch his eyes watch my retreat.
“Can I join?”
I stop and act like I’m thinking about it. “Only if you’re quick.”
I don’t make it into the bathroom before he picks me up and carries me into the shower squealing. I really hope this turns into more because, at this point, I don’t think I can let Lo go.
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
Fuck, my balls ache.
The thought crosses my mind for the millionth time today. Ever since I left Mia at her house after giving her two more orgasms in the shower, my balls have been begging for release. She attempted to help me out with it, but I couldn’t let her. It was the hottest fucking thing when she went down on me in the restaurant, but so very dirty. I can’t help but feel like I’ve already tainted her enough.
I should have gone back to the house and got myself off to the thought of the things she let me do to her last night, but my guilt is eating at me. I don’t deserve to feel good about doing nasty things to such a beautiful angel. I should’ve stopped myself. Even though she loved every single thing I did, I still can’t help but think I’m ruining her. Taking her innocence.
I rub my hand over my face before looking back at the computer in front of me. Instead of going back home, I came to Crimson. Far enough away to not tempt me to go to her, but close enough that if she needs me, I can get to her quickly.
That is the crux of it all. I want her so badly, yet I also want to preserve her. My head is warring with itself. I’ve never felt so conflicted in my life—not even when I had to kill someone for the first time.
This girl is doing damage to me. It’s not in me to admit weakness, but if I were a stronger man, I would be able to leave her alone. Maybe it’s why I’m so torn up. Mia’s showing me a weakness I never knew I had.
“Lo, what are you doing here?”
Bash walks in and sits in the chair across from the desk.
“Trying to get some work done. Make your load lighter, boss man.”
He chuckles as I shut the laptop.
“I would believe that except you came all the way out to Crimson and didn’t just go to Ivory.”
He’s not wrong. There’s always more work at Ivory because it’s so close to the territory line and it’s our busiest club.
I grunt in response.
“What’s going on with you and Mia?”
“When have you ever gotten into my business?” I shoot back.
He doesn’t miss a beat. “When the business in question is Sofia’s best friend.”
I set my head in my hands as I prop it up on the desk.
“Nothing?” I pose it as a question.
“Then why was she at your house this morning? Sofia said she sounded winded. You fucking her?”
I look up at his face. He has an emotionless mask in place.
“What if I am?”
He shakes his head as he frowns.
“Don’t hurt her. Sofia would kill you if you hurt her. She’s already wary of your relationship with her. If you’re fucking her, then be extra careful. This isn’t some hussy you can fuck then forget. Mia’s here to stay. You’re one of my best friends, but if Sofia wants to kill you, I don’t have it in me to deny her.”
An involuntary chill runs down my spine. I’ve seen an angry Sofia. I’ve seen her shoot a man in cold blood. I don’t doubt she would kill me in a heartbeat for Mia. I also don’t doubt that Bash would cover it up. He loves the girl more than he loves the family. It’s a true testament to how important she is to him.
“We aren’t fucking, boss. We have an understanding. We each know the score.”
“And what score is that?”
I’m irritated by his audacity to question me, but I can’t ignore him. I never wanted to be boss, but in this moment, I wish I was. No one would be able to question me.
“Mia wants to be friends. She understands why I can’t give her more. It’s not in my DNA. Last night, she asked me to take her out. Anything that happened after is up to her to tell. Just know, I had the conversation with her and confirmed many times what this is and what it isn’t. She’s aware.”
His hard glare softens. “One day she’ll find a man willing to commit. Are you going to be ready for that?”
I growl. The amusement in his eyes frustrates me even more.
“That’s what I thought. Might as well commit now and get it over with. Take it from me. Once she’s under your skin, she’s there for good.”
I don’t bother responding. Instead, I change the subject. “Where’s Gio?”
“Downstairs taking inventory. Did you think I came alone?”
“I was going to beat your ass if you did.”
He chuckles. “I can handle myself.”
“You shouldn’t have to. That’s what Gio and I are for. Can we go over the new promotions now?”
With that, Bash lets the conversation fall into comfortable territory, away from women and feelings and into something I can handle. Business.
∞∞∞
 
Mia: Can you give me a ride to Bash and Sofia’s tonight?
I had made it up to an hour without thinking about her. It was a miracle, but as soon as her text came in, all my hard work was wasted. The sound of her moans. The way she screams my name. The look on her face when she finally let’s go. It’s haunted me all day.
I finally went to a little gym in Brooklyn. The owner’s an old friend of the family. They say the only way out of the mafia is in a body bag, but it isn’t true. If you appeal to the don with a good enough reason, he has the power to absolve you of your position.
Jack was one of those men. He lost his wife and daughter in a car accident years ago. With him being the only one left for his infant grandson, Bash, on behalf of his father, allowed him to leave his duties to care for the child.
While the family comes first, we also look at circumstances. The family could have taken care of the child had anything happened to Jack, but it wouldn’t have been in the child’s best interest. That was the thought Bash had when he made the decision. Bash had been born into this life, but he wasn’t going to force it onto another child if he didn’t have to.
His father wasn’t happy, but he left Bash in charge when he went to jail, and Bash made an executive decision, so it was final.
No one looks at me differently here. No one is afraid of me. I can go hard without anyone staring at me in fear.
I’ve been hitting the same punching bag for an hour. That’s how long it took before Mia invaded my mind again.
I look back to her text.
Lo: Angelo can take you. I’m busy.
It’s a dick thing to do, but Bash is right. I need to create some distance. Remind her of what this is. I don’t need her getting any ideas about where this is going.
You mean you don’t need to be getting any ideas.
That inner voice of mine is as much of a dick as I am. I can’t lie and say that I haven’t considered what it would be like to keep her. To pound my cock into her until I spill my seed inside, staking my claim like Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin did when they planted the first flag on the moon.
The problem is, if I’m first, I’ll also be the last, and that scares the fuck out of me.
Mia: Oh. Okay. Sorry to bother you.
She doesn’t say much, but I can imagine her face as she typed those words, and I know I hurt her.
“Fuck!” I scream as I pound my fists into the bag harder than I had been before.
The woman on the treadmill across the room jumps at my scream, but she averts her gaze and keeps running.
I know what I’m going to do before I even do it. I can’t just leave her hurt. In that moment, I know I’m going to take her. I can’t deny her this small favor. I sigh and grab the bag to stop it swinging.
“Looking good, son. You’ve got a lot of aggression in you.”
I turn and find Jack leaning against the wall drinking a cup of coffee.
“Thanks.” My sarcastic reply makes him smirk.
“Come to my office. I have something I want to talk to you about.”
I nod and follow him. Once in his office, he grabs me a bottle of water from his mini fridge.
“What do you need to talk to me about?” I take a long drag from the bottle.
“I have the opportunity to host a boxing match here next month.”
“You want permission?”
It isn’t uncommon for businesses to ask us for permission before inviting outsiders in. It’s in the best interest of the neighborhood to limit the number of outsiders.
“That and I was hoping to hire a couple of soldiers to provide security for the event. They’re offering me 20K for the event. After overhead, I’ll make maybe eleven. I would be willing to offer half to the family for providing protection and allowing it to go forward.”
I nod, quickly doing the numbers in my head. “I’ll bring it to Bash and let you know.”
He nods. “Thank you. It’s none of my business, but where’s all the aggression coming from?”
I glare at him, and he visibly shrinks back. “You’re right. It’s not your business.”
“Fair enough. I recognize the look in your eyes though. Mind if I tell you a story?”
“Do I really have a choice?”
“You do. I can’t force you to listen.”
He’s right, but Jack’s an elder. Even though I hold more power, there’s something to be said about listening to your elders.
“Go on, old man.”
He smiles warmly at me. “Back in my younger days, I had been a wild one. Did you know I used to be a boxer?”
“I did.” I know everything about the man. It’s my job.
“Well, I used to sleep with every ring rat who would bat their pretty little eyelashes my way. Man, the ass I got.” He chuckles. “Anyways, one night I met this fine young thing. She was gorgeous, like an angel. Instead of looking at me like a piece of meat, she flinched at the violence. At the end, she had been crying. I couldn’t believe she would come to a fight if she didn’t enjoy it. I found out later, my opponent was her brother. She came to support him, even though she didn’t care for the sport. Her innocence spoke to me like no other.”
I watch as his eyes zone out, as if he’s in the past, living it as he’s speaking about it.
“I met up with her after the fight, and she cussed me out. Told me to fuck off. She was a feisty one, and it made me only want her more. She told me she would never give me the time of day. I tried to let her go. I wasn’t good enough for an angel like her. She was perfect, and I was broken. Soon, I found myself forsaking all others because my thoughts were stuck with her. I decided, after a week, I needed her in my life, even if it meant I would be sentenced to hell for corrupting one of God’s own. I finally got her to agree to go out with me. It took months, but it was worth the wait. It wasn’t easy.”
His easy laugh and the smile on his face causes me to smile. He obviously really loved this woman.
“My Lucia has been gone for four years now, but I don’t regret a single moment of my time with her. She was every bit of an angel, my reason for everything.” The tear in his eye turns the moment somber.
“You really loved her. Why are you telling me this, Jack?”
“I see the same look in your eye as I saw in my own back then. I don’t know who she is, but she has to be something special to catch your eye. That aggression I saw in you? It’s the same aggression I had when she denied me. When she refused to see me as a possible option. Don’t let her get away, Lorenzo. You will regret it. I can promise you that.”
I scoff at him. “You don’t know what you’re talking about, old man. There isn’t anyone.”
He gives a humorless laugh. “You sound just like I did thirty years ago, son. Remember what I said.”
I stand up, ready to leave. What’s with these people thinking I need their advice? “Whatever. I’ll be in contact.”
As I’m about to leave, his voice stops me. “Oh, and, Lorenzo?”
I don’t bother to look back.
“I’m here if you ever want any advice. Or if you want to try your hand in the ring.” He chuckles as I continue walking.
I can’t deny that his story sounds similar to mine. The only difference is I can have Mia if I want her. She would give me everything.
I’m just afraid if I take it, I will destroy her.
I would rather kill myself than witness mio piccolo angelo in shambles.




Chapter Six
Mia
I thought we made some progress last night, but his response to my request makes my heart fall. Maybe he really does only think of me as another slut to fuck with. I hope not, but if he does, it would be my own fault. I’m second-guessing everything I have done, every move I’ve made in the last twenty-four hours.
Did I make myself too easy for him? The magazines say a man likes a woman who takes control of what she wants. They also say men enjoy a challenge, hard to get and all that.
Fuck!
I internally cuss at myself.
What were you thinking, Mia?
Maybe Izzy’s right. I don’t know what I’m getting myself into. I finish applying my makeup before putting on a pair of jeans and an off-the-shoulder sweatshirt. I grab my phone and take a deep breath before looking at it.
No new messages.
I don’t know why I keep thinking he will text me back. He hasn’t in the past hour, so what am I waiting for? I’m in too deep. My feelings are falling faster than I want them to.
I shake my head and steel myself against them. I can’t let myself feel this way about him. Lo might be the man of my dreams, the man I’ve always hoped for, but I’m obviously not the woman he wants.
I text Angelo.
Mia: I’m going to be ready to leave in 20.
After my texting conversation with Lo, I texted Angelo to tell him I needed a ride to Bash’s. I hated expecting them to drive me places, but I’ve been scolded enough for taking the subway to last a lifetime. Plus, Bash doesn’t live anywhere close to a station.
Angelo: K.
That’s the only response I receive back. I like Angelo well enough, but he’s always so serious. I know he needs to be because of everything that has happened recently. I just wish he could be a little warmer. It doesn’t stop me from trying though. My bubbly personality is my armor, and I love using it against these stuffy men.
I sit at the counter and pour myself a glass of orange juice. I haven’t eaten much since lunch yesterday, and the shaking in my body tells me I need some type of nutrients. Well, I had Lo’s nutrients last night, but that doesn’t count. My body warms at the thought, and I scold it. Now isn’t the time. Not after he rejected me. Again.
I ate a little when I got home, but Izzy kept me busy, wanting to know every detail of my night. I didn’t give it to her. I just told her things had heated up, but we hadn’t hit a home run. I was so giddy about my night that she couldn’t help but be infected by my smile.
If only she could see me now. I can feel the frown on my face. How can my emotions change so drastically within a couple of hours? Lo is how. He’s like a roller coaster. Now that I’m on, all I can do is hold on tight while I go through the ups and downs. I feel as if it’s two steps forward and one step back with him. Small progress, but always being told to back off after. It’s disheartening for a woman.
I think about grabbing a snack but decide against it. Sofia planned dinner, and she would be upset if I didn’t eat anything. The orange juice is helping with my shaking a bit, but it does nothing to help with my nerves. I’m still unsure what this meeting is about. While I have seen how sweet Bash can be to Sofia, he doesn’t hold the same affection for me. I cannot deny the man can be scary as fuck if he wants to.
Maybe he’s taking my bodyguard from me.
The thought makes me shiver in fear. I should be happy about it. The independent woman in me wants to rejoice, but the larger part of me knows Fillipo’s still out there. He can’t be happy about the death of his son—a death I was directly involved in.
My mind flashes back to that night.
I’m holding a man’s life in my hands. It isn’t the first time, but it has been a while for me. This time, my mom isn’t sitting across from me, directing me. My father isn’t standing over me with that look in his eyes. Nevertheless, I still feel the same as I did then. The adrenaline in my body as I feel inside the man’s wounds. As I feel for how deep the wound goes. As I….
A knock on my door stirs me from my thoughts and makes me jump. I look at the time and notice I still have five minutes before I told Angelo I would be out. I walk to the door with my heart beating in my chest. It can’t be anyone dangerous, or Angelo would have stopped them from getting to my door, but the nagging thought of what happened to my last guard stops me from answering the door right away.
Another knock comes as I come closer.
“Mia. Open up. I know you're in there.”
I let out a breath I didn’t know I had been holding.
Lo.
Part of me wonders what he’s doing here, but the other part is telling it to shut up and be grateful. He’s here, and that’s all that matters.
I open the door and find Lo standing on my stoop dressed in his normal suit. His hair is still damp, and I wonder what made him need another shower.
Probably another woman.
I wince at my own thoughts. He wouldn’t let me take care of him this morning in the shower. I tried. I wanted to, but he said it was all about me. He said bringing me pleasure brought him pleasure. Instead of reassuring me, it caused doubt within me.
Is he sleeping with other women?
Not that I have a right to know.
“Are you ready to go?” He looks amused as I stand there.
“Go?” I ask, confused as to where he thinks we need to go.
“Didn’t you say you needed a ride?”
Surprise fills me.
“Yeah, but you said you were busy. Angelo’s going to take me instead. I don’t want to take up too much of your time.”
I pick up the bitterness in my voice as I say the words, but I can’t stop myself. It hurt when he said no earlier.
You’re becoming a clingy girlfriend, and you aren’t even his girlfriend.
The thought crosses my mind, and I grit my teeth to stop from lashing out.
“I was busy, but my schedule has become clear. Let’s go.”
“You don’t have to. Really.”
He grabs my face and looks me straight in the eye before leaning in and giving me a chaste kiss before speaking again. “Go grab your purse and get your ass in my car. Now.”
There’s no denying the demanding tone he used. I can feel my panties become damp from his tone alone. If he was any other man, I would have punched him, but it’s Lo, and only he can cause this type of reaction from me. There’s something about him. It makes me want to please him. Makes me want to do what he says and see his eyes flare with desire.
I turn around and grab my purse and a jacket before stepping outside to lock the door. Lo grabs my coat and holds it out for me, and I give him a small smile as he helps me into it.
“Get in the car. I’ll lock the door.”
He pulls his keys out and turns the lock. I hurry toward his car on the street. I give Angelo a small smile and wave. He nods in response, as usual.
Once in the Escalade, I buckle myself in and watch as Lo walks up to the vehicle, his eyes taking in the street around us.
The way his shoulders fill out his suit reminds me of what he looks like without it. It’s obvious he works out. He’s buff, but not in a way that’s too much. He’s just perfect. I wonder how he keeps his body in such good shape with everything he has on his plate.
My mind flashes to him on another woman, and I growl.
He isn’t yours. Stop thinking that he is.
I watch as he slides in and turns on the car. He turns the heat up before looking at me. “Are you warm enough?”
I note a bit of concern in his eyes before he replaces it with the indifferent mask he often wears. It’s one I hate. When he wears it, I can never tell what he’s thinking, and he wears it all the damn time.
“Yep. Thank you.”
He nods as he takes off from the curb. “Girls’ night with Sofia tonight?”
I shake my head, but realize he can’t see me as he drives, so I clear my throat and respond. “No. Bash requested my presence. I don’t know what it’s about. Sofia wouldn’t tell me.” I was hoping Lo knew what this dinner is really about.
My hands start to shake as I remember some of the anger I’ve seen from Bash. He’s deadly when he’s angry. I can’t seem to think of anything I could’ve done to make him mad. I also can’t imagine Sofia letting him hurt me, but her hold over him only goes so far when it comes to business. I jump as I feel something grab my hand, and I look down to see Lo take my hand and bring it to his lips.
“I’m sure it’s nothing bad. Bash won’t hurt you.” He threads his fingers with mine as he places our hands on the center console.
“You can’t be sure of that, Lo. You know better than I do what Bash is capable of.”
He growls before he speaks. “I’ll keep you safe, mio piccolo angelo. Never doubt it.”
I roll my eyes. He’s a soldier as much as any of the others. Just because his rank is higher doesn’t mean he won’t follow orders once they’re given. Lo takes his job more seriously than anyone else in the organization. Sofia’s made the same comment herself. While I like the thought that Lo would save me, I know if Bash ordered it, he would put the bullet through my head himself.
“There is only so much you can do, Lo. It’s okay. I know my place in this twisted world.”
His grip on mine tightens as he stops at a red light. He looks over at me, and I meet his eyes. “I will protect you, Mia. It’s my job. I will protect you from any threat, even if the threat is Bash. Even if the threat is me. I will protect you. Don’t you ever doubt me.”
A chill runs down my spine as I feel the truth behind his words. He looks forward as the light turns green.
I can’t help the hope swelling in my chest. If he feels this strongly for me, maybe this is more than a hookup. Maybe I’m breaking down those walls of his and showing him I can be the girl by his side. I feel hope rise up, but the logical side of me reminds me of earlier. I debate saying something to him but can’t figure out what to say.
“What are you thinking about so hard over there?” His voice causes me to jump.
“Nothing.”
“Come on, Mia. We’re friends. Just tell me.”
I let out the deep breath. “You can’t keep playing hot and cold with me. We’re friends. That means I shouldn’t feel bad asking you for a ride.”
“You’re right. I’m sorry for the way I responded. I’ll be more mindful next time.”
“I want you to show me respect, Lo. I’m not a child. I want to be treated like the woman I am. We can have our benefits, but don’t treat me poorly the next day.”
He squeezes my knee before responding. “I promise. I will treat you with the respect you deserve from now on.”
My heart races as I stare at him. I can see that he means the words he’s speaking. The hope from before is back full force. I don’t respond to him. Instead, I look out the window as the scenery passes by.
We fall into a comfortable silence as I bask in the newfound sunshine within me. It isn’t long before we pull up to Bash’s house. I’ve been here more times than I can count now. Ever since Sofia moved in here, we’ve had girls’ night here. It’s the safest place for us; plus it’s a palace. There are so many rooms in the place. I could get lost trying to find my way to the bathroom. Actually, I think Izzy actually did once.
Lo stops and talks to the guards for a moment as they sweep the outside of the vehicle. I asked Sofia why they did this once, and she told me they are sweeping for bombs. It’s highly unlikely that Lo would knowingly bring a bomb here, but I guess it’s better to be safe than sorry.
Once we’re parked, Lo comes to my side and helps me out of the SUV. I give him a smile as he helps me down, and his hand grips my ass briefly before grabbing my hand. I can’t help the smile spreading across my face as I watch his back as he leads me to the front door. He doesn’t bother knocking, walking right inside as he smiles to the guard standing inside the door.
“Hey, Carlo, how’re you doing?” I ask. I pull back on Lo as he attempts to continue walking while I wait for his response.
“Good, Miss Mia. You look as beautiful as ever. How are you doing?”
Lo growls, and I chuckle at his response. Carlo is around fifty and has always treated me with nothing but respect. He tells each of us how good we look. I asked him once why, and he said because a woman should always be told how pretty she is. It always makes me smile when he tells me now.
“I’m doing well, thank you.”
He winks at me as Lo begins to pull me again, and I roll my eyes. Lo’s acting like such a caveman, but instead of infuriating me, it just makes me smile as the hope keeps growing.
“Mia!” I look ahead and see Sofia coming down the stairs. She takes off in a run, and I pull my hand from Lo’s as I run to meet her. We crash into a hug.
“You girls act as if you never see each other.” Bash is walking down the stairs with an affectionate smile on his face. It calms the nerves I had coming over here.
“Shut up, Bash. I love my Mia Pia. It’s a girl thing. You wouldn’t understand.”
“Oh, I think I understand women just fine. Would you like another demonstration?”
Sofia blushes as she looks at me. “Maybe another time. Nonna is almost done with dinner. Come upstairs with me, Mia. I want to show you something.”
I chuckle at her enthusiasm as she pulls me back toward the stairs. I look back at Lo and find his eyes glued to my ass as I’m being drug up the stairs. My face heats at the look in his eyes. I watch him until I can no longer see him before looking forward as Sofia pulls me down the hall. She stops in front of a room I’ve never been in before.
“This is our bedroom. No one can listen into our conversation in here.”
A prick of worry fills me at her words, but her face is showing nothing but excitement as she pulls me through the door and shuts it behind me. She leads me over to two chairs as she pulls open the curtains covering what looks to be a balcony.
“Sit. Tell me everything.”
I feel relief fill me as I realize why she wanted to come in here.
“This is a beautiful view, Sof. I’m jealous you have never shared it before.”
“Stop changing the subject, Mia. Tell me. I’m dying here.”
I laugh at the comical look on her face. She looks like a kid waiting to open gifts on Christmas Day.
“What do you want to know about?” I look at my nails and pretend to pick at them.
“Stop stalling, damn it! You know damn well what I want to know about. Why were you at Lo’s this morning?”
I can’t help the smile on my face. “We might have spent the night together.”
“Did you sleep with him? You little hussy!” She smacks my arm as she laughs.
“Not like that. We didn’t have sex. He said sex’s a hard no for him.” I frown as I remember how he said he couldn’t do that. “We did other stuff though.”
“Like what? Tell me everything.”
“A girl has to have her secrets, Sof.”
“Stop playing coy. I tell you and Izzy everything about my sex life.”
I cringe as I remember some of those conversations. Some of the things they do is extremely hot, but it feels weird hearing about them because my body wants to be turned on, but my mind reminds me it’s my best friend and her boyfriend I’m thinking about.
“Not because we want to know, Sof. You divulge that all on your own.”
I mean honestly, she used to be so secretive. Ever since she got with Bash, she doesn’t hold anything back. Well, that’s not necessarily true. I know Bash tells her things she can’t tell us, but we don’t want to know anyway.
“You’re no fun.” Sofia pouts.
“Yeah, yeah. Let’s just say the man knows what he’s doing.” I blush at the little bit I’ve said.
“You’re so cute, Mia. Look at you all embarrassed. I love your innocence.”
“It isn’t innocence. It’s more like my blood heats when I think about it.”
She winks at me. “We have plenty of rooms for you to use if you feel the itch.”
I shake my head at her. She and Bash do it everywhere, I swear. She admitted once that she gets turned on by the thought of getting caught. Now they have a bucket list of places they want to have sex.
“I’ll keep it in mind.”
“So, are you guys together?”
My humor fades at her question.
“Oh no. What did I say?” She reaches out to grab my hand.
“Nothing’s changed. We’re still friends with benefits.”
“I’m going kick his ass!” She jumps up, but I pull her back down.
“It’s okay. Like I told Izzy this morning, I’m just living in the moment. I would never forgive myself if I let this opportunity pass me by. I understand what he wants, and I’m willing to give it to him.”
“Oh, Mia.” Sofia squeezes in next to me in my chair as she wraps me in a hug. “You really care about him. Are you sure this is a good idea?”
Izzy asked the same thing, but I’m in too deep now.
“I do care about him more than he cares about me. I’m well aware of that. I’m not going into this blind. I’m fully aware my heart might be broken at the end of all of this, but if there is even a sliver of a chance this could be more, I won’t give up until I know for sure. It’s worth a try.”
“I’m really going to hate having to murder Bash’s best friend, but for you, babe, I will do it no questions asked.”
I laugh, but the serious look on her face never changes. She means it.
“I don’t want him dead, Sof. Even if we don’t work out, I’ll always care for him. We were friends first. If this sexual thing fizzles out, I’ll make an effort to stay friends with him. I wouldn’t want him hurt.”
“You say that now,” she mutters. “Let me know if it changes. Bash bought me a new gun I’ve been itching to try out.”
Just like that, she changes the subject and lifts my spirit.
“I will. Should we check on dinner? I won’t lie. I’m dying of hunger.”
“Oh, that’s your stomach I hear? I thought a beast was sitting outside the window.”
I smack her as she jumps up to run away. I follow her as we race to the kitchen. It’s what I love most about Sofia. She can be serious, but she’s also a big kid at heart. I can get her to act silly with me at any time. Izzy does sometimes too, but she’s the most serious of all of us. She’s the mother of our band of misfits.
I pass Sofia and a chuckling Carlo as we round the corner into the kitchen. I slide inside and slam into Lo in front of Sofia, who in turn slams into me. Lo steadies us as Sofia straightens away, but I stand in his embrace a moment longer.
“Beat you!” I stick out my tongue as she scowls.
“You cheated!”
I roll my eyes. “How? By running faster than you? It’s not cheating. It’s just being superior,” I deadpan.
She walks to Bash, and he wraps her in his arms and consoles her wounded pride. I smirk. She isn’t really upset, but I know she isn’t going to turn down a cuddle from her man.
“You okay, Mia?”
I look up and realize Lo still has his hands on my shoulders and I haven’t moved. I smile up at him, and for a moment I think he’s going to kiss me, until Bash ruins it by opening his mouth.
“Let’s go to the dining room. Nonna is almost done here.”
I look over my shoulder at Nonna, giving a warm smile as she plates the food. Bash and Sofia walk past Lo and me, and I don’t miss the look Bash gives Lo. It makes me wonder if Bash has something to do with the fact the Lo doesn’t want more with me.
“Come on, mio piccolo Angelo. Let’s go eat.”
He trails a hand down my arm and laces his fingers in mine before pulling me out of the kitchen and toward the dining room. Once there, he drops my hand as he leads the way over to the table. I try not to let disappointment set in at the fact that he let my hand go, but I know I failed with Sofia gives me a look of pity.
Lo stops behind a chair and pulls it out. “Have a seat.”
Someone rings the doorbell then. Bash waves Sofia back into her seat as he stands up to answer it. Lo takes a seat beside me as Bash walks back in the room with Dr. Fields, the family doctor.
“Have a seat, Dr. Fields.” He walks her over to Sofia and holds out the chair next to hers before taking his place at the head of the table again. Just then, Nonna and a couple of guys come in with the food, placing it on the table. Nonna goes around and fills all of our glasses with the wine that had already been set out to breathe then bows slightly before leaving the room again.
“Let us say grace,” Bash commands.
“When did we start saying grace?”
I flinch at Lo’s words. No one contradicts Bash. Instead of being angry, Bash smiles.
“Since the Lord blessed me with my tesoro. I have renewed my faith in the big man.”
Lo chuckles and reaches over to grab my hand as he also leans across the table to grab Dr. Fields. Bash holds out his hand to me, and I hesitate for only a moment before placing my hand in his. Then I bow my head as he prays.
“Lord, I thank you each day for the blessings in my life. Thank you for Nonna and this wonderful food she prepared for us. Thank you for my tesoro. Thank you for Lorenzo and Mia and Dr. Fields. These are the little blessings in our lives that we will forever be grateful for. In your name we pray, amen.”
I mumble my amen, but notice Lo stays silent. I wonder if he’s the religious type. My heart says no, and it saddens me. I’m not overly religious, but I do believe there is a God and he watches over us. Knowing Lo’s soul isn’t saved hurts my heart.
“Let’s eat.”
Food’s being passed around the table, and it doesn’t escape my notice that Lo has already started piling food on my plate. Each dish passed our way, he places a spoonful on mine before placing two on his own. Once we all have our food, we start to eat.
Conversation flows easily as Dr. Fields shares stories from her work. Ever since I was a child, I’ve always been interested in the medical field. I wanted to go to college for it and was all set to until my father died—or at least I think he died. Truth is, he left one day on a job and never came back. We had to move and change our names in order to stay safe. Our contingency plan was put into motion ages ago. I can’t deny the warmth I feel listening to Dr. Fields’s stories. If life were kinder, I would be in her place right now and not at dinner with the mafia.
I look over to Sofia then to Lo.
I wouldn’t change this for the world though. Mom’s been gone two years now. Without Izzy, I would have never made it. She was the last family I had, until Sofia came into our lives. Now with Lo, I feel like I’m finally myself again. Well, as much of myself as I can be. I still haven’t told any of them about my past.
After dinner and dessert, Bash stands and tells us we’re going to the meeting room. Here it is, whatever he wants me here for. I look over to Lo, but he looks like he’s in the dark too, or at least I think he does. He still has his dumb mask in place, but the tension in his jaw tells me he’s on edge. If I hadn’t spent so much time staring at him, I wouldn’t have noticed the slight change, but I’m in tune with him. I might not always be able to read his emotions, but I do notice some of his tells.
Once we’re all inside, he shuts the door. “Do you need me to sweep?” Lo asks as he holds out a chair for me, then Dr. Fields.
“No, it’s not that serious. Sit, Lo. Honestly, you weren’t meant to be here for this, but it’s not a secret.”
Lo takes a seat next to me. As Bash brings his gaze to mine, I reach out and grab Lo’s thigh. He brings his hand down and grabs mine, but he doesn’t move it off his leg. I don’t know why I reached for him, but Bash is making me nervous. I guess I need his strength.
“Mia, we have a unique opportunity for you. Dr. Fields here wants out of the game. We can’t allow it without having a suitable replacement. She suggested you. I told her she would need to convince you, as I will not force this upon you. Dr. Fields, the floor is yours.”
I look to Dr. Fields as she gives Bash a wary look before she meets my gaze. I don’t know how she got mixed up with the mafia, but she always did give the impression that she wasn’t here by choice.
“Mia, you have shown true potential. I saw the light in your eyes over dinner. You love the medical world. I want to train you to take over for me. I think it would be beneficial to you and give you a purpose.”
I bristle at her words. “What do you know about my purpose? You just assume I want to take on whatever debt you owe Bash?”
She looks guilty as she glances over at Bash. “That’s not what I meant.”
I cut her off before she can continue. “Why don’t you tell me what you meant then. If I’m going to do this, which I’m not saying I am, but if I do, I want all the information up front. How did you get caught up with Bash?”
I can’t deny my excitement, but I’m also suspicious. Once you’re in this world, you can’t leave.
I watch as Dr. Fields looks to Bash.
“Go on. Tell her. She deserves to know.”
She sighs then and turns back to me. “When my son was fourteen, he got mixed up with the wrong people.”
“Watch it, Dr. Fields,” Lo warns besides me as I feel his hand clench in mine.
Dr. Fields nods. “Let me rephrase. He was leading a life I didn’t want for him. By the time I realized what he had done, it had been too late for him to back out on his own. I appealed to Don Tommaso, and he had been willing to release my son Trey from his responsibilities, but only if I did him a favor. I didn’t know what the favor would be, but I accepted nonetheless. Then he called one night to come help one of his men who had been hurt. Once I finished, I thought that was it, but he said my debt had not been paid yet. He said he lost a good soldier. Ever since then, I have been the family doctor. I never wanted this life, Mia.”
Her eyes tear up as she tells her story. I glare at Bash. He might not have been able to do anything before, but he can now.
“Why don’t you release her? Hasn’t she paid her debt?”
Lo hisses in my ear. “Watch your mouth, Mia.”
Bash gives me a smile, but it isn’t filled with humor. It’s filled with malice. “I think you have the wrong idea about me, Mia. I’m not this generous man you seem to think I am. I will admit, I’m not the cold man I used to be, but I still have a family to run. While it is unfortunate for Dr. Fields, her son was an idiot who got involved with the mafia against her wishes. She hasn’t told you the whole story. After we refused her son, he went on to join another family. Her sacrifice had been in vain, and by the time she realized it, she was already invaluable to us. We need a family doctor, Mia. That’s all there is too it. I don’t care what I have to do to obtain one. Dr. Fields is paid generously for her services, so don’t let her act all innocent in this.”
She looks down, ashamed now.
“What happened to your son?”
She starts to sob. “Killed. I couldn’t save him. Too arrogant for his own good.” She lays her head on the table as she lets the tears consume her.
Could I resolve myself to her fate? Could I take this burden from her? Do I want to?
“I’m not a doctor. I have no schooling. What makes you think I could do this?”
She looks up, and I notice the tears still falling on her face.
“You’re more talented than any student I have had work under me. You have a real knack for it. I don’t know where you learned what you already know, and frankly I probably don’t want to know, but I can teach you more. I can show you everything I know and teach you where to look for the things you don’t. I want to retire, Mia. Not just from the family, but from my practice. I want to move and never look back. This place holds too many bad memories for me.”
The haunted look in her eyes, along with the excitement of practicing medicine again, decides it for me. I look to Bash.
“What’s the catch? I need to know everything before I walk into this.”
His smile is calculating.
“No catch, Mia. You will belong to the family. You will be on call at all times. If we need you, you come, no questions asked. You will need to ask permission before you leave anywhere, even on vacation. You will not be able to just leave this position. Anyone you decide to commit to”—his eyes slide to Lo, and I feel the tension roll off of him—“will need to be vetted through my men.”
“So pretty much I give up my life to you.”
I appreciate the respect in his eyes at my bluntness.
“Yes, but have you not already done so, Mia? It seems to me you're already in deeper than you realize.” He nods his head to Lo. “I’m not saying you should take this, Mia. Don’t misunderstand me, I trust you more than I trust Dr. Fields over here. I would much rather keep this business in the family as much as possible, but out of respect for my tesoro and you as my family, I won’t force this upon you. This is a decision you will have to make yourself.”
I bite my lip. Could I go back to this? I look to Sofia, and she gives me an encouraging smile. She saw how I took care of Matt. I admitted to her I love the medical aspect. She probably thinks this is perfect for me. She doesn’t know my dark past though.
“Can I think about it?”
“Of course. Lo, will you show Dr. Fields out?”
He finally let’s go of my hand, and I feel pinpricks from his tight grasp. I hadn’t realized how tightly I had been holding his hand. Or maybe it was him holding mine.
Once they leave the room, Sofia turns to me.
“Take your time, Mia. You don’t have to do this, but if you want to, I’ll support you.”
I nod at her.
“This needs to be your decision, Mia.” Bash’s voice flows over me. “This is a lifetime commitment. I’m giving Dr. Fields an out now only because I meant what I said. I trust you, Mia. I trust you way more than I ever trusted her. I see this as a benefit for the family. You will not be afforded the same luxury of resigning from this position.”
I take a deep breath as I stand. “I think I need to go home and think.”
“I’ll take you.” I jump as I hear Lo’s voice from the door.
Sofia comes and hugs me before Lo takes my hand and leads me out the front door.
Coming in here, I thought I had done something wrong. Now I feel the weight of the world on my shoulders as I walk out. Bash trusts me, which should make me happy, but instead it causes me to feel guilty. How can he trust me when he doesn’t even know me? I’ve lied to them all since day one. If I come clean now, will I keep my life?
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
I dropped Mia off, but she isn’t herself. I offered to take her back to my place, but she asked me to take her home to think. I don’t care for the dark look on her face. It makes me not want to leave her. An angel shouldn’t have darkness in her eyes.
I park across the street and watch the house until her guard shows up. I told him to take the evening off since I had her, but I didn’t expect her to want to come back here. Izzy’s guard is here, but I can’t leave without knowing Mia is also protected. Izzy’s guard would protect them both, but there’s a reason we have a personal guard for each girl.
One is, of course, if they separate. The other is so each man only has one objective. To protect their mark.
I let my eyes scan the street as I think about the events of the afternoon. I could kill Bash for springing everything on me and her like that. I don’t want her involved with the family, but I can’t say that to her. It’s not my place, even though I wish it was.
The curtain covering the front window moves, and I see Isabella standing there. She’s talking, and I assume it’s to Mia. She flips me off, and I chuckle. Isabel has a hatred for all of us in the mafia. If it were up to her, we would all disappear. She won’t leave her best friends though, and each seem to be tangled into the life. Sofia will never leave Bash, and now Mia is about to make a huge decision that might intertwine her fate with the family more than committing to a man ever could.
Isabel: If you’re going to sit outside, you might as well come inside.
I smile as I read the text from Isabel.
Lo: Mia wanted time to think. I’m giving it to her.
My phone rings in response. I pick it up with a smile.
“Hello, Isabel.”
“She’s in her room. Can I come out and talk to you?”
I stay silent and watch as the curtain moves again and she gives me a dirty look.
“Answer me, jackhole, or I will come out there on my own.”
I sigh. “Let me come to the door first.”
I hang up and jump out of the SUV. When I reach the door, Isabel steps out. She doesn’t wait for me as she heads back down the stairs, and I growl. The woman has no sense of self-preservation.
Once at my SUV, she looks at me, waiting. I unlock it, and she climbs in. I get in on my side and lock the door behind me.
“What is it, Isabel? It’s been a long day.”
“You need to talk her out of it, Lorenzo. She’s going to get hurt.”
I look over and identify the worry in her face. “This is her decision. If I could make it for her, I would say no, but she needs to make her own choice. I’m already making enough decisions for her.”
“Oh yeah. The no-sex thing. Why is that anyways?”
These women are gossips, I swear.
“None of your business.”
She gives me a hard look. “Mia really likes you, Lo. You need to cut this… whatever it is.” She gestures between me and the house. “cut it off before she falls in love with you.”
She’s right, but it makes me angry hearing her say it.
“That’s also none of your business.”
She looks at me then with curiosity. Whatever she sees in my face confuses her. “Are you in love with her?”
I school my face before I answer. “No. I’m not capable of love, Isabel.”
She narrows her eyes before she sighs. “You have one of two options. Love her the way she deserves to be loved, which is with a committed relationship filled with all the gushy shit good girls like Mia deserve, or let her go. If you continue this with no intention of giving her the white picket fence with two-point-five children, then you’re going to break her. She won’t recover from you.”
My heart stalls at her words. She isn’t wrong. I’ve told myself the same thing every day since I met Mia. It’s why I’ve kept my distance from her. It’s the same reason I have been scaring off all those fucking losers she had been going out with. They weren’t worthy of someone like her. She deserves the world, and they wouldn’t have given it to her, and I’m well aware I cannot give it to her either.
If it were about money, I would be able to give her anything her little heart desires. Unfortunately, she needs a good man who can have a family and be the perfect man for her. I have too many skeletons in my closet for that. For once, I regret my past. I regret my body count and the things I have done for this family. Not because they were wrong, because they weren’t, but because they made me into a man who’s not worthy of Mia. Mio piccolo angelo.
“I understand, Isabel. Are you done?” I ask through gritted teeth. I don’t enjoy the mirror she’s holding up in front of me. I’ve been fine living in my bliss.
“Just please try and remind her the dangers of being the family doc. I don’t think she’s really thinking it through. She wants to say yes, but something’s holding her back. I hope it’s her morality.”
Hearing that Mia’s seriously considering the job makes my heart beat in fear. Hearing that she’s hesitating gives me some relief. Maybe I will talk to her. Appeal to her innocence.
“I’ll try. You have my word.”
She nods before reaching for the door.
“Let me walk you up.”
I check the streets before I get out and open her door before helping her down. At the door, she turns and gives me a sad smile.
“Thank you, Lo.”
It doesn’t escape my attention that she called me Lo. I guess, in a way, we bonded. I just wish it wasn’t over something that’s going to end up hurting my cold, dead heart.
∞∞∞
 
I jump up out of a dead sleep at the sound of my phone blaring. I pick it up on the second ring.
“Yeah,” I grumble, irritated from my sleep being interrupted.
“Lo?” The sound of her sweet voice melts all irritation away and replaces it with worry.
“What’s wrong?” I’m already out of bed and pulling on a pair of sweats. I look at the time on the clock on the wall, noting it’s two in the morning.
“I need to see you. Can you come get me?” There is sadness in her voice, but no fear.
“I’ll be there in five.”
I hang up and pull a T-shirt on before grabbing my keys. Within minutes I’m in my SUV on the way to her. All the lights in the house are out as I pull into the drive. I walk over to the guards on duty. They each slide out of their cars and meet me at the back of mine.
“Is something wrong, Lorenzo?” Dante asks.
“I don’t know. How has it been tonight?”
“Quiet. I did rounds about fifteen minutes ago,” Angelo says.
“I’m due for rounds in five, but I think I’ll do it now and again in five.”
I nod and head toward the door.
Lo: I’m here.
Within seconds, the front door unlocks before she opens the door. She’s in a tank top and a pair of shorts. She has a bag over her shoulder.
“You shouldn’t open the door without looking,” I scold her.
“You told me you were here.” She steps out and locks the door behind her.
“You’re going to be cold. Why didn’t you put some clothes on?” I hiss.
My body is reacting to her in a less-than-honorable way. She shivers as a breeze blows by. I grab her hand and pull her toward my SUV. I unlock the door as we approach and help her inside.
“Wait here.”
I go around and turn on the SUV before cranking the heat.
“Lock the doors. I’ll be right back.”
I don’t give her time to respond. I shut the door and head back to where Angelo’s sitting. Dante’s still missing.
“What’s going on, boss?”
“She’s coming with me tonight. You sit here on the house and help Dante. Let him know I took Mia, but Isabel is still inside. I’ll let you know when I bring her back.”
“Sure thing.”
He goes back to his car and gets comfortable. The beauty of having them live in the same home is we don’t have to switch off guards. One stays awake while the other sleeps and vice versa. Someone always has eyes on them at all times.
I head back to my vehicle and knock on the window. The doors unlock before I climb inside.
“Want to tell me why I’m picking you up at two in the morning?”
She murmurs something, but I can’t make it out. I sigh and put the SUV in drive.
“Maybe when we get back to my place you’ll feel like talking.”
I am being a dick, and I know it, but I can’t help the tension in my body. She scared the life out of me calling in the middle of the night. Hell, calling at all. She only ever texts me.
The drive to my house is short and silent. Once there, I round the SUV and help her out before taking her inside. I instruct her to wait by the door as I clear the house. Once I’m sure it’s safe, I grab her hand and lead her to my room.
“Sit.”
I point to the bed, and she complies easily. My body responds to her willingness to follow my command, but I resist the urge to act on my primal urges. I need to find out what’s going on first.
I peel off my shirt then climb under the covers. “Come lie with me.”
Again, no hesitation. She climbs into bed, and I wrap her in my arms.
“I’m going to ask you again. Do you want to tell me what happened tonight? Why did you call me?”
She hesitates now. I contemplate using my commanding tone, knowing she’s responded well before, but I resist. If she’s going to talk, she needs to do it of her own volition.
“I’m going to take Bash up on his offer. Well, if he will still have me.”
The tone in her voice cause me to worry.
“What do you mean? Of course, he will have you. He offered it to you.”
She sighs. “It’s a long story. I know it’s outside the friend’s thing, but can you just hold me for a few minutes?”
“Of course, mio piccolo angelo. I wish you would tell me what’s wrong. Maybe I can fix it.”
“I’ll explain to you tomorrow. I want to tell Bash at the same time. Do you think you can set it up for me?”
“Of course.”
“Good. Now forget about it for tonight. I want to do some other stuff instead.” Her hands trails down my bare stomach reaching for my waistband. I shiver at the feel of her perfect, soft hands on my body.
“We don’t have to, Mia.”
“I know we don’t, but I want to. Please, Lo.” Her begging does me in.
You know what they always say: the road to hell is paved with good intentions. That describes what I’m feeling right this moment. I should push her away. I should tell her we need to end this now. I just can’t in this moment. I’m too caught up in the feeling.
I grab her face and turn it toward me as I press my lips to hers. As soon as they touch, she opens up and licks my top lip. My cock jumps in response. I tangle my tongue with hers as my hands do their own exploring. Her hands dip into my sweats, and as she grabs my cock. I can’t stop the moan falling out of my mouth. I rip her tank top down, and my hand to kneads her breast. She grips my cock hard in response.
I roll over on top of her and begin kissing and biting down her neck. Her hand slips free from my cock, and she whimpers.
“Hush, mio piccolo angelo. In due time.” I look up into her eyes and detect the desire within.
I did that to her.
I lean down, my eyes still locked with hers, and nip her nipple. She gasps as I do it again before sucking it in my mouth and using my tongue to circle it. Moaning, she arches into me. I smile as I move to the other nipples and give it the same attention.
“Yes. More, Lo.”
I roll off her and move off the bed.
“Wait. Come back.”
I give her a sly smile. “Be patient, babe.”
I slide off my sweats before heading to the dresser. I pull out the items I purchased this afternoon. I had every intention of leaving Mia alone, but not before I gave her a gift to remember me by. I planned to give her the bag and then put distance between us, but I’m already going to hell. Might as well enjoy myself before I go. I bring the bag to the bed as curiosity fills her eyes.
“I bought you a present, mio piccolo angelo. Do you want to see?”
She bites her lip as she looks at the bag. Her eyes say yes, but she’s also nervous. I wait patiently as she makes up her mind.
“Yes.” The one whispered word brings a rare, real smile to my face.
The trust in her gaze makes me feel slightly guilty, but it also makes me want to be better for her. It’s too late for me, but goddamn it if I don’t want to try.
“Good.”
I pull the lube out of the bag first. She gives a smile. Good, she knows what it is. I watch her eyes as I pull the next item out. A purple eight-inch dildo. I didn’t want to go too big for her, but I want her to know what a real man is supposed to feel like. Her eyes widen slightly, but again she just smiles. The last item is the one I’m most worried about. She liked what I did the other night, so I thought she might enjoy this, but I don’t know how she will respond. I pull the item out, and her smile turns to a look of confusion. She’s looking at it, trying to figure out what it is. I hand it to her and let her look at it.
“What is it?”
“An anal vibrator.”
She gasps and actually drops it onto the bed. I bought her a small, black anal vibrator to help enhance her experience. I didn’t think she would use it with me since I planned to break it off, but who better to teach her how to use it?
“Oh. Um. Wow.” She’s speechless as she looks at it.
Sitting next to her on the bed, I pick the toy up and place it in her hands with mine around hers. Then I turn it on, and she jumps.
“It will feel good. I promise. Do you trust me?”
She nods as she stares at the thing. When I chuckle, she looks up and glares at me. “Don’t laugh at me, Lorenzo. This is the first time I have seen one in person.”
I quirk my eyebrow at her. “Where else have you seen it, babe?”
A sly smirk fills her face even as it’s turning red. “Porn, of course.”
My mouth drops open. She watches porn? What the fuck?
“I do.” I realize I must have spoken out loud. “I’m not some innocent girl, Lo. I have toys too. I just never thought to buy this particular type.”
I shake my head as I chuckle. “Sorry. I guess I just didn’t expect it from you.”
“I have secrets, Lo. You don’t know everything about me.”
The same look of despair from earlier returns in her eyes, but she masks it quickly. I tuck that away for another time as I pick the toys and lube up and place them next to her on the bed.
“What kind of porn do you watch?”
I lie on my side next to her before sliding my fingers up the inside of her thigh. Goose bumps form on her skin, and I lean forward to kiss the ones on her shoulder.
“All kinds really. I don’t have a particular type, if that’s what you’re asking. I scroll through until one jumps out at me.”
“Mm,” I say against her skin. “What usually catches your attention?”
Her chuckle turns into a moan as I slide my fingers through her slick center.
“I really like when they’re rough. Nothing too extreme. Just hard fucking.”
My cock responds well to her statement, growing so hard it starts to hurt.
“Tell me more.” I push her shorts and underwear aside to insert one, then two fingers and lazily start to pump them. She rocks her hips onto my hands, attempting to speed up the pace.
“I love when the girl is giving a blow job and the guy places both hands on her head and pumps into her mouth all wild. It turns me on like crazy.”
“The ones when the girl has no choice but to take his entire length? The ones where she almost chokes on his cock? Those ones?”
“Oh, God. Yes!” she calls out as she rocks harder and faster.
I pull my fingers out, and she glares at me. I bring my fingers to her mouth and press on her lips. “Suck them dry and get them real wet, baby.”
She opens her mouth and sucks my fingers in, and damn if I don’t wish it was my cock. Once she’s done, I slide them out and back down to her entrance.
“What else do you like? Tell me.” I use my commanding voice, easing her into my particular tastes. I won’t go too far with her. I can’t show her all my kinks, but she seems to savor when I dominate her. I will only go as far as she’s willing to go. I pause my fingers outside her entrance until she starts to speak.
“I like when the girl is pressed up against the wall and the guy is fucking her hard from behind, pulling her hair or pinching her nipples.”
I reward her with my fingers beginning their assault again. “Anything else?”
She skims her hands down her body and pinches her nipples, but I scold her.
“I didn’t tell you that you could touch yourself, mio piccolo angelo. Stop before I stop.”
Her eyes had fallen closed, but they pop open at my command. Her hands fall away as she looks at me.
“Good girl. Now tell me. Anything else you like to watch?”
She hums. “I like when a girl takes it up the ass. Something about it seems so wrong. Like it isn’t supposed to go there, but the pleasure ringing out always makes me want to know what it feels like to have a throbbing cock up my ass, spilling cum into my body.”
Fuck!
This girl is the single sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life. Sprawled out on my bed with her tank top pushed down under her breasts, putting them on display for me. Her small shorts and white lace underwear pushed to the side with my fingers dipping in and out of her.
“You’re gorgeous, Mia. Perfect.”
I sit up and move down to remove her shorts and underwear in one go.
“Shirt off. Now.”
I watch as she follows my command with lust in her gaze. She doesn’t remove her eyes from mine except for when the shirt obstructs her view.
“What next, sir?”
A chill runs down my body at how easily she slips into the role of a submissive. I don’t need all the BDSM shit to get me off, but fuck if I don’t appreciate a woman who follows commands.
“Lie back down. Open your legs wide. You won’t come until I tell you.”
“Yes, sir.”
She gets into position as I grab the toys and place them by her hip. I take the dildo first and put it up to her lips.
“Get it wet for me.”
She slips it into her mouth easily and takes it all the way down her throat. I hold it there for a moment as her eyes widen. I place my fingers inside her wet, aching hole to find her contracting. Shit, she really does fancy this shit. I pull it out before it cuts off her air supply for too long, and she takes a gasp of air in.
“I’d rather it be your cock, Lo. I love your piercing, by the way.”
She looks at my cock, and he gives her a show, jerking at her gaze. Fuck, this woman is a dream.
My dream woman, made just for me.
“I’m sure you would. Hold on tight, baby.”
I place the dildo at her entrance and count to three before I slowly slide it in, conscious of the fact that this might be her first object this big inside her.
Part of me wonders if this is me taking her virginity since I’m penetrating her, but the other part says no. It’s a toy, not my cock. She’s still untainted by a man.
“Faster, Lo.”
At this point, I’m inserting the dildo a couple of inches before pulling out, easing the length into her.
“I don’t want to hurt you. Let yourself adjust.”
“Fuck, Lo. You're driving me crazy. I have a dildo at home. This isn’t my first. Fuck me with it, damn it.”
This woman doesn’t cease to surprise me.
“Do you think of me when you're using your dildo?”
I slowly press the dildo in until she has it completely inside her. She groans as she attempts to rock on it.
“Yes. Ever since I met you, you’re the only one I think of.”
Her admission inspires me to pick up my speed a bit.
“How do you do it, Mia? Like this?”
“No. Want me to show you?”
I look up and meet her eyes. They’re glassy from lust. I usually don’t give over control, but I can’t help but admit I’m curious.
“Show me.”
Reaching down, she wraps her hand around mine and moves our hands in tandem, forcing the toy inside of her faster and harder. She throws her head back as she moans loudly.
I reach down and fist my cock with my other hand and stroke to relieve some of the pressure. The head is already slick with beads of precum, and I spread it around as I start to jerk.
“Fuck. Lo. This feels fucking amazing. Best gift ever.”
I hear her voice climbing, so I stop my own jerking and pull her hand back.
“Hey!”
“No orgasms until I tell you. Remember?”
She pouts, but she doesn’t respond. I leave the dildo inside her as I move over her to give her a chaste kiss.
“I want you to try your other toy. Do you want to?”
Her pout turns into a smile as she nods in excitement. I chuckle at the look on her face. Mia looks like she just won the lottery. I grab the lube and put some on the end of the anal vibrator before I spread some on her puckered hole, sliding my finger in. She presses down on it like I taught her, and I beam with pride.
“This will be bigger than my finger. You need to stay relaxed. Okay?”
She nods.
“What’s your safe word again?”
“Grandma.”
“Good girl.”
I work the dildo in and out again before I place the anal vibrator to her hole. She moans as soon as it touches her. I press it against her slowly, and it goes in slightly. I keep a light pressure, allowing her to take it on her own. She presses down on it, and it slips in even further.
“How does it feel?”
“Fucking amazing. More please.”
I shake my head as a smile fills my face. This dirty bird actually likes it. I would have never guessed in a million years. She continues to press down, and before long, she has half of it inside her.
“Almost there, mio piccolo angelo. You’re doing so well. I’m so proud of you.”
“I need to come, Lo. Please.”
“Soon. I promise.”
I press more inside until she has the entire toy in her ass. I look at my work and smile. She looks sexy as fuck right now. All I want to do is pull either fucking toy out and fuck her hard and fast. The brain downstairs agrees.
“It’s in, baby. You okay?”
“No, I’m needy as fuck right now, Lo. I’m so fucking horny that a slight breeze would set me off.”
I’m tempted to blow on her to see if it’s the truth, but I don’t want her coming too soon.
“Trust in the process.”
I don’t give her time to respond. I put the vibrator on the lowest setting. She lets out an adorable “oh” in response.
I work the dildo in and out of her as I increase the vibration.
“I feel so full, Lo. Fuck! It feels so fucking good. More. I need more.”
I wrap my hand around my cock and start pumping in rhythm with the pace I set with the dildo. We work in tandem until I’m almost there. I keep pumping myself as I take my hand off the dildo and flip the setting to the anal vibrator all the way up.
“Come now,” I demand.
It only takes a second before she’s screaming out, her body convulsing. I pump two more times; then I’m spewing my own release all over her stomach. I keep jerking until I have nothing left.
“Stop. Please. Too much. Fuck. It feels so fucking good. FUCK! Again! I’m coming again!”
I turn the anal vibrator down as she goes through a second wave of orgasm. Her body’s shaking, and her eyes are closed.
“Are you okay?”
“I think so.” She breathes out. “Fuck, Lo. That was intense.”
She still hasn’t opened her eyes, so I can’t tell where she’s at.
“Look at me, Mia.”
She slowly opens her eyes and lifts her head to look into my eyes.
“I’m fine, Lo. Better than fine. I’m a little dizzy though. And thirsty.”
“Let me get these out of you, and I will clean you up and grab you water.”
She nods and lays her head back down.
I slowly pull out the anal vibrator. She hisses the entire time and even lets out a moan. I use my other hand to pull the dildo out, and take the toys to the bathroom and set them in the sink. I then grab a washcloth and wet it before walking to the kitchen to grab a bottle of water. I uncap the bottle and set it on the table.
I lean on the bed as I clean her up. She hasn’t moved since I came back.
“Babe?”
“Hmm.”
“I got you water.”
“Okay.”
She doesn’t move to take it, so I quickly finish cleaning her up and throw the washcloth in the corner before I go to sit by her head.
“Let me help you up.”
I help her sit up then hold the bottle to her lips. She greedily drinks before pulling back.
“Sleep. I need sleep.”
I help her lie back down and pull the blankets up to her chest.
“I need to clean the toys. I’ll be right back.”
I lean in and kiss her head. As I walk back into the bathroom with the bag from the toy store, I glance back at Mia. Lying in my bed with her hair spread out around her, she looks every bit like an angel.
How are you going to quit her, Lo?




Chapter Seven
Mia
My pillow is warm and sticky. Okay, so maybe my head is the sticky one. I slowly open my eyes and find myself sprawled out on top of Lo. He’s still sleeping, and I take a moment to observe him. He looks peaceful when he sleeps, like the weight of the world isn’t on his shoulders. I smile as I study his face.
He really is gorgeous. He could have been a model in another life had he not gotten mixed up with the mafia. I wonder how it happened anyways. I don’t think we are to that point of this friendship for me to ask him. Hell, I still don’t know if I’m just another one of his hookups or if it’s something else.
I let out an involuntary cough and curse. Lo’s eyes pop open, and I watch as he looks around, allowing his eyes to focus.
“Morning, mio piccolo angelo.” He leans forward and kisses my forehead.
“Morning, Lo.”
“How are you feeling?”
“Good. A little sore, but good.”
A small wave of guilt shows on his face, and I kick myself for it.
“What can I do to make you feel better?”
“I have some ideas.”
He chuckles. “When did you become sex crazed?”
“I always have been, but I suppose we need a different term since we aren’t actually having sex.”
Even I can pick up the bitterness in my voice, and I cringe, waiting for his response.
“I’m not a good man, Mia. It’s for your own good.”
I sigh. “I know. It’s what you keep saying, but why don’t I get a say in this?”
“Because I’m twenty-nine and you’re twenty-one.”
“Age isn’t everything, Lo.” I glance up and meet his eyes.
He’s sexy first thing in the morning. He still looks sleepy, and his hair is standing up in different places. Add in his sweaty torso underneath me and my libido is already ready to go, even if my body is sore.
“No, but it’s important to me, Mia. You need to explore the world, not tie yourself down to me. Speaking of which, I also don’t think you should take Bash’s offer. Dr. Fields got herself in this situation. You have a big heart, Mia, but you can’t save everyone.”
I sit up and turn to look down at him. “That’s not why I’m doing this, Lo.”
He sits up and cups the side of my face. “Really? Then tell me why you want to tie yourself to the mafia for the rest of your life?”
“I don’t need to explain myself to you, Lo. You aren’t my boyfriend. You have no say in it.”
“If I agree to be your boyfriend, I can make this decision for you?”
He’s staring at his hands, so I can’t tell if he’s being serious right now.
“Fuck no. It’s my decision. If you were my boyfriend, your opinion would hold more weight, but I would still do it anyway. It’s something I feel I need to do.”
“If you do this, there is no going back. You will never have a normal life. No white picket fences, Mia. Can you live with that?”
“I never wanted a white picket fence, Lo. If you would bother to ask me what I want, then I would tell you. This life with the mafia is what I want. I’m already forever tied to it. You think I would ever leave Sofia? Then you have Izzy who is still in love with Giovanni. The two most important people in my life are tied to the mafia. This isn’t going to change anything, but it will give me my purpose back. Well, if I make it out of this meeting with Bash alive.”
“What does that mean?”
I realize my mistake too late. I didn’t mean to reveal anything yet. I wanted to tell Bash first. If he lets Lo sit in, well, then it will just be a bonus. If I make it out of the meeting, I will then need to tell the girls and Matt. I’m hoping for a game night tonight at the house.
“Nothing, Lo.” I climb out of bed and grab my bag. “I’m going to take a shower.”
“This conversation is not over, Mia. Get back here.” He climbs out of bed to follow me, but I rush into the bathroom and lock the door. He tries the handle then pounds on the door. “I will break this fucking door down, Mia! Do not make me. It will only piss me off even more.”
I lean my forehead against the door. “Please, Lo. I made my decision. Respect it, please. I’m going to take a shower. I’ll be right out. Give me some time with my thoughts.”
“The last time I gave you time, I got a call at 2:00 a.m. begging me to come get you. Let me help you.”
I sigh. “Please, Lo. I’ll be out in ten minutes.”
It’s silent a minute before he finally responds.
“If you’re not out in ten minutes on the dot, I’m coming in after you.”
“Deal.”
What the fuck did I do?
∞∞∞
 
I make it out of the shower with one minute to spare. Thankfully, no doors are busted today. After I get dressed, Lo calls and asks Bash when we can come over. Lucky for me, he says right away. I was hoping to be able to enjoy Lo a little bit more before my inevitable death. I just hope he doesn’t do it with Lo there. Or hell, he might order Lo to do it.
Would he even care? Probably not.
Sofia isn’t home, so I don’t need to explain to her why I need to speak with Bash alone. Thankfully he lets Lo sit in. Or maybe it’s a bad thing.
“What did you want to talk to me about?” Bash sits at the table across from me, looking every bit of the don that he is.
“I want to take the job, but I haven’t been completely honest with you.”
His eyes darken. I don’t dare look at Lo. I can feel the heat coming off him next to me.
“I’m not who I say I am. My real name is Mariana De Luca. I was born and raised in Chicago. My dad was Cristiano, and my mom was Alessandra. My dad wasn’t a great man. He did things for organizations I knew nothing about. They kept me out of it mostly, but when I was seven, I started helping my mom with the patients my dad would bring her. First, it was handing her things, but then it evolved to fixing them up.”
Bash has not broken eye contact since I started speaking. His jaw is set, the mask firmly in place. I can’t tell if he’s angry or murderous. I take a deep breath and continue.
“My mom went to medical school and used to do things for my dad. She would try a little less if my dad didn’t want the patient to survive. I didn’t realize it at first, but I caught on as I got older.”
I wanted to tell them everything. What my dad made me do. What I did to Fillipo’s son, but I just couldn’t. I would take that sin to the grave.
“My dad went missing one day. We assume he crossed the wrong person and ended up dead. Hell, it could have been the Chicago mafia for all I know. We had a plan in place. My mom took the paperwork and money, and we left Chicago behind, starting our lives over as new people. I don’t know why we ended up in Brooklyn, but we did. My mom gave up her extracurricular activities, and I got the job at Bello Italiano. I know how you feel about liars, and I know how you feel about loyalty. I understand whatever action you need to take.”
I lower my eyes as I let him digest what I revealed. My hands start shaking as I realize what most likely will happen.
“Does Sofia know?” the grave sound of his voice gives me no hope.
“No one knows. I was going to take it to my grave. If I’m going to be working for you though, we need transparency. I understand that.”
“Look at me, Mia.”
I take a moment to collect myself before I bring my eyes to his. He stares into my eyes as if he’s trying to read my soul.
Good luck with that. My parents sold it to the devil when I was a child.
“Bash,” I catch Lo’s deep, husky voice grit out through his teeth.
Bash bursts out laughing then. Lo follows shortly after, and I look between the two of them, completely confused.
Are they really so fucking excited about my imminent death? My heart aches as I watch the man I have grown to care about laugh at my predicament.
“So much for protecting me from everyone, even yourself,” I mumble.
“What’s that, mio piccolo angelo? I didn’t hear you.”
I’m already dead so why not yell at him?
“I said,” I turn and face him fully, “so much for protecting me from everyone, even yourself you dick sucking twat waffle.”
His laughter fades away, but Bash’s only grows as he’s now falling out of his chair trying to catch his breath.
“Watch your mouth, Mia. You might regret what you’re saying.”
“I won’t have time for regrets, Lo. It’s obvious that he”—I point to Bash—“is going to fucking kill me, and you’re going to enjoy it as much as he is. Why the fuck would I regret anything I might say now? When within minutes I will be another rotting corpse?”
Lo doesn’t respond. He just stares back at me. I don’t avert my gaze. If this is how I’m going to go, I’m going to go out the strong woman my mother taught me to be.
“She called you a twat waffle, dude.”
Bash is finally catching his breath. I continue to stare at Lo, but speak to Bash.
“Actually, I called him a dick sucking twat waffle. Get it right.”
“Fuck, she’s a feisty one. Now I know why you’re so enamored with her. She doesn’t usually act this way around me.”
I finally tear my eyes from Lo’s and turn to Bash. “Can you just kill me already? I’m bored with you two.” I pretend to pick at my nails to accentuate my point.
“I’m not going to kill you, Mia.”
My gaze shoots to his.
Fuck. I hope he doesn’t plan to torture me instead. Why did I not consider this before?
“I can see those wild eyes going crazy, mio piccolo angelo. He isn’t going to harm you. I promised you my protection, and I meant it. No one will harm you as long as I’m still breathing.”
“I’m confused.” I look between the two of them.
Lo is the one who speaks.
“We know who you are and where you come from. For Christ’s sake, I have a whole fucking file on you. I know about your father and your mother. I know about what your father did and who he worked for back in Chicago. I know what he did for other organizations back when he had been in middle school and through his teen years. Hell, I know what your mother craved when she was pregnant with you. You thought you were hiding this big secret, but you weren’t. Well, maybe you were. We didn’t know about what your mom did for your father. Everything else we already knew.”
I look to Bash, and he nods his confirmation.
“I can’t believe it. How did you know?”
“It’s my job. Well, mine and Giovanni’s. We don’t let anyone get close to Bash without having a full background check done on them. It goes further than that. We do an extensive look into their lives. It’s so we know where they come from and what their motivations are. I knew about you before you even knew I existed.”
“Fuck.”
“Regretting the twat waffle comment yet?” Bash looks all too amused with himself.
“No. If anything, I think he’s even more of one. I mean, who does that? Let someone sit here and think they are going to die. You two should be ashamed of yourselves. I should tell Sofia about this.”
Bash smiles. “Maybe you should tell her who you really are first. I never mentioned it because I thought she knew and was protecting you, but now it doesn’t feel right knowing something I know will affect her so deeply.”
“I plan to tell her tonight, along with Izzy and Matt.”
“Hold up. Izzy doesn’t know?”
I glare at Lo. “I told you. No one knows. What part of that didn’t you understand? Are you dense?”
“Fuck.” Bash smirks. “I might need to let you two fuck this out and get it over with. The tension between you two is palpable.”
“We aren’t fucking.” Oh yeah, I’m bitter about it too.
Bash catches wind of my tone and changes the subject. “Do you still want the job?”
I look back to him. “Yes.”
“No.” Lo speaks at the same time as me.
“This isn’t your decision. Its mine. Bash, I accept your offer.”
I look at Lo as he grits teeth.
“Good deal. I will let Sofia know you took the job. Obviously, you will be with Dr. Fields until further notice, which means you won’t be able to work at Bello Italiano.”
I hadn’t thought about it, but it makes sense.
“Thank you for this opportunity, Bash. Oh, and thank you for not killing me.”
A sinister smile covers his face. “Don’t thank me yet. You still have to tell Sofia. Depending on her reaction, I might have to kill you.”
I chilling feeling runs down my spine, and Lo reaches out to rub my back.
“You’ll have to kill me too, Bash. She’s under my protection. Even from you.”
The shock on Bash’s face is surprising before he covers it up.
“Of course. I was kidding. Go on your two. I have work to do.”
∞∞∞
 
“Just so we’re clear, I am not complaining, but what’s up with this impromptu girls’ night?”
Matt groans at Sofia’s words.
“Sorry, Matty boy. Just face the truth, you’re one of us.”
Izzy accentuates her statement with a wink, and he groans louder.
“I’m going to lose my man card if I continue to hang out with the lot of you.”
I want to smile and laugh with them, but with all the thoughts weighing on my mind, I just can’t bring myself to do it.
“What’s up, Mia?”
Matt is the first to notice I’m not smiling. Always the observant one. I guess it comes with his job.
“I have something to tell you guys.”
“Oh, so this isn’t just a night of Mexican food and Card’s Against Humanities?” Sofia asks as she points to the food Lo brought in from Manhattan for me.
“I’m afraid not.”
I drop my head into my hands. Why is it I’m way more afraid to tell my closest friends the truth about my past than I had been to tell Bash, who I was 99 percent sure was going to put a bullet through my skull?
“What is it, Mia Pia? Is everything okay?” Sofia scoots next to me and wraps her arm around my shoulder.
I shrug her off. I don’t deserve the comfort she offers. I look up to see the hurt in her eyes. Izzy and Matt both hold the same concern in theirs.
“I have something to tell you. This isn’t easy for me.” I take a deep breath. This is my family. The only ones I have left. I just hope they are still sitting here when the dust settles.
“You can tell us anything,” Izzy says as her eyes soften.
Matt doesn’t say anything. He just sits there as still as the calm before the storm. It’s times like this when the soldier in him comes out, the mafia part of him he tends to hide when he’s around us.
“I hope you will still look at me the same when I’m done.”
“Of course, we will, Mia. Don’t be silly.” Sofia gives me a bright smile.
Here goes nothing. “I’m not who I say I am.” The confusion in their faces causes me to quickly continue on. “My real name is Mariana De Luca, and I moved here with my mother after my father disappeared.”
I wait for their reaction. If they don’t react well, I don’t know if I will be able to get the rest out.
“Wow,” Izzy says after a moment of silence.
“Understatement of the year,” Sofia whispers.
“Are you in danger?” Matt’s gruff voice draws my attention to him. Hi his jaw clenched in anger. I flinch back from his gaze.
“I don’t think so. We don’t really know what happened to my father. He wasn’t a good man. He worked for some unsavory people. I don’t know all the details, but when he disappeared, my mother moved us and never spoke his name again.”
I feel the same somber feeling whenever I think of my mother. She had been a tough lady. Never said she loved me, but she was all I ever had. She loved me in her own twisted way, I suppose. She did teach me medicalskills though. Now that I think about it, her job for my father was very similar to the job I am taking now.
“I’ll look into it further. We need to make sure you’re safe.” I melt as the protective gleam in his eyes shines through.
“No need. Lo already knows it all, or so he says. I guess it means I’m safe.”
He nods. I look to Izzy next. She meets my gaze with an angry look.
“I can’t believe you lied to me all this time. What made you tell the truth now?”
I wince at the anger in her tone. I knew she would be the most upset. We’ve been friends for three years, so I’ve lied to her the longest.
“I’m accepting Bash’s offer. In order to do so, I had to tell him the truth.”
“Mia,” Izzy whispers as disappointment fills her face.
I understand why. She doesn’t want me to take the job. She wants me to say no and move on with my life. She doesn’t understand this feeling inside me. The need to help others anyway I can.
“Please, Izzy. It’s my choice. I need this. A bigger purpose. A better life. I can’t have any of it otherwise. If I don’t take this, I will be a waitress the rest of my life. Using a fake name means I can’t earn a college degree and go on to lead the life you want for me. I can’t get married legally. I can have children, but they will always have to live in the shadows like their mother.” I feel the first tears fall onto my cheeks. “At least with this, Bash can help me have a better life. Maybe not better by your extremely high standards, but better than the life I have now. Please understand. This is my choice, and I’m happy with it.”
She stares at me a moment before lowering her head.
“Well, I, for one, am happy you took the position. I think it’s your calling, Mia Pia. Oh, or do you prefer I call you Mariana?”
A breath whooshes out of me at the excitement in Sofia’s tone. The fact that she’s not mad warms my heart a little.
“Mariana is dead now. I’ll be Mia for the rest of my life.”
She gives a somber nod before letting loose a huge smile. “You’re amazing at this medical stuff. I feel for Dr. Fields though. She wasn’t meant to be in this life. She always looks so cagey when she’s helping the guys. You will be a much better fit for the family. Besides, you’re already family.”
She wraps her arm around me again, and I accept her warmth this time. Usually I’m the bubbly, positive girl, but for once, I’m glad Sofia’s taking the reins. She knows I need this break from the façade.
“Sofia, don’t encourage her. She’s going to get herself killed,” Izzy growls.
Sofia shoots Izzy a seething look. “Bash will protect her.”
“Yeah, he did such a great job last time.” The sarcastic bite in her tone causes Sofia to growl.
“It wasn’t his fault, and you know it. If this is something Mia wants to do, we should support her, not tear her down.”
“It never is his fault. It’s never any of their faults. Can’t you see that, Sof? No offense, Matt, but the organization is going to get us all killed sooner rather than later!”
She jumps up in a huff as she starts to storm off.
“Isabel.” She stops at the gravely tone of Sofia’s voice. “If it does get me killed, then it will be a beautiful death. I will have known true love and died by the side of the man I love. When it’s our time to go, it’s our time to go. Living life scared isn’t living life at all. I could get hit by a bus tomorrow and die, or I could die by a bullet. Either way, I will be dead. At least I will know I died being loved thoroughly. Can you say the same thing?”
As Sofia is talking, I watch Izzy’s shoulders tense. She looks over her shoulder and meets my eyes.
“I love you to death, Mia. It’s why I cannot support this decision. I cannot imagine a life without you in it, and I don’t want to. Do what you feel is best, but don’t expect me to be happy about it.” She turns and leaves the room without another word, and I hear her bedroom door slam, the loud sound making me jump.
“She’ll come around, Mia. Whatever happened with her and Gio has her scared of the family. They will protect you. I can guarantee it. Even if you say no, they will still protect you. You’re my sister. That makes you family no matter what.”
I sigh and shake my head. “I know that, Sof. She doesn’t understand me. No one really does. She just needs time to calm down. I dumped a lot on you today.”
She nods.
“How do you feel about this, Matt?” I can hear the hesitation in my own voice.
Matt has been sitting back watching our drama unfold in silence. Now, he thinks over his words before he speaks.
“As long as you’re safe and happy, then I’m happy for you. As for Izzy, she just needs time. She loves you so much, Mia. I’ve been through it with my sister. Loving someone doesn’t always mean you have to agree with them. Sometimes it means you need to give them room to fly, knowing they will come home one day. She’s struggling because you want to fly. You just need to show her that you will always come back to her.”
My eyes tear up as he speaks. I hope he’s right. “When did you become Yoda?”
He chuckles and shakes his head. “Yoda I’m not.”
We all laugh, the tension dissipated.
“You’re wise beyond your years, Matteo Sorento,” I tell him, grateful for his words.
“Growing up with a sister has become a beneficial part of my life. I used to curse her, but now I can see how she helped me immensely with dealing with you three,” he teases.
“I want you guys to get to know the real me. The parts I’ve kept hidden. Maybe when Izzy calms down?”
“Sounds like a plan, Mia Pia. Until then, can we eat? This Mexican food smells heavenly.”
Leave it to Sofia to always think of food.
As we open all the cartons of food, I look around the room. A weight has been on my chest for my entire adult life, yet now it’s gone. These people accept me for who I am, even if they don’t know who exactly that is yet.
Izzy will come around. I know it. She’s a stubborn one. Once she does, my family will be full.
Except for Lorenzo. You still need him to fill the only spot left empty.
I push those thoughts away as I enjoy the lighter conversation of the night. I let the blanket of love comfort me.
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Lorenzo
“Where are we with Fillipo?” Gio asks me as we sit in the meeting room at Bash’s.
“As far as I can tell, he’s stepping carefully. I don’t think he planned on things going south. It looked as if he’d been about to skip town until the commission made their decision to protect him. He must have friends in high places.”
“I don’t buy it.” Bash looks uncertain, which is unusual for him. “I understand where they were coming from. My father had been an unforgiving man. He had racked up quite the body count, but this was too close to home. I think he has someone in one of the other families protecting him.”
“I’ve vetted them all. I have men watching their moves discreetly. So far nothing’s turned up. If he’s working with another family, they’re keeping it quiet.” I inform them.
Every spare minute I have, I’ve been digging into the other families. It’s harder since they, like us, take precautions to disguise their movements, but not impossible. I haven’t figured it out yet though.
“What about Fillipo’s house? Have we gotten in there yet?” Bash looks as frustrated as I feel.
“We have,” Gio confirms. “I had one of the girls cozy up to him. He took her back to his place here in Brooklyn. She said it didn’t look like anyone lived there. Very sparse. When she mentioned the fact, he had been cocky. Told her that he would never bring her back to the place his wife lives. He told her it was his Brooklyn home where he fucks trash like her. She stayed the night and attempted to search the place, but said it was unusually clean.”
I frown as Giovanni gives his report. It’s the only address we have for him. Seems Fillipo has been doing a lot of things off the books lately. I grit my teeth in frustration.
“Just let me kill him. I don’t even care if the commission didn’t give us permission. I’ll take the consequences. You can tell them I went rogue.” The murderous rage that always lingers beneath my surface springs forward. The beast wants blood.
“I can’t let you do it, Lo. It would blow back on me, rogue or not, and you know it. Besides, I need you alive. You two are the only two I can trust right now.”
The beast growls, but I take a deep breath, attempting to put him back in his cage.
“Fine, but if he makes a move, I’m taking him out.”
“You will not! You will obey me, Lorenzo.” Bash’s booming voice does little to calm me. “I see the rage in your eyes. You need to control yourself. Fillipo has been planning something for a long time now. If we give in to our urge to kill him, he will win. We will have lost it all. I will not put my family in danger. I will not let another rule in my place. Instead of giving into these urges, we need to use that rage. We need to get ahead of him. Find his home, Gio. I don’t care what you have to do but do it. Bring his wife in. Kidnap his daughter. You find out everything you can.”
Gio nods before standing to leave. Once the door closes behind him, Bash turns to me.
“You have been an important part of this organization for a long time. I understand your rage. I feel it too. You need to calm it. Go see Mia. Release some stress. Let Gio handle this one. I’ll call you when I know more. I need you to keep it together, brother.”
I growl. “I can’t do nothing! This fucker is messing with my family. He’s a threat. It’s programmed into my DNA to get rid of any threats.”
Bash’s eyes harden. “He’s a threat, and he will be dealt with, just not right this second. We need to be smart about this, Lo. We can’t fly off the handle half assed. It will only get us killed or, even worse, our family. I know you don’t have any blood anymore, but you have Mia. Are you willing to put her in danger for this murderous rage I see in your eyes?”
The flames douse as an image of Mia flashes across my mind. Dirty blonde hair that stops just below her shoulders. Those hauntingly beautiful honey-colored eyes. Those delicious, plump pink lips.
Fuck.
“I will do anything to protect Mia.”
“Then live for her! You can’t protect her if you go all vigilante and wind up killed as a consequence.” He pats my shoulder as he stands to leave. He’s at the door before he turns around. “What are you doing with her anyway? Are you going to publicly claim her?”
I growl, and he laughs.
“I think you already have.”
Then he leaves me sitting there, stewing in all the feelings I try to keep buried. I’m coming unraveled. I knew it was a matter of time; I just hoped I would have more time before it happened.
“Fuck!” I scream out in the now empty room. “I’m fucked.”
∞∞∞
 
“What are you doing here?”
I shouldn’t have come, but I can’t get her out of my head. After working out for a couple of hours, I finally went home and polished off a fifth of whiskey. It still didn’t help. If anything, it made it worse. I lay in bed for hours, tossing and turning. When that didn’t help either, I went for a jog.
I ended up here. I wasn’t going to wake her. I just needed to know she was okay by seeing it with my own eyes. I let myself into her place and stalked to her bedroom, trying to remain quiet.
There she was. The angel of my dreams. Sprawled out in her full-size bed. Her beautiful dirty blonde hair laid out around her like a halo. As I turned to leave, she whispered something in her sleep. Just a whisper, but to my soul, it was a command.
Come closer.
It taunted and tempted me until I was standing at the edge of the bed. I trailed my finger down her face, and she turned into my touch, taking comfort from it—from my hand that has killed many men in my lifetime and will kill even more. A hand that enjoys the hunt just as much as it enjoys the kill.
I should have left. I should have run far away from her. I should have protected her from this monster inside. Instead, I gave in to the song of the siren. I pulled my clothes off and slipped under the covers with her and pulled her body close to mine.
Home.
That one word echoed in the silence. I tightened my grip on her and she gasped. Turning in my embrace, those eyes that haunt me smiled in recognition. She was happy I’m here.
I don’t respond to her. Instead, I lower my lips to hers and kiss her. It’s a gentle kiss. A caress with my mouth. Showing her that I see her light and I respect it. My darkness craves it. When I pull away, she whispers to me.
“Is this a dream?”
I don’t speak. I’m afraid if I do, it will ruin the moment. This perfect moment. The moment when I relinquish some of the control I hold over my emotions. Only some of if it. If I let it all go, I will ruin this perfect angel.
I trail my hand over her naked body. She’s the most beautiful woman I have ever met. I knew the moment I met her that she would change me. Force her light upon me. I thought I was strong enough to resist. I thought I could stay away.
One kiss changed everything. I suppose some would say this was all predestined. I don’t believe in God or anything similar. When you have seen the shit I have, there is no way you could believe there is one single entity watching over us. If there was, why did they allow bad things to happen to good people? I could agree with abandoning people like me. People who have done wrong their entire lives. People who have taken other lives.
I never could understand how someone who is supposed to be so good could allow those same horrors to happen to those who are innocent. Those who live their lives on the good side. They do the right thing. They help others.
Like Mia. Mio piccolo angelo. She’s a perfect angel sent to Earth. Yet here she’s lying next to me. Or maybe I’m next to her since I did sneak into her house, her room. She’s here though. Put into the path of the devil himself. If there was a God, he would protect her from the likes of me. Give her a good life. A man who can treat her the way she deserves. Give her the American dream. Instead, she has me.
“What’s wrong, Lo? Tell me,” she whispers as my hands continue their exploration.
Everything.
I lean down and take her lips with mine once again. This kiss is still gentle, but I put some of the passion I feel for her behind it. I nip her bottom lip, and when she gasps, I press my tongue into her mouth. She moans, and I growl.
I will never be able to give Mia what she deserves. I will never be able to be there for her the way she needs me to be. What I can do is give her the one thing no one else has ever owned.
My heart.
She owns my heart. I will always protect her. I will always be there for her. I just cannot accept her heart in return. My tainted hands would crumble it in my grasp. I would break her, and I would never forgive myself. I can’t give her what she wants so desperately, but I can give her this parting goodbye. Something for her to remember. She will remember the night I gave her everything I had.
I roll over on top of her, and she spreads her legs and wraps them around my hips, pressing my bare erection into her center. I can feel the heat mixed with the wetness calling me. I kiss down the side of her neck as I thrust my hips forward through her wetness. I make sure I won’t penetrate. She needs her innocence.
I know the moment I hit her clit because her breathing hitches. I thrust again, and she moans.
“Please, Lo. I need to feel you inside me.”
I know she does. I need to feel it too. I would love nothing more than to claim her, but I deny myself the pleasure. She may hate me now for not giving her what she desires, but one day she will thank me.
I rock my hips again as I kiss down to her chest and take a nipple in my mouth. Her hands dig into my back as I continue to rock my hips into hers. The pain from her nails feels terrible and amazing at the same time.
Let her mark me. Claim me as hers. Let her scar me as a reminder of the time she was mine, and I will always be hers. Even if she never knows it.
We continue to rock for what seems like forever. An eternity. I would have stayed there as long as she let me. She pulls my head up to hers and kisses me. She kisses me like I’m her last breath. It only takes a few moments longer and she bites my lip as she orgasms. Two more strokes, and I spill my seed all over her stomach.
I taste the blood in my mouth from her bite.
“Lo, that was… wow.”
“Shh, mio piccolo angelo. Sleep.”
I lay next to her until she falls asleep. Then I stand up and get dressed. I kiss her forehead then wipe the little bit of blood transferred from my lip.
“I love you, mio piccolo angelo. I’m sorry,” I whisper before I turn and leave.
I will hold onto this memory for the rest of my life. The one time I restrained myself. The one time I felt love.
The only time, because come tomorrow, Mia’s going to hate me. I dread the thought of making her hate me, but it needs to be done. It’s the only way to protect her.
I always said I would protect her, and I always keep my word.
Even if it’s from the monster within.




Chapter Eight
Mia
A ringing alarm startles me awake. I look at the time on my phone. It’s 5:00 a.m. I groan as I snooze the alarm. Today will be my first day with Dr. Fields.
I stretch my arms out above my head then bring them down to lay on my stomach. I gasp.
My skin feels weird.
I sit up quickly as I look at my stomach. My skin looks dry, like its peeling. The memories from last night flood back.
Lo rocking against me. The way I felt when he kissed me. The softness. The gentleness. Those three little words left unsaid, but not unfelt.
I look around for any other sign he was here, but there is none. I really thought it had been a dream. The way Lo handled me was the way a man handles a woman he’s in love with. What you would hope for when you lose your virginity. Comfort. Gentle. Kind. Loved.
Lo made love to me last night without actually making love. I wanted him to slip inside, to take my virginity, but he held back.
It didn’t matter though. I felt what he didn’t say. I felt all those emotions he let through. It’s why I assumed it had been a dream. That and the fact that he stayed silent. Quiet. Not muttering a single word.
The dried-up proof that he had been here is on my stomach.
I should be grossed out. I should be mad. Instead, I’m elated. I pick up my phone and text him.
Mia: Thanks for last night. I have to go the clinic today. Drive me?
I set my phone down and wrap my robe around me before heading to the bathroom. I rush through my shower to leave myself enough time to put some light makeup on. Once out, I check my phone.
Lo: Busy. Angelo will take you.
Before last night, I would have been upset. Disappointed. Hurt.
Not today. After last night, I feel more secure about him, about his feelings for me.
Mia: Okay. See you later?
I rush into the bathroom and get ready for my day. When I’m done, I check my phone. Lo didn’t respond.
I do feel disappointment then, but only because I wanted to hear from him. I sigh and go to the kitchen. Izzy is making herself an egg.
“Want one?” she says, but she doesn’t look my way.
“Yes, please.” I grab a travel thermos and fill it with coffee. When I turn back around, Izzy already has two plates made.
“That was quick.”
She gives me a guilty smirk. “I heard your alarm. I figured you would need to eat.”
“Thank you. I do.”
We eat in silence for a moment before she speaks. “I’m sorry about last night. I don’t care about your past, Mia. I love you no matter what. I know I can’t make this decision for you, but I wish I could. Other than my mother, Sofia, and Matty, you’re the only family I have.”
I sigh as I finish chewing my food. “I know, Iz, but you have to understand, I’ve always loved medical stuff. I planned on going to school for it. I’d been accepted at the University of Michigan. I was all set to go.”
“What stopped you?”
“My father. He disappeared. We were always told if he disappeared, we needed to hightail it out of town. He had it all set up for us. Our new names. Money for us. The only thing he didn’t have in there was where we would go. My mother picked New York. She thought we would be safer if we hid in a big city. Less likely anyone would catch on. Especially since New Yorkers are known for being selfish and self-absorbed.”
“I’m sorry about that. It must have been really hard.”
“It was. It took a long time for me to stop missing him. He wasn’t the best father, but he was my father, nonetheless. He loved my mother. At least I think he loved her the best he could. He worked for bad men. When he disappeared, we assumed he died.”
She looks somber as she looks at me. Izzy’s father isn’t around anymore either. There’s a kinship there. “That’s terrible. The not knowing? It would kill me.”
She could never know how much it bothered me to not know. Then again, it was a relief to have him out of my life. A catch twenty-two really.
“It used to, but I’m over it now. No need to live in the past. Anyway, because of my fake identity, I can’t really go to school or do normal things. The only reason I ended up at Bello Italiano is because Uncle Tony didn’t check my social security number. Had he, I probably wouldn’t have worked there. I don’t know whose social security number I have. Probably someone who is no longer alive. It’s why I want to do this. I want to have purpose back in my life. It might not be perfect, but Bash is offering me a sliver of the future I always imagined for myself.”
She looks at her plate. “I never realized. I’m so sorry, Mia. I think I convinced myself I was protecting you, and I didn’t realize what you were saying. I cannot even imagine not being able to do what you wanted because you’re in hiding. I always wondered why you didn’t go to college. I thought it was because you couldn’t afford it. Now I see why.”
“I wish it was the reason. Then at least I could do something about it. This is something that will always be my life. You’re afraid I’ll get killed, but I don’t feel like I’m living up to my full potential. I feel like I’m wasting my life. The night Matt got shot? I was scared to death, but I also felt alive, Iz. It was a shock to my system in the best way. I don’t think I can go back to before.”
She stands up and comes to wrap me in a hug. “I understand now. I still don’t approve it, but I will support you the best I can. It just might take me some time. I’ve been running from my past so long, and now with you and Sofia intertwining yourself with what I have tried so hard to leave behind, it’s catching up to me. Just give me some time to adjust.”
“I will, Iz. Take as long as you need. I don’t need you to approve. I need you to still love me.”
“Oh, Mia. I will always love you.”
I sit there letting Izzy hug me as I hug her back. We stand there in silence a moment before my phone rings. Angelo’s name shows up on the caller ID.
“Good morning, Angelo.”
“Good morning, Miss Mia. We need to leave in five minutes.”
“I’m just finishing my food. I’ll be right out.”
He doesn’t respond as he hangs up. That’s Angelo. He doesn’t talk much, but he’s polite.
“I have to get going, Iz. Thank you for breakfast.”
I shove the last bit of my eggs in my mouth before I take my plate to the sink. I grab another thermos and fill it with coffee for Angelo. It’s the least I can do for him.
“Where are you going today?”
I forgot Izzy wasn’t there last night when I told Sofia and Matt about my new job.
“I’m going to the clinic Dr. Fields works at. She’s going to start training me.”
“Oh. That doesn’t sound bad.”
I give her a real smile. “I don’t think it will be. I’m going to soak up all I can while I can. She’s retiring once Bash feels I’m sufficiently trained, so who knows how much time I’ll have with her.”
She nods. “Have fun today. I love you, chica.”
“I love you too, Iz.”
I head out the door to start my new life.
∞∞∞
 
“Grab that right there. Now bring it over here. I’m going to let you handle this one.”
Dr. Fields has been letting me be hands on all morning. I didn’t expect it. I thought the first couple of weeks would be more lectures or shadowing. Instead, when I got here this morning, she put me right to work.
“Okay, Mr. Johnson. Mia here is going to lance this cyst for you then dress it up. It might hurt a little bit, but we’re going to numb it first.”
I don’t understand why I need to know how to lance a cyst, but I’m not going to complain. I’m eager to learn all I can from her.
She steps to the side as I come over to the man. He’s lying on his stomach without a shirt. Mr. Johnson’s an older gentleman, and the wrinkles on his back make the cyst look bigger.
Dr. Fields hands me a syringe. She smiles in encouragement. Before we walked in here, she explained the procedure we were doing. She wanted me to be prepared. I took notes in my notebook, but I can’t pull it out now. My heart is beating in my chest as I think about the fact that I’m going to work on this man without a degree. Not that he knows it, but I do, and it makes me nervous.
I stick the needle into his back, right next to the cyst. He hisses a little in pain as I slowly press the stopper in to administer the fentanyl.
“Okay, Mr. Johnson, we’re going to wait a couple of minutes for the numbing medicine to kick in. Why don’t you tell me about your daughter?”
I encourage him to talk as I press the area around the cyst. He rattles on, telling me all about his daughter and his grandchildren. It’s obvious he loves them very much. I answer when appropriate, letting him talk away.
After a couple of minutes, I take a clean needle and probe the area around the cyst. When he shows no reaction, I turn to look at Dr. Fields. She’s been watching me from the side but hasn’t said a word. Now she nods in encouragement.
“Keep talking, Mr. Johnson. I’m just going to lance this. Let me know if anything hurts.”
He continues to prattle on as I grab the scalpel on the tray beside me. I pick up a gauze in my other hand and press the gauze below the cyst while I pose the scalpel above the cyst. I take two deep breaths before I press it to his skin. I watch as the mass cuts apart and ooze puss out. I catch it with the gauze while I set the scalpel down on the second tray, the one meant for used tools. Mr. Johnson hasn’t changed his tone as he continues to talk.
I probe the open wound, trying to push out as much of the puss as possible. I grab another stack of gauze and press it to the wound while I discard the first set on the second tray. I continue to do this until the wound is no longer full of puss.
I’m trying to remember the next step when Dr. Fields steps forward and hands me a long strip of what looks like paper, but it’s thinner and smells weird.
Antibiotic packing strip. Dr. Fields said I needed to warn him it might hurt.
“Okay, Mr. Johnson, you’re doing so well. I love hearing all about your family. Keep going. I just want to let you know this part might hurt a bit, but it will be over soon.”
“You go on, darling. This old man can handle a bit of pain,” he says before he starts talking about his newborn grandson.
I take the cotton swab from the tray and use it to gently press the packing gauze into the wound. It isn’t until I’m almost done that I become aware of a slight change in Mr. Johnson’s voice.
“Are you okay, Mr. Johnson?”
“Yep, a little uncomfortable is all. I’ll be okay once you’re done.”
I hurry up then, trying to finish to avoid causing him pain. Once done, I clip the extra packing gauze then turn to look at Dr. Fields. She nods her acceptance, and I feel a weight lifted off my shoulders. I did it right. I can do this.
“Before you dress the wound, I want to bring your daughter in, Mr. Johnson. She will need to dress your wounds until I see you back in ten days.”
“Sure thing, Doc.”
It takes only minutes before Dr. Fields brings the young woman into the room.
“This is Mia. She’s my associate. She will show you how to dress the wound.”
“Why do you go by Mia instead of doctor?” the woman asks, suspicious.
I feel a slight panic but decide to tell the truth, or close to it.
“I don’t really feel like a normal doctor. I’m more like a community member here to help out anyone in need. I don’t take joy in being called doctor because it feels stuffy, as if I think I’m better than you when really I’m just like you, but with a different education.”
The woman smiles. “What a refreshing view. You speak more normal, no offense, Dr. Fields.”
Dr. Fields just nods as she stands quiet.
“She’s only watching me because I’m new here. She wants to make sure I’ll be a good fit,” I add for good measure.
The lady smiles as I show her how to dress the wound. Once it’s done, they are on their way.
“By the time he comes back, you will be able to handle him on your own. You did well. Let’s go to our next patient.”
“Dr. Fields, if you don’t mind me asking, how is what you do here really going to help me?”
She pulls me into an empty room and shuts the door.
“Hush, no one knows you aren’t really a med student. I told them I was taking you on as an intern. As for your question, you will be a better doctor than they realize. You won’t only be needed in times of crisis. You will be able to handle anything they throw your way. That man in there? He has the sore because his daughter doesn’t help him shower. He sits in a bath and bathes himself, and her husband helps him out when he’s done. The sore’s from an infection from not being clean. The men you will be dealing with will be in dirtier situations. While it is less likely they will get a cyst, it is a possibility. I want you to be as prepared as possible. I don’t want to be called back, Mia.”
Her eyes tear up as she looks slightly panicked.
“You won’t. I promise. I’m taking over for you. I just need you to teach me what will be most helpful.”
“Well, lucky for you, this clinic gets a lot of seedy characters. Usually drug users, but they often get stabbed or shot and come here. We aren’t like most clinics. We won’t report. We would rather they be seen than report them.”
“How are you paid then?”
“Oh, trust me, they pay. Usually in cash. If not, they don’t get the good drugs to numb them.”
I’m starting to think maybe Dr. Fields isn’t as innocent as she made herself sound. How could anyone willingly work on a patient without the proper medications when you actually have the medication to help them? I don’t say anything though. I file that bit of information in the back of my mind for later.
“What’s next?” I ask.
She exits the room, and we walk to the front.
“Dr. Fields, there was a fight over on 6th. They are sending the minor injuries our way.”
“Well, it looks like you get some excitement after all.”
∞∞∞
 
Mia: Hey. Can I see you tonight?
It has been five days since I started working at the clinic with Dr. Fields. It’s worn me out in the best possible way. The clinic stays busy from open until close. Two nights we stayed after hours because she couldn’t turn the people away.
I’ve treated a lot of different things too. From strep throat to a foot that ended up needing to be amputated. I thought for sure we were going to send him to a real hospital, but Dr. Fields told him to come back at the end of the night. She showed me the best way to amputate a leg with little resources.
I had been horrified, but she told me the patient was a homeless man and the hospital would have done it, but they would have sent him a lot of bills. She did it pro bono because it could be a teaching experience for me.
It has been an exhausting week. All I’ve wanted to do is be with Lo, but he’s been just as busy. He’s talked to me here and there, but it’s been short texts. I haven’t given it much thought. I have fallen asleep early every night once I arrive home.
Tonight is Friday. I still have to go to the clinic tomorrow, but I want to see my man.
Lo: No. Busy.
I sigh. The same thing he has been telling me all week. Problem is, I don’t want to take no for an answer tonight. I’m exhausted, but I want to see him. I need to be with him.
Mia: Can’t you come by after?
The three dots pop up, but then they disappear with no answer. I sigh as I watch my phone.
“What are you doing?” Izzy slides down onto the couch next to me.
“Just got home. I need a shower, but I’m so tired, and what I want most is for Lo to come visit me, but he says he’s busy.”
She looks pensive for a moment. “Let’s find out if he really is.” She picks up her phone and dials Sofia.
“Hey, Iz. What’s up?” She sounds all out of breath. I chuckle.
“Sorry to interrupt your sexy time, but Mia has a question. Has Lo been busy all week with work?”
“Stop it, Bash. This is serious,” she chides in the background.
“Why did you even answer the phone, tesoro?”
“Sorry, what did you ask?”
We hear a squeak then Bash’s voice comes on the phone.
“We are busy here. What do you need?”
“Bash. Perfect. You would know better. Has Lo been busy all week? Is he out on assignment tonight?”
He chuckles. “Lo isn’t ever on assignment. He makes his own schedule. If he’s hiding from you, Isabel, then maybe he’s avoiding you. Goodbye now.”
The phone hangs up, and Izzy looks at me. My mouth drops open.
“He didn’t even try to lie for him.” I gasp.
“He thought he was talking to me, Mia. He could have been lying to me.”
I pick up my phone and dial Lo from Izzy’s phone. He answers on the first ring.
“What’s wrong, Isabel?”
I go to speak, but Izzy snags the phone back and puts it on speaker.
“Lo. Mia’s really upset. I’m not sure what’s wrong. What did you do to her?”
I make out the music in the background, and I recognize the karaoke.
“I know where he is,” I mouth.
She smiles and points to the bathroom.
Go shower.
“I’ve been busy. I will call her tomorrow.”
“You better, Lo.”
She continues to talk, but I can’t hear her once I lock myself into the bathroom.
I take the quickest shower in the world and spend another twenty minutes blow-drying my hair. Izzy pops her head in when I’m done.
“I laid out an outfit for you, babe. Hurry up and do your makeup.”
“I love you, Iz.”
“I know.”
She comes in and touches up her own makeup while I do mine. Once my face is on, I head into my bedroom and find the outfit she laid out for me. Nothing too fancy, but sexy enough to catch an eye.
The dress she picked is a red wraparound dress. It shows enough cleavage to tease, but not enough to look trashy. It also accentuates my legs, which is good seeing as I am so short.
I put the dress on then slip into my favorite black pumps.
I look at myself in the mirror and smile. I look like a vixen. Perfect.
“You ready?” Izzy says from the door, but then her eyes widen. “Damn, you look like sex on a stick! If I wasn’t totally into dicks, I would want to fuck you, girl.”
I chuckle. I know she’s overdoing it, but I love her anyway.
“Well, if it doesn’t work out with Lo, I might take you up on that.”
“If it doesn’t work out with Lo, he’s going to be dead.”
“I love you for being so tough.”
“I love you, so he better watch his back.”
“Stop it. Let’s go.” I smack her arm as I grab a clutch out of the closet.
After we are all ready to go, we go out and stand on the front step. Both guards get out.
“Who do you want to take?”
“Who will be less likely to argue?”
I chuckle at her response. “I think they will both argue.”
“Where are we going?” Izzy asks.
“The Brooklyn Lounge,” I say as I start walking toward Dante.
Izzy grabs my arm and stops me short. “What? Are you crazy? That place is dangerous.”
“It might be, but it’s where Lo is, and I’m going to talk to him. Are you coming with me?”
“Fuck. Giovanni took me there once when we were teens. Some guy got stabbed while we were there. I had been scared shitless.”
“Trust me.”
We walk up to Dante, and I smile. “We need a ride. We’re going out.”
“Sure. Where to?”
“The Brooklyn Lounge.”
His eyes narrow, so I continue on.
“Lorenzo is there waiting on me. He said you would bring me, and he would protect us while we’re in there. Giovanni’s there too. Are you going to take us? Or should I call Lo?”
The man shakes his head. “Get in.”
He calls back to Angelo and tells him where we’re going as he gets in the driver’s side. It doesn’t take long to get there. We pull up outside the longue, and Dante parks out front. Right where we did when I came with Matt.
“Call me if you need me to come in, Miss Mia and Miss Isabel. Be safe. Stay near the guys.”
“Will do, Dante.”
We hop out and Izzy stops in front of the door. She takes a calming breath. “You lied right? Giovanni isn’t here?”
“Hell, if I know, Iz. You know as much as I do. I just needed to get us here.”
“Well, we’re here now. Let’s do this.” She pushes through the door, and a big burly man is standing off to the side. I smile at him as he asks for ID’s. I hand them to him, and he nods us through. Once inside, I look around, but I can’t see much over the number of people and the clouds of smoke.
“Let’s go to the bar,” I yell in Izzy’s ear.
She nods as she scours the crowd as well. Once at the bar, I notice the same waitress from before. I know she knows Lo, so I walk up to her.
“Hey, can you point me to Lo?”
She sneers at me. “Find him yourself, bitch.”
Izzy steps up then. “Do you know who she is? That’s Lo’s girl. Do you really want her telling him how she’s being treated?”
The woman’s face pales at her words. “He’s over in the corner. Back there.” She points to the area then hurries off.
“Damn. You scared her.” I chuckle.
“I didn’t. Lo did. Let’s go get your man.” Izzy starts to head in the direction the woman pointed but stops short in the middle of the floor. I run into the back of her and cuss.
“Why did you stop?”
I don’t hear her sigh, but I see the movement in her body. “Giovanni’s here. Let’s go.” She pulls me forward again and walks right up to their table.
“Look at who we have here. What are you boys doing?”
The first thing I notice is Lo’s eyes. They widen at the sight of me. Then they narrow.
He stands up and grabs my wrist as he pulls me to the side. “What are you doing here?”
“I dig this place. I heard the karaoke is good. I didn’t get a chance to perform last time.”
He clenches his teeth. “You need to leave. Now.”
I pull out of his grasp and feel the anger take over. I thought he would be excited to see me. I couldn’t have been more wrong. What happened to the man who was so sweet and kind to me a couple of days ago?
“No. I won’t leave. I have a right to be here, Lo. You don’t control me.”
I turn to tell Izzy we are staying, but she’s gone. So is Giovanni. Instead, I slide into Giovanni’s seat.
Lo slides back into his seat and glares at me.
“I’m only sitting here until Izzy comes back. We’re going to sing a song together.”
He nods but doesn’t speak. I watch as he picks up his glass and downs it in one go.
“What are you really doing here, Mia?” he asks in a deep, grave voice.
I decide to give him a dose of honesty. “I wanted to see you, Lo. You refuse to make time for me.”
“You’re not my girlfriend, Mia. I don’t have to make time for you.”
His words hurt my heart, but I still believe the man who came to me Sunday night. He felt things for me. Maybe this is Lo’s way of pushing me away.
“I’m not going anywhere, Lo. I know you have feelings for me. They might scare the fuck out of you, but you have them. I’m not going to disappear because you want to live in denial.”
His eyes harden then. Before he looked like he was warring with himself. Now, he looks like a coldhearted killer. His emotionless mask slides neatly into place. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I think you're imagining things. Should we get your head checked?”
“Fuck you, Lo. We both know you were there. If you didn’t want me to know, maybe you shouldn’t have left your jizz all over my stomach, dumbass. I know you felt it that night. It was different, more than just sex.”
“It wasn’t sex at all. We were just playing. I thought you understood the score. We aren’t ever going to have sex, Mia.”
“You keep lying to yourself, Lo. I’ll be here when you come to your senses.”
He doesn’t reply. Instead, he flags the waitress down. This time, she’s careful as she comes over. She looks at me instead of Lo.
“What can I get you, sweetie?”
Before I can answer, Lo grabs her arm and pulls her down into his lap.
“Scarlett, babe, can you grab me another whiskey?”
My heart stops. My breath catches. Scarlett looks at me and beams. She turns back to him and nips his ear.
“Sure thing, hun. I’ll be right back.”
She saunters off, and I glare at Lo.
“Is that what you’re going to do? Fuck a piece of trash? Is trash what you prefer?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Mia. You sound crazy. You should probably go. You need sleep. You look exhausted.”
Each word is a stab into my heart. I tried to look good for him. I wanted to look perfect, like the angel he always calls me. Instead, he’s sitting here telling me how terrible I look. What a fucking joke I must be to him.
“Here you go, hun. Anything else? For your girlfriend?” she says the word as if it's distasteful.
“She’s not my girlfriend. Come sit in my lap. I need some distractions tonight.”
She does as he asks without another word. At this point, I feel the tears behind my eyes. Part of them want to fall for the pain he has caused, the depression I’m sure to fall into once I get home. I can’t let it win though. Right now, I’m furious. I’m angry that he toyed with my emotions. He offered me the world then stepped back as if I mean nothing.
I stand as victory flashes in Scarlett’s beady eyes. They won’t stay like that for long. I step forward and rear my hand back. I smack Lo right across the face and end up scratching her in the process. She gasps, but I don’t stop. I grab the fresh glass of whiskey and toss it in his face.
“Fuck you, Lorenzo Esposito. You’re a worthless piece of shit. I hope you get everything you fucking deserve. You are scum. You hear me? Scum. Don’t come to me when someone finally puts a bullet in you, because I won’t save you.”
I turn on my heel and march out of the bar.
The stares don’t escape my notice. Everyone is frozen. Waiting for him to react. Waiting for him to kill me, I’m sure.
I know, Lo though. He won’t hurt me. Not because he cares about me. No. He made that clear. He won’t hurt me because I’m the new family doctor. He won’t hurt me because Sofia would kill him, and Bash would let her.
I push open the door of the bar and find Giovanni and Izzy arguing as our guards lean against their cars. Izzy’s eyes widen at my appearance. I don’t know what I look like, but it must not be good.
“Mia, what happened?”
Giovanni turns and looks at me, and I shoot him a glare.
“Lorenzo is a dead fucking man. You tell that fucker if he ever speaks to me, looks at me—hell, if I ever cross his mind again, I will fucking chop his balls off and feed them to him. Then I will slit his throat as he chokes on his own balls. And you, Giovanni, you better never fucking talk to Izzy again. She doesn’t fucking like you. You’re just as much of a piece of shit as that bastard in there. The same applies for you. When it comes to me and Izzy. We no longer exist to either of you.”
The look of surprise on his face satisfies me. I know he isn’t the reason for my anger, but I cannot help myself. I smile at his surprise.
“Let’s go, Izzy. We’re done here. Let’s go home.”
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
“What a bitch.”
As soon as the waitress speaks, I push her off my lap.
“Go get me a towel and new drink,” I bark out.
“Of course. I’ll be right back.” She winks at me.
I growl as she walks away. I don’t even really know her name. I called her Scarlett because it was the first name that jumped into my head. I wasn’t at all surprised when she went with it. This waitress has been on my dick since she started working here.
I look down at the table and clench my fists as I think of the look on Mia’s face. I didn’t want to hurt her. I didn’t want to hurt her at all. Unfortunately, I did what I had to do. I needed to get her away from me. I always knew I would hurt her, but I didn’t realize how bad I would feel when I did.
“What the fuck did you do, bro?”
Giovanni slides into the seat across from me. I just grunt. I have never been a big talker, so I don’t know why he thinks I will talk now.
“Wow. Okay. Great talk.” He slaps his hand on the table.
“It’s what’s best for her.”
“I’m sure she loved that. You know how much women love you making decisions without consulting them. Dude, she flipped the fuck out. She even yelled at me. Whatever you did, I think it might have broken her.”
“It’s none of your business, Gio. Drop it.”
Just then the waitress comes back. “Here’s a towel and a drink.”
Gio looks from her to me. “I see. Did you get a little wet, Lo?”
The amusement in his eyes irritates me.
“That fucking bitch threw his whiskey at us. She’s lucky I was in his lap.” The waitress places her hands on her hips.
“Or what?” Gio smiles up at her.
“Or I would have kicked her ass. She’s lucky she’s still breathing.”
I react without thinking. One moment I’m sitting in my chair drying my chest off, then next I have the waitress up against the wall. My hand tightens around her throat as I look into her frightened eyes.
“Lo. Lo, stop.” I make out Gio’s voice, but I’m not in a place to process his words.
I press my face into the waitress as she struggles to breathe. “You will never speak of Mia again. You will never think about her. You will never so much as breathe in her presence. You reek of desperation. You’re nothing but a two-bit whore panting after any dick you think will pull you out of this miserable life you lead. Here’s a tip. Not one dick in here will do that for you. They will treat you as the person you really are. Nothing but a piece of pussy. Not even fresh by the looks of it. You will never be even a quarter of what Mia is. Do you understand me?”
She tries to speak but can’t. Her face is turning red, and my inner beast begins to get excited.
“You will leave her alone. Do you understand?”
This time I loosen my hold on her throat. She coughs and sputters before breathing out a yes.
“You content? Can you let her go?” I look over my shoulder and find Gio leaning against the table as he watches.
I take my hand off her throat and turn back to the table, grabbing my drink. “You’re dismissed.”
She stumbles off into the crowd. Most are avoiding looking in our direction. In a normal place, there would have been a crowd and the police called. Not at the Brooklyn Lounge, where the seediest people gather. We all avoid getting involved in anyone else’s business.
I sit back down and take a swig from my drink.
“Feel better now?” Gio asks.
“She threatened Mia. I will protect her at all costs.”
He laughs. “Bro, you’re so far gone that you can’t even see the way back.”
“Do you need some tampons, Gio?”
He gives me a quizzical look.
“My bad. I thought you were on the rag seeing as you somehow think I want to talk about my personal shit.”
He chuckles. “Gone. So far gone, Lo.”
He stands up and heads toward the bar as I finish my drink. I don’t wait for him. I turn and leave. I’m no longer in the mood for company.
∞∞∞
 
“Please. Don’t hurt me. I will tell you whatever you want to know.”
I can smell the piss on his pants. This kid would have never made a good member of the family. I don’t know why Fillipo even recruited him.
Sure, you do. He’s being shady. Taking what he can, my inner beast growls at me.
He isn’t wrong. Fillipo has been up to something ever since Tommaso went to prison. He fought to be his proxy. When he failed, it seems he sat back and bided his time.
I stare down at this man now. A boy really. He barely seems eighteen. He’s tied to a chair and looking much worse for wear.
“How long have you been working with Fillipo?”
“Six years.”
I quirk my eyebrow. He must be older than I thought. “How old are you?”
He looks relieved by my questions. These must be easy for him. He doesn’t know what’s coming through. “Twenty.”
Fuck. This kid had been recruited when he was only fourteen years old?
“What does he have you doing?”
He looks a little more nervous now. “I can’t tell you that.”
“Sure, you can, bud.” I slap his shoulder like we’re old friends. Inside, I’m boiling.
“He will kill me. I can’t.”
I let out a sinister laugh. “Oh, kid, what do you think I will do if you don’t tell me?”
He starts to shake. “Kill me then.” He acts brave.
“I’m not going to kill you.” I look at his chest. There are already several marks I have made there. Burns. Cuts. Bruises. I walk over to my table of tools. “What should I use next?” I pick up a scalpel from the first aid kit Dr. Fields gave me.
Mia
Shit. Every time I think I’ve forgotten her, something makes me think of her. This kit reminds me of Dr. Fields, which makes me think of the gorgeous angel working with her. Working to take her place.
I shake my head to rid myself of thoughts of her. Now’s not the time to become distracted. I walk back to Leo. He eyes me warily as he sees the scalpel in my hand.
“Please. I can’t. He threatened my family.”
I let an evil smile fill my face. His family. That’s what motivates him. He has a mother and a younger brother. Let’s see how much he loves them.
“Don’t worry, kid. They will be safe. As long as you answer my questions. Now, did you know men have no real use for their nipples? Not like women. We can’t feed our young with them. I’ve always wondered what one would look like without them.” I walk closer to him and run the back of the scalpel down his shoulder to his nipple. He shudders before struggling to get away.
“Please! I beg you.”
A rancid smell fills the air.
“Did you just shit yourself? Really? Disgusting. You disgust me.”
I press on the middle of his chest as I use the scalpel to slice into his nipple. It doesn’t come off as easily as I hoped. He screams out in pain, tears easily falling from his eyes. Once I finally get the nipple off, I let him go. Blood pours from the wound.
“No worries. I’ll stop the bleeding. Can’t have you bleeding out and dying on me, can we?”
I go to the knife I used earlier. I turn on the blow torch before heating the blade in the flame. I turn it off then head over to him.
“This will only hurt a little bit.”
As I press the hot knife to the wound, he screams and begs for mercy. The amount of joy I feel from his pain should worry me, but this is what I live for. Ever since I was a child, I was bred for this.
Leo makes a gagging sound, and I jump back right before he throws up all over the floor. Once he empties his stomach, he continues to dry heave.
“It’s okay, Leo. You can end all of this pain. Tell me what I want to know.”
“Can’t. Family,” he pants out.
“I wonder if your brother would cry as much as you. He’s what? Fifteen now? Is he in the business too? Do you think he would squeal like a pig if I cut his nipple off? We could always find out.”
He was already pale, but his face turns even more ashen at my words.
“In the beginning, I was an errand boy. Lately, he has been having me follow these women. I don’t know who they are; I just know they are important. One, I can’t get close to. The other two are easy though. Not as heavily guarded.”
My eyes burn with rage. He’s talking about Sofia, Isabella, and my Mia.
“Why does he want you following them?”
“I honestly don’t know. He didn’t tell me. I just have to report back all their movements. I’m not the only one. There are five others all tasked with the same thing. We trade off. Take turns. This way we can remain unseen.”
Not anymore.
I think to myself. We will need to double, no triple, the protection on the girls.
“Where is Fillipo hiding?”
“Hiding? What do you mean?”
The boy is barely awake at this point, his body limp. I grab his head and slap his face.
“Stay with me, Leo. Where does he live?”
“Queens. Out on Douglas Road. Big house with some property. On Little Neck Bay.”
“Anything else useful you know?”
He starts nodding off.
“Hey! Is there anything else I should know?”
“He sent his wife off. He’s preparing for war. That’s all I know.”
“Good job, kid.” I tap his shoulder. If I was a better person, I would feel bad for what I have to do. Instead, I take joy in it.
“Before you kill me,” he coughs out. “Can you protect my family? They know nothing. They have nothing to do with this.”
I chuckle. “If you’re right, they will be protected. We don’t harm innocents. Especially women and children. Sorry it has to be this way.”
“Sure you are. Can you just do it quick?”
The kid has resigned himself to his fate. I respect him for it. No need in begging for your life when you’re already dead.
I step behind him and slit his throat using the knife still in my hand. He gurgles and tries to call out but can’t. Within minutes, I watch the light leave his eyes.
Another life taken. Another sin to bear.
I pick up my phone and dial Bash. “We need to double the protection on the girls. I will explain it all when I get there. I also need cleanup at the Manhattan warehouse.” I hang up without waiting for a response. It’s time I find this motherfucker and put an end to all of this.




Chapter Nine
Mia
“What’s going on?”
I haven’t seen anyone from the organization in a week aside from the guards assigned to us. I preferred it this way. I even stopped talking to Angelo. No need to keep up pretenses. Once they settled all this with Fillipo, he will likely be gone.
I almost regret taking this position with the family, but I would be lying to myself if I did. These past two weeks with Dr. Fields has been amazing. She’s been taking on a lot of questionable clients in order to teach me everything she can.
So far, I have treated a stabbing, a gunshot wound, a fork to the eardrum, and even a severed finger. They didn’t all make it, but they were valuable teaching experiences. Dr. Fields even thinks I will be ready to fly solo soon.
It makes me nervous, but not as nervous as what I’m seeing in front of me now.
“Sorry, miss. We were ordered to come get you.”
“Who are you? I’m not going anywhere with you.”
Each man slides up their jacket sleeves and shows me a tattoo. I have seen it before, but never up close. They show me like it’s supposed to mean something. It doesn’t mean anything to me.
“Yeah, that tells me nothing.”
The taller man sighs and dials his phone. He holds it out to me. I huff as I pick it up and speak into it.
“What.” I don’t ask it as a question. It’s a demand.
“Go with the men, Mia.”
My heart stops. I never wanted to hear his voice again. It’s the voice that both haunts my dreams and causes my worst nightmares.
“Fuck you, Lorenzo. I will not go anywhere with them. Don’t call me again.”
I hang up and literally throw the phone at the man. It hits him in the chest with a thunk and falls to the floor. At this point, we have gathered an audience. Dr. Fields walks out of her office and pauses before she comes up to me.
“Is everything all right, Mia?”
“Yep. These men were just leaving.” I give them a pointed look, and they stand and stare back at me.
“Mia, there is a call for you on line one.” The nurse who spoke is standing in the hall holding out a phone.
“Tell Lorenzo the answer is still no.”
She looks slightly frightened, as does everyone around me. They all know who these men are. They all know they are dangerous.
“It’s not Lorenzo. She says her name is Sofia.”
I sigh then. As I go to walk away, Dr. Fields grabs my arm. “Maybe you should go with them.”
I shrug her off. “Thanks for the advice, but I’m not going anywhere until someone tells me what the fuck is going on.”
Her eyes look frightened, but she nods as she watches the men warily.
I go and take the phone from the nurse, and she scurries off in the opposite direction from where I came.
“Sof, what’s going on?”
“Mia Pia, thank God. We need you here at the house. Go with the men there for you. Please. Trust me.”
“You owe me a huge explanation. Oh, and if Lorenzo’s there, you better keep him far away from me. He’s dead to me.”
She sighs. “Hurry up, Mia.”
The panic sets in as she hangs up the phone. Is someone hurt? Is it Lo?
I scold myself for caring. I should hope he’s hurt. I should hope he’s dead. If I were a stronger woman, I would have killed him myself. Instead, I stand here worried about him. Hoping he’s okay. Praying it’s anyone else who needs me. He sounded okay on the phone, right?
I can’t even remember. I was so upset at him, I never took the time to think that he could be hurt.
I rush to the staff room and grab my things from the office. Then I hurry back to the men and walk right past them. When I get outside, Angelo is sitting in his car across the street.
Why didn’t they ask him to come get me?
I don’t question it. Sofia said to get in the car with these men, that’s what I’ll do. Once in the car, I turn and watch Angelo follow behind us. I let out a breath. At least I know him. These other two are new, and I have never met them until now.
As they drive, my mind gets the best of me. I start thinking of different scenarios. Maybe these men are here to kidnap me. Why else would I go with them and not Angelo? Or maybe he’s the traitor. Is Sofia kidnapped too? Did they make her tell me to get into the car with them? If so, then how is Lo connected? Did he turn on Bash?
My mind runs rampant all the way to Bash’s. Even pulling up out front, I still feel anxious. It isn’t until I’m through the front door and see Sofia standing there that I finally take a breath. I run to her and hug her.
“You’re okay. Thank God,” I whisper to her.
“Of course, I am! Did you think I was hurt?”
“I didn’t know what to think. You order me to get into a car with two strange men who think showing me their matching tattoos means I should trust them. Then Angelo is out front, and I start to worry about why you didn’t have me go with him. My mind has gone over several different ways this could have gone.”
She chuckles. “Oh, Mia, I said trust me. I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“It’s okay, Sof. Tell me why I’m here though.”
She pulls me into the meeting room. I freeze as my eyes meet Lo’s. His look sunken in. They have dark circles under them, almost like he hasn’t been sleeping. He’s also disheveled, and there is a stain on his shirt. I don’t examine it too closely, but it almost looks like blood. I shudder at the thought of what he’s been up to.
“We are waiting on Izzy. She should be here soon.” Sofia takes a seat away from Bash, Lo, and Giovanni.
I give her a thankful smile, knowing she did it for me, and take a seat next to her.
“While we wait, why don’t you tell me about your progress at the clinic?” Bash’s voice draws my eyes back to his end of the table.
I look to Lo briefly before fixing my eyes on Bash. “It’s going well. Dr. Fields thinks I should be ready to go solo soon. She’s been letting me treat all the patients on my own under her supervision since I started. She’s going to let me take my own patients by myself starting Monday.”
Bash scowls. “Sounds like Dr. Fields is rushing things a bit.”
My heart sinks. I thought I was doing well, but I hadn’t considered that she has a personal gain from rushing through my training.
“I suppose she might be. Either way, I’m getting a lot out of it.”
He nods and gives me a pensive look. “Do you think you could treat a man with a gunshot wound?”
“I do. We have had three come in this week. I feel confident I could handle it.”
“What about a man who’s been burned?”
I frown. “I haven’t had a burn victim yet.”
“Seems you aren’t as ready as you thought. I will talk to Dr. Fields.”
I nod numbly.
“Oh good. You’re here, Isabel.” Bash acknowledges her as she walks in.
Izzy glares at the three men on the other end of the table before dropping into the chair next to mine. “I was in the middle of my shift. You can’t keep pulling me from work. I need to pay bills,” she snipes at them.
“We will compensate you for your time, Isabel. This is important.” Bash gestures for Giovanni to close the door.
Once he’s seated again, Bash begins to speak.
“We have obtained new information on Fillipo. We know where he resides, but he doesn’t know we know. This intel also indicates he has been having each of you followed.”
I can’t help the gasp that comes out of my mouth. I think back to the past couple of weeks. Have I noticed anyone out of the ordinary?
“We will be assigning two extra guards to each of you. These you will have no choice on. You will also have one reside in your home for the time being. He will protect you from any home invasions.”
My blood turns cold.
Home invasions?
“Do you really think it’s necessary? Do you really think they will come for us?” Izzy asks, looking furious.
I wish I felt a sliver of the confidence she has.
“I do, Isabel. I think they think you’re the way to us. Each one of you has a connection to one of us. It makes you a liability. Someone who they can use.”
“I understand them wanting to use Mia. I’m sure by now they realize she’s going to be your doctor, but why would they think I mean anything? I mean something to Sofia, but that surely isn’t enough.”
“Izzy.” The soft plea comes from Giovanni. I look to him and find regret in his eyes.
“No. No. You don’t get to do this, Gio. You don’t get to ruin my life again.” Tears threaten to fall from Izzy’s eyes.
“Izzy, I have loved you since I was fourteen years old. It’s no secret how I felt for you back then. Anyone with two eyes can see my feelings haven’t gone away. It’s why you're a target. It’s why they will use you if they can get their hands on you.”
“You’re an asshole, Giovanni Catalni. A grade A asshole. Don’t you ever talk to me like that again. Whatever we had in the past is in the past. I’m over it, and you should be too.” She brings her eyes to Bash. “Whatever protections you deem fit are fine with me, but Giovanni is not to be involved. I don’t want to see him or talk to him. Is that understood?”
“You don’t make demands of me, Isabel.” Bash’s tone is cold.
“Bash,” Sofia whispers. “Please. It isn’t a demand. It’s a request.”
His eyes soften as he looks to Sofia. Some unspoken communication is happening between the two. After a moment of silence, he relents.
“Fine. Giovanni will not be involved in your protection.” Giovanni growls at his decree, but quiets when Bash shoots him a look. “You will have protection though.”
“Thank you. May I go now?”
“You may.”
I watch as Izzy leaves the room, envying her for her ability to separate herself from this world I have intertwined myself in.
“Mia, you will always have a guard with you at the clinic. He will need to be in the room with you at all times. We have no idea what Fillipo’s plan is. We need to take all precautions.”
“Are they going to be dressed like always? If so, it’s not going to work.”
He eyes me but doesn’t speak. I sigh.
“I’m supposed to be learning. The people are frightened of your men. They showed that today when your men came to take me. If I’m to have any patients to actually work on, your men need to blend. I can find them scrubs and tell the patients they are my assistant.”
Bash ponders on my words. He leans into Lo then Giovanni, each whispering in his ear. He nods then looks back at me.
“We can make that work. Be extra vigilant, Mia.”
“Understood.”
“You may leave as well.”
“Before I leave, may I request Angelo or Dante be the one in the house? I know I don’t have the right, but I would feel better, and I’m sure Izzy would too, where we know them.”
Lo growls as Bash smiles. “Of course, Mia. It won’t be a problem. I will talk to them and figure out which one would be up for it and let you know.”
“Thank you.”
Sofia walks out with me and pulls me into the den.
“What happened with you and Lo? Izzy gave me some of the details, but she doesn’t even know them all.”
I walk to the window and stare out. “I was a fool, Sof. An utter fool. I let myself care too much, and I got burned. You warned me. Izzy warned me. I didn’t listen. I suppose the ending was inevitable.”
“Oh, Mia. I’m so sorry. I know I was cautious at first, but I thought he really liked you. He’s so protective of you.”
“Seems the only reason he’s protective is because of you. Or maybe because he sees me as innocent. Either way, it’s over. No need to cry over spilt milk.”
“Mia, you don’t have to act so strong all the time. It’s okay to break down.”
I finally turn and meet her eyes. Had she said this a week ago, I might have broken down like she expects. I might have cried like I did all those nights into my pillow.
But seeing him again today? It changed my sorrow to anger. My tears are all dried up.
“I’m not going to break down, Sof. He didn’t want me. Did it hurt? Yeah, but not every man is going to want me. I know that. I’m not conceited or vain. Do I want to talk to him again? No, but I know not talking to him isn’t realistic. I went down this road, and now I have to see it through to the end. I’m going to move on. I’ll be cordial because I have to. Other than that, I’m done with him.”
I turn to leave the room. Before I’m fully out, I catch her whisper.
“I don’t know who is a worse liar. You or him.”
∞∞∞
 
“Good morning, Angelo.”
“Good morning, Miss Mia. How did you sleep?”
Like shit. As usual.
“Great. How is the couch treating you?”
He stretches his shoulders, and I take in a bunch of cracks.
“As well as can be expected.”
“Oh, Angelo. We need to get you an air mattress. The couch is going to cause permanent damage.”
“No need, Miss Mia. I will be fine.”
“Enough of that. I need you limber so you can protect me. We are getting you an air mattress. Today.”
He rolls his eyes as he picks up the paper. I ordered a subscription when I noticed one of the guys bringing him one each morning.
“Good morning, crew. What’s on the agenda for today?” Izzy walks in looking freshly showered.
“Well, I have the day off, so I thought Angelo and I could go buy him an air mattress.” He starts to speak, but I hold up my hand to stop him. “No arguments.” Then to Izzy. “Then I thought I might go find a new outfit. I haven’t done anything fun in a while. Bash is paying me nicely, so I thought I would treat myself.”
“Mani-pedis, girl. We are going for mani-pedis. My nails are dying for some TLC.”
I chuckle at her. “Okay. Let’s do it. Girls’ day?”
She smiles.
“I’m calling Sof now. You go get ready.”
I go to walk down the hall but turn back to Angelo.
“You too, Angelo.”
He just chuckles as I hurry to get ready.
∞∞∞
 
An hour later and we are sitting in a booth at our favorite brunch place, White Rabbit. Bottomless mimosas all around. Well, all accept Matt and Angelo.
“So, what spurred this impromptu girls’ day trip?” Matt asks.
“Do we have to have a reason, Matty?” Izzy raises her eyebrow at him.
“I guess not, Isabel.”
She throws a biscuit at his use of her formal name.
“Hey! No wasting food.” He picks it up and takes a large bite.
“Here, have some jam with your biscuit.” She takes spoonful and acts like she’s going to fling it. His hand shoots out so quick as he grabs the spoon and spreads the jam on his biscuit.
“Thank you for caring so much, Izzy.”
We all laugh at their antics. These two act the most like siblings between all of us.
“We needed a day out. Away from all the stress. Besides, this is my first day off. I needed to relax,” I share.
“How is it going anyway?” Sofia asks.
“Good. I’m learning a lot. She also gave me her personal medical books. I’ve been reading those in my spare time.”
“She means she has been reading them when she finally comes home and stays up most of the night studying. She’s been running herself ragged,” Izzy pipes in.
“What? Why?” Sofia turns her concerned gaze on me.
“I just want to be as ready as possible to take over. Dr. Fields is obviously itching to leave. She’s so cagey lately.”
Matt and Angelo each give me an odd look but keep quiet.
“Or it has to do with Lorenzo. She’s obviously still hung up on him,” Izzy admits.
“Izzy! Why would you say that?”
“The way you call out for him in the middle of the night when you do sleep.”
My face turns red as I realize my dreams aren’t as secret as I thought. I look to Angelo. He gives me a look telling me he heard them too.
“I call out for him because I’m murdering him in my dreams. I hate him.” I put some poison behind my words, hoping to deflect their attention from the real reason.
The server shows up then with our meals. After the food is handed out, we all dig in. A couple of moments go by before Izzy speaks up.
“I have a shovel. If you ever want to do it for real.” She says it as if she’s talking about how nice it is outside. Then she pops a strawberry into her mouth as if she didn’t just offer to help me bury a body.
“I might take you up on that, Iz.”
Matt and Angelo’s eyes bug out of their head, but they keep their mouths shut.
“Anyway, how are things for you, Sof?” Matt changes the subject.
The rest of brunch goes by quickly and with a lot of laughter. It’s the first time in a while I’ve felt this happy. As we walk out, I get the feeling of being watched. I look around discreetly and see a man across the street who looks familiar. Someone I might have worked on before at the clinic. I narrow my eyes as I try to make him out, but a large truck comes by, obstructing my view.
“What is it?” Angelo is immediately at attention.
“What?” I turn, not realizing he was paying attention.
“You were looking for something. What did you see?”
“Oh, just someone I thought I knew. It wasn’t who I thought it was though.”
“Mia, are you sure?” He grabs my arms and forces me to look at him.
“I’m sure.”
“Okay. You need to tell me these things. I’m here to protect you. I can’t do that if you keep things from me.”
I see where he’s coming from, but I don’t see a reason to worry them when I’m not even sure what I was looking at. It could have been anyone really.
“I will, Angelo. I promise.”
He lets me go, and I join the girls in the back of Matt’s SUV.
“What was that about?” Sofia asks.
“He was just making sure I knew to tell him if I see anything out of place. I told him obviously I would call him. I’m not stupid.”
They chuckle.
“These guards do get a kick out of treating us like children, don’t they?” Izzy asks.
“Hey! I thought we were more than that, Isa.” Matt doesn’t hide the hurt in his tone.
I watch Isabel’s face light up at the use of this new nickname. I don’t know where it came from, but it makes her smile.
“I wasn’t talking about you, Matty. You’re one of us girls.”
He groans. “I think that might be worse. I’d rather be just a guard.”
“Too late, Matty. You have been accepted as one of our own. No way out now. Unless….” She trails off and winks at me and Sofia.
“Unless? Don’t leave me hanging.”
And he walked right into it.
“Unless you like body bags, Matty boy.”
“There’s only one way out of this exclusive club, Matt. Once you join, the only way out is through death. Sorry, babe.” I chuckle as I watch his face fall in the rearview mirror at my words.
“Why? Why do I do this to myself?” he mutters to himself, and we all laugh. “Here you go, ladies. The perfect place to get your nails done. Nico and Oscar are going to check it out first. Hold tight.” He jumps out and heads around the SUV to stand outside our door. We wait ten minutes before Nico comes out and talks to him. Matt nods then opens our door.
“Hustle inside, girls. It’s clear. You have a personal spa day, courtesy of Bash.”
I groan. “I was going to pay.”
Sofia laughs. “Give it up. The man is beyond generous. Besides, if you complain, he would just say he needed to make sure the place was safe and the only way to do that is to buy out the whole place.”
I narrow my eyes at her as we walk through the front door of the spa. “Does this happen often?”
She shrugs.
“Good afternoon, ladies. We have the entire spa available for your use. What would you like to start with? A massage? Hair? Nails?” The woman in front of us is an older lady. Her name badge has the name Rose with the word Manager underneath. I guess we’re getting the real VIP treatment today.
“What do you think, girls?” Sofia turns and gives us a small smile.
I chuckle. “Well, if Bash is paying, I say we do all three. Might as well make the most out of it.”
Izzy frowns, but relents. “Fine, but I want it noted that I do not appreciate the charity. I’m only doing this for you guys.”
“Oh, like it’s such a hardship,” Matt teases. “I’ll pay for you, Isa. You can accept my charity. Call it an early birthday gift.”
“My birthday is in May, Matt.”
“So, I’m ahead of the game. Perfect.” He wraps his arm around her neck then musses her hair.
“Asshole!” She struggles until she’s out of his grasp.
“You love me.”
“Hate. You mean hate.”
“Go get your hair done, sis. It’s looking ratty.”
She flips him off and turns back to the manager. “Hair first, please.”
We all laugh as Rose leads us back to our stylists.
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
“What the fuck? This is not the time, Bash.”
I slam my fist down on the table. What were the girls thinking?
“Calm down, Lo. Don’t make me do something you will regret.”
His stern look does nothing to calm my inner beast, but I try anyway. I respect Bash. It’s the only thing saving me from flying off the handle.
“I think what Lo is trying to convey is, what do they think they’re doing planning a party while we are still knee-deep in Fillipo’s shit?” Gio adds.
I nod to him, letting him know it’s what I meant.
“I don’t really know, but as long as it’s somewhere we can control. I don’t see the need to deny them.”
“Fine. I’m running point on security though,” I demand.
“No can do, Lo. You and Gio are specifically not allowed to go.”
“Seriously? What in the ever-loving fuck? Why not?” Gio calls out.
“Isabel doesn’t want to see you, and Mia doesn’t want to see you.” He indicates to Gio before swinging his gaze my way.
“Tough shit. I’m going. They can’t keep me away,” I proclaim.
“Me too. Who the fuck do they think they are?” Gio echo’s my sentiment.
A chuckle brings our gaze to Matteo, who had remained silent so far.
“Something funny, Matteo?” Bash asks.
“Not at all. In fact, you guys are acting ridiculous.”
I growl at his words. “Watch it, Matteo.”
“I mean no disrespect, Lorenzo. You guys are clueless. Here you are, making decisions about their lives, and you don’t even think about the fact that maybe you should clue them in. Then you have the audacity to wonder why they would exclude you? Lorenzo, Mia’s in love with you. You have a woman who would do anything to be with you, and you keep telling her no. Then, when she tries to move on and have a little much needed fun, you want to ruin it. Either claim her or let her go. You can’t have your cake and eat it to.”
He turns to Gio next. “And you. I know what happened in the past, and I honestly cannot blame Isabel for hating you. You keep pursuing her even though she has repeatedly told you no. Give it up. If you really loved her, you would let her move on. If you really loved her, you would want her to be happy. I can tell you that’s all she wants for you. She wants you to be happy without her.”
He lets out a huge sigh. “And, Bash.” His eyes swing to his. “You need to learn to put your foot down a little more with Sofia. Trust me when I say she knows which buttons to press to get what she wants. She isn’t always thinking about safety. You need to lay down the rules and tell her there’s no negotiation. All these girls want is to feel like they still have some sort of control over their lives. I agree with Lorenzo and Giovanni being at the party. In the background though. If they really want this party, they need to understand we need our best there to protect them. Stand your ground,” he tells each of us while looking us in the eye. “Fuck, I think I would rather deal with the women.” He turns and leaves the room. We all stare at the door in silence for a moment.
“Do I need to kill him?” I break the silence first.
“Normally, I would say yes. No one speaks to me that way with the exception of Sofia. Unfortunately for you, I understand what he’s saying. He’s right.” Bash leans forward in his chair. “Don’t repeat it, but he is. I’m going to tell Sofia she can have this party at Ivory. They want to do it for all the guards who have been protecting them and a couple of people from Bello Italiano. Mia also wants to invite some people from the clinic. I can’t have all those random people here, but the club can be secured. I’ll tell Sofia that you two will run security. From the shadows though. No interacting with the girls unless they are in direct danger. Understood?”
“This is fucking stupid,” I mutter.
“Are you going to claim Mia?”
I stay silent.
“Then leave her alone. Matteo isn’t wrong about how you two have been acting lately. Get your house in order.”
Bash moves to leave, but Gio speaks up.
“I think Matteo has been spending too much time with the girls. Maybe we should give him some time off. Invite him to more manly things.”
Bash chuckles. “I think Matteo is in the perfect position. He has a unique insight into our women. We would be wise to use it.”
∞∞∞
 
“The hens have arrived.”
I chuckle at Matteo’s code word for the girls. I don’t know how Bash’s conversation with Sofia went, but the party was planned quickly after it happened. A week later, on a Saturday night the club has been closed to the general public.
“You going to be okay tonight?” Gio asks from beside me.
Bash made it clear we are not allowed to go down to the main floor unless there is a safety concern. So instead, we are stuck up here in the VIP lounge looking over the floor. I know the moment Mia walks through the door. I can feel her energy like a beacon. My eyes slide to her.
Normally she looks like innocent the angel my mind believes her to be. Not tonight. Tonight, she looks like a vixen. A woman on a mission to lure every man within a twenty-mile radius into her dark web.
Her hair is different. It’s curled with different strands of purple and red intertwined with her gorgeous blonde locks. A shiny necklace hangs around her neck, dropping low, begging for eyes to follow it into the cleavage and see where is ends. The dress? That dress has “fuck me” written all over it. It’s short, tight, and black. It clings to every one of her curves, accentuating all of them. Then those legs. Mia’s a short girl, but she knows how to showcase her legs and make them look longer. Tonight, she’s wearing a pair of red high heels that make her legs look a million miles long.
I bite my lip looking at her. My thoughts immediately jump to what she would look like bent over with me fucking her from behind.
She looks up at me as if she can sense my stare. She can’t see me though. We kept the lights up here off. Gio and I are hiding in the shadows, meant to be keeping an eye on the crowd, but I cannot keep my eyes off her.
She looks away then and starts laughing at whatever Sofia said.
“Are you even listening to me, man?”
“Huh? Sorry, I was doing my job.”
Gio laughs. “Sure. I was just saying I think the girls came tonight to punish us. Look at how Izzy is dressed. Fuck, she looks like a wet dream.”
I reluctantly take my eyes from Mia and look at Isabel. She’s dressed just as sexy as Mia. Her dress is hugging her hips tight, but hers is a little more conservative. Instead of cleavage, her dress is up to her neck. When she turns around, I can see why. The dress hangs low in the back, almost to her ass. I look over to Gio.
“You might be right.”
He looks pained as we watch a couple of the guards walk up and talk to them. They look as if they are being polite, but I know Gio wants to go down and kick some ass. I do too. The jealousy rips through me.
It should be me down there.
“Let’s just try to make it through tonight without murdering someone, yeah?”
I watch as Bash walks up to the girls. The guards respectfully leave, and I let a breath out and thank a God I don’t believe in.
Bash looks up to us and gives a short nod. He did it for us. He wraps his arm around Sofia, and she smiles. Matteo joins the girls, and they all go to the bar to grab a drink.
“This is going to be a long night,” I mutter.
“You’re telling me.”
∞∞∞
 
Hours later, the party is still going strong. It seems having an open bar has only made everyone act sloppy. On and off guys have been talking to the girls all night. Thankfully, Bash and Matteo have been there to be a buffer. It was the only thing keeping me from going down there.
“Lo, come in. Over.”
Bash’s voice comes over my earpiece. I press into the device to communicate back.
“Here, over.”
“Shut it down in thirty minutes. Over.”
“Understood. Over.”
“Thank God, it’s almost over,” Gio breathes.
He’s been just as tense as I have. Tonight’s been pure torture for both of us. Almost enough for me to forget why I’m supposed to stay away from Mia.
Almost.
Especially watching Mia dance with Sofia, Isabel, and Matteo. I wanted so badly to go down there and dance with her, but I couldn’t.
Barely.
I watch Bash walk off with Sofia as the girls and Matteo head to the bar.
“Who is that?” Gio points to two men who just walked up to the girls.
I squint my eyes, trying to make the men out. “I can’t see clearly from here.” I press my earpiece and call Matteo. “Matteo, come in. Over.”
I watch as he presses his ear before I hear him through my own earpiece. “What can I do for you, Lo? Over.”
“Who are those men with you? Over.”
“They work at the clinic with Mia. Over.”
He glances up toward me as he says it. I clench my hands as I watch them chat up Isabel and Mia. The girls are laughing and smiling at them.
“They work with Mia,” I tell Gio, and he growls.
“They are getting too close. Did Mia touch his arm? Izzy is touching her hair. That’s her way of flirting. Fuck!”
I grit my teeth as I watch them flirt with my own eyes. They turn to Matteo and say something, and he nods and leans against the bar.
I watch as each couple walks a little away from the bar and starts dancing.
“What the fuck, Matteo?”
Silence. Then a moment later.
“You didn’t say over. Are you done talking? Over.”
“Asshole! Get out there with them. Over.”
“No can do, Lo man. Girls wanted to dance with someone who’s not their brother. I’m close enough to protect them. Chill the fuck out. Over.”
“Go get them now,” I yell into the comm. I add as an afterthought. “Over.”
He doesn’t reply, and he doesn’t move. I watch him as he watches the girls.
“Fuck this, I’m going down there.”
I’m halfway down the stairs when I hear it. A gunshot rings out. My legs move faster as I run out onto the dance floor. Everyone is scattering, but I only have one focus. Find Mia and Isabel. I run to where I saw them last as I push people out of the way. A body slams into mine, and I grab the person's shoulder ready to throw them off until I recognize the face. Mia.
“Where’s Isabel?” I yell.
Her eyes are frantic as she looks around. “She was right there. I saw her.”
I encase her in my arms, protecting her from the herd around us. There’s only about fifty people here, but they are still scattering. You can tell the difference between the guests and guards though. The guards all have their guns out and are blocking the doors. The people are trying like hell to get out, but they won’t let them. I look around for Isabel.
“I have Izzy. Has anyone seen Mia? Over,” Matteo asks in my ear.
I release a breath.
“I have Mia. Taking her to secondary location. Bash? You have Sofia? Over.” I start to move Mia, and she pulls back.
“Izzy. Sofia,” she screams in my ear.
“Isabel is with Matteo on their way to a secondary location. I need to get you to your secondary location.”
She holds steady as I try to move her again. “Sofia?”
I pick her up and throw her over my shoulder, keeping my hand over the end of her dress, making sure she doesn’t show anyone what’s mine. Instead of making my way to the entrances, I head back up to VIP. I go through the office and to the other door. Within minutes, we are standing outside the back door.
“What happened? I have Sofia. Over,” Bash yells into the comms.
“Gunshots. Don’t know if anyone was hurt. Caused panic. Taking Mia to a safe location. I suggest you two do the same. I have a feeling they were after them. Over.”
“Agreed. Everyone check in when you arrive. Over,” Bash says.
“I’ll stay behind and find out what happened. Over,” Giovanni adds after the fact.
The line goes silent then.
“We need to get to my SUV. Sofia’s safe with Bash. Isabel’s safe with Matteo. Are you going to run, or do I have to carry you?” I set Mia down in front of me and take her face in my hands.
“They really are safe?” I nod. “Okay. Let’s go.”
I grab her hand and look out the door. I check both ways and see nothing out of the ordinary. I press the remote start on my key ring, and the SUV starts with no issues. I breathe a sigh of relief. I nod to the guard who is standing in front of it. We had a guard for each vehicle outside tonight. Their only job had been to stand and guard the cars. Mine is the only one left, so I know the others have already made their way to somewhere safe.
“Okay. Run.” I pull Mia out the door and over to the SUV. The guard opens the door, and I shove her in. Within seconds, I’m in my side and rushing out of the back alley.
“What happened, Lo?” I notice her use of my nickname instead of my proper name.
I tear my earpiece out and throw it in the cup holder.
“I don’t know, Mia. Did you see anything? Tell me what it felt like from down there.”
She takes a deep breath. “I had been dancing with Eric. We were smiling and laughing. Suddenly it sounded like a gun went off. I panicked and dropped to the floor. Eric tried to yank me up. He kept yelling at me. He said I needed to run with him. He kept saying we had to get out of the open. What he said made sense, but I froze. I couldn’t find Izzy. I looked around, but all I could see was people running. Eric started pulling me. Then when I ran into you.”
She starts to breathe heavily as she thinks back. I reach out and grab her hand.
“Calm down, mio piccolo angelo. You need to breathe. Take a deep breath with me. Come on. In.” I breathe in and listen to her do the same. “Out.” I let the breath out in one whoosh. “Again.” We do it several more times before she finally seems okay.
“Thank you. I’m calm now.” She moves to pull her hand out of mine, but I’m not quite ready to let go yet.
“Please. I just need to know you’re okay.”
“Okay, Lo.”
We drive in silence for a while before she speaks up. “We’re leaving Brooklyn? Where is this safe location?”
“I don’t know where the others are going. This was the plan. Each one of us picked our own safe locations to take you girls to if something went wrong. I’m taking you to mine.”
“Where is that?”
“My home.”
“But we are leaving Brooklyn?”
I glance over and see she looks confused.
“Not my house here in Brooklyn. My home. Remember the one I told you about?” I glance over and see recognition light behind her eyes.
“In Manhattan. The home you had before you moved to Brooklyn.”
I nod and look back to the road.
“Okay. Can I put some music on? The silence is making me think too much.”
“Sure.”
She leans forward and uses her right hand to turn on the radio. She finds a station she likes and turns the music up just enough to create a small background noise.
I breathe in her scent. Lemon and cinnamon. I don’t know why she smells that way to me, but I’m thankful tonight wasn’t the last night I got to take comfort in it. I’m thankful for its invasion now.




Chapter Ten
Mia
My heartbeat has finally returned to normal. It took a while, but holding Lo’s hand has helped much to my dismay.
I felt him the moment I walked into the club tonight. I knew he was watching me. Sofia told us they were going to be there, but that they were ordered to the shadows. She said Bash wouldn’t agree to the party without them being there. We relented. I didn’t care for Lo, but I understood we needed protection.
After what happened tonight, I’m beyond glad they were there. I didn’t think anything would happen, but it seems I was wrong. I think back to that moment.
Eric and I dancing together. He told me he loved my new hair color, which made me smile. When I chose the purple and red, I was looking for something edgy. Something different than the innocent Mia. I don’t know why I did it, but I’m glad I did. One second he’s complimenting me, the next he’s pulling me. Something in my gut told me to stand still. To wait. Someone would come.
No, not someone. Lo. I knew he would come for me.
Then, his arms were around me. He was shielding me. Keeping me safe from the stampede of people around us. It was like my body knew to wait for him, even when my mind was screaming at me to run.
I didn’t see anyone hurt. I don’t even know where the shot came from. As soon as I knew my girls were safe, I was beyond happy to follow Lo wherever he wanted to take me. I might be mad at him, but in a crisis, there is no one else I would rather have on my side.
We pull into a garage, and he drives through until he finds a parking area. We exit, and he grabs my hand, pulling me with him. His eyes continue to scour the area. A noise behind me makes me jump, and he chuckles. I look back and see a metal door lowering behind his SUV.
He presses the elevator button, and it opens within seconds. Once inside, he turns a key and presses the P.
“You live in a penthouse?”
“Lived. I don’t really stay here anymore. Only when I’m in the city.”
“How rich are you?”
“Enough I guess.” Lo shrugs it off as if it’s no big deal he has a penthouse.
Once the elevator doors open, I expect to step into his apartment. Instead, we step into a hallway.
“Why the hall? Do you share this floor?”
“Nope. I had them put the hall in. I don’t want the elevator opening into my home. Come on.”
He pulls me to the door and opens it. Once inside, he presses a code into the alarm. He turns and hands me a gun.
“I’m going to search the apartment. You stand here. Shoot anyone who isn’t me, okay?”
I nod as I take the gun. I have never held one let alone shot one. My dad always carried one, but he always told me it wasn’t for young women to mess with. I wish he would have taught me how to use one about now.
Lo comes back minutes later and takes the gun back from me.
“Let’s get you settled.”
We walk further into the apartment, and I’m amazed by how beautiful it is. The walls here are just as empty as the ones in his Brooklyn home, but this place is decorated. I set my purse on a table as I walk over to the windows. I open the curtains and my breath catches in my throat. He has a gorgeous view of Manhattan. It even overlooks a park and the river. I’m stunned speechless.
“You approve of the view?”
“Lo, it’s gorgeous. You’re so lucky.”
“I suppose.”
He hands me a bottle of water, and I gratefully take it.
“Why don’t you spend more time here?”
“No need to. Most of my business is in Brooklyn.”
“How sad, Lo.” I reach out to grab his hand, but he takes a step back.
“We shouldn’t, Mia.”
“Shouldn’t what? Comfort each other?”
“I can’t.”
My anger takes over. This man had been holding my hand in the car, offering me comfort while he protected me. I don’t understand how he can flip the switch so quickly.
“Am I really that bad, Lo?” I whisper.
“What?”
“Am I really that bad? Is it really so wrong for us to want to be together?” I demand.
“God, no. You’re gorgeous. Perfection. I want you so fucking bad my cock is straining against my pants right now. Watching you tonight? It was torture. If it was as simple as wanting you, I would take you right now.”
I take in his words, and my heart sinks. He only wants sex. That’s what it is. It is what Scarlett can offer him. He thinks I want a relationship. Well, I do, but I want whatever he can offer at this point.
I sound like a pathetic female, the kind I always make fun of. Giving everything to a man who doesn’t give an ounce of it back. I can’t seem to help myself though.
I sink to my knees in front of him and reach for his belt.
“What are you doing?” He attempts to push me away.
I slap his hand and get his belt undone, moving to the button. He grabs my hands and pulls me to my feet. “Mia, What the hell?”
Tears prickle my eyes. He doesn’t even want me for sex. He lied.
“What the fuck do you want from me then, Lo? You kiss me then tell me it was a mistake. I go on a date to try and forget you, and you show up ruining it. We have some weird kind of sex that fucking ruined me, and you disappear. I try and move on, and each step I take, you pull me back. Finally, I give in and try and give you what I think will get me out of your system, no-strings-attached sex, and you stop me. What the fuck do you want from me?”
The tears are now fully streaming down my cheeks. He takes a step forward, reaching for my face, but I turn away. He drops his hand to his side.
“Damn it, Mia. I’m trying to save you! You deserve better than me. You’re perfect. An angel. Mio piccolo angelo. You shouldn’t be tainted by my evil. I’m not a good man, Mia. I have done things you should never have to hear about. If I take you like I so desperately want, I would ruin you. I can’t risk it.”
My tears dry up at his admission. “I thought you were different, but you’re just like everyone else.” I switch to a mocking tone. “Poor little Mia. She’s too innocent for her own good. We have to protect her and treat her like she’s a child.” I take a deep breath. “Fuck them and fuck you. You think I haven’t seen stuff? Hell, you think I haven’t done evil things too? I have. I thought you could see past the façade I put up, but you’re just like them. All you see is the innocent virgin who needs to be protected. Well, I have news for you. I can protect my fucking self and have been for a majority of my life. If I wanted, I could destroy everything without anyone noticing!
“You know what, we’re done here, Lorenzo. Don’t talk to me, don’t look my way, don’t even think my name. I don’t exist to you anymore. Do you understand me?” I gesture between us. “This is over. I don’t ever want you to come within a hundred yards of me again. Not even if it’s to protect me. I’m so beyond over you that you’re dead to me. I will let Bash know this new development.”
I don’t wait for his response. I turn on my heel and storm out of his house. He brought me here, but I can’t turn back and ask for a ride now. Seems I’m stuck walking. I make it to the garage before his car starts up. I take off at a run. It isn’t until I’m several buildings down that I turn and hide behind a dumpster. I hear the engine as he slowly scans the streets. I know it’s immature of me, but I can’t deal with him right now. I watch the lights as he turns into the alley I’m in. For a moment, I think I’m caught, but then he backs out and heads back toward his building.
My heart hurts as I realize he has probably already given up looking for me. I head back to the street and look each way. I don’t see his car anymore. I make a left and continue back in the general direction of my house. Several minutes later, I tense as I hear a car pull up. I turn expecting it to be Lorenzo. I’m not quite ready to face him yet.
Instead, I find a young gentleman peering out at me.
“Hey, do you need a ride or something?” He fidgets like he’s uncomfortable asking.
“Actually, can I borrow your phone? I lost mine.”
More like I’m an idiot and left my purse at Lorenzo’s place.
The man sighs in relief.
“Sure.” When he goes to hand it out to me, I see a tattoo peeking out of his shirt.
“Is that a Catalini Tattoo?” It isn’t like Lorenzo’s. His looks much more intricate, but it looks like a faint outline of the crest, similar to the guys who came to get me from the clinic.
“Yes.” The man looks surprised.
I round the car and jump in the passenger seat. “My name is Mia. I’m friends with Sofia, Don Catalini’s woman. Can you give me a ride there?”
His eyes widen at my admission. He probably doesn’t know what to do with the information.
“Of course. It would be my pleasure.”
He takes off as I hold his phone in my lap. He starts chatting, and I make noncommittal noises. It seems he’s nervous. I don’t blame him. Bash still scares me sometimes. If it wasn’t for the fact that he’s head over heels in love with my best friend, I would be scared to even speak to him. Lorenzo protecting me has helped too.
I lean my head against the window and close my eyes as I think about Lorenzo. I was an idiot to let myself fall in love with him. Unfortunately, I couldn’t stop it. He wormed his way into my heart by befriending me first.
I think back to the first time I officially met him. It seems so long ago. I had been waitressing for some meeting for the Catalini family. After we served dessert, each of the men came up and were tipping us. Some of them were hitting on me. I would smile sweetly and thank them..
Then Lorenzo walked up. He barked at the men to move along, then stood by my side, his hand resting at the small of my back. My heart raced at the electricity flowing between us.
If I had to pinpoint the moment I fell for him, that would be it. There was something about his dark, broody exterior speaking directly to my heart. I recognized the darkness in him. I thought he also recognized mine. I couldn’t have been more wrong.
I open my eyes and see we’re going the wrong way.
“Do you know where Bash lives?”
The kid jumps and looks at me. I didn’t even realize he had gone quiet.
“Yeah. Of course. Everyone knows where Don Catalini lives. There was an accident on the fastest route. I had to take a detour.”
I take a better look at him. This kid is nervous, but not in a “I’m about to meet the boss” way. He seems more nervous in a squirrely way.
I ask him a question about the nonsense he was talking about earlier. and he smiles. While he starts to prattle on again, I angle his phone away while I unlock it and dial Lorenzo’s number.
“Hey, isn’t that Clearview Parkway?”
“Yep.” The kid looks nervous again.
“Are we on Cross Island Parkway?”
He visibly swallows hard. I sure hope Lorenzo is listening and he’s still willing to help me.
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo

“What did you do, Lo?” Sofia screeches in my ear.
“I didn’t mean to let her get so far! I wanted to give her a little space. I thought she would be waiting outside for me to take her home. I didn’t think she was stupid enough to leave my property.”
I growl at the thought. I lost Mia. I slam my fist down on the steering wheel.
“You’re such an idiot!”
I don’t disagree. I’m an idiot. She has every reason to be pissed at me. She’s my best friend. I admitted things to her that I have never even admitted to Bash or Gio. I just wish I could move past this self-hatred to accept what she is, or had been, offering me.
My other line rings. I don’t recognize the number. My heart races.
“I have a random number calling. I’ll call you back.” I click over without waiting for a response.
“Mia?”
There is no response.
“Hello?”
I make out a background noise and then her voice.
“What street are we on?”
“Northern Boulevard,” someone says in the background.
“Listen, I know you aren’t taking me to Bash’s. Where are you taking me?”
“I’m sorry, miss. I wish I could take you to Bash. He’s offering a reward for you.”
I clench my fists as I whip the car around in the direction he said they were.
“Who is?”
“Fillipo Alfonsi. He promises not to hurt you. He only wants to question you.”
My knuckles are white as I race through the neighborhood, willing her to be okay.
“Do you really believe he won’t hurt me?”
“I do. Fillipo isn’t a bad man. He’s going to be a great boss one day. He’s going to make things better for the family. No more living in fear or death for one little mistake. He’s going to make us more modern.”
Keep him talking, Mia.
“Does he live down Douglas Road? We are turning here because he lives here?”
“You can try and memorize the way all you want. Once you’re in his compound, there is no way you will be able to leave.”
“We’re going to his house?”
“Of course. Where else would we be going?”
I pull out a burner I keep in the car and dial Bash.
“Yeah?”
“Fillipo has Mia. She’s being brought to his house. I need a team. Now.”
“Shit.” I take in movement in the background. “I’m sending a team now, but shit. We are at least twenty minutes out, Lo.”
I slam my fist on the wheel. “Get here as fast as you can! I’m pulling onto his road now.” I hang up.
“Here we are. Just answer his questions and he will let you go.”
I hear something clunk and wait for more. There’s a faint voice, then a door slams. I try to listen closer, hoping to catch something, but all is silent now. She must have left the phone in the car. Smart woman. I hang up as I pull over a quarter of a mile down, leaving my car on the side of the road. I grab the handgun I keep in the glovebox and check the chamber. I pull out the one in my waistband and do the same. I jump out and pop the trunk. Once there, I take my shirt off, pull on my bulletproof vest before putting my shirt back on. I slam the trunk shut as I head toward the house.
I stick to the shadows as I study the perimeter of Fillipo’s home. There is a tall wall surrounding the entire property, but it’s not guarded like Bash’s. There aren’t men posted up on the walls. I climb the wall in the back corner and peek over before pulling myself completely over. No one is around, so I drop as soundlessly as possible as I turn and pull my gun. I stalk closer to the house and peek through the windows.
My gut tells me I need to move fast, but I know I need to do my due diligence. Acting on emotions is what gets you killed. You get sloppy and make mistakes.
After deciding which is the best place to breach, I reach down and text Bash.
Lo: ETA?
I ask.
Bash: 7.
Shit. Too long. I need to get in there.
Lo: Breaching left side upstairs window.
I don’t wait for a response. I climb the tree right next to the house. Once on the roof, I walk over to the window I spotted from the ground. I glance in and find it’s dark other than the light coming from the hallway. It’s an unoccupied bedroom. I try to open the window, but find it locked.
I curse under my breath as I think of my next move. I hear a female scream inside, and I don’t think. I punch the window as anger fills me. I jump through and surge to the door. I make out someone running down the hall, so I grab my stiletto and open it. As soon as the man flies into the room, gun pointed toward the window, I come up from behind and wrap my hand over his mouth as I stab him in the base of the neck, twisting my knife as it goes in. The man makes a strangled scream as he starts to fall. I gently lower him to the floor as I look in his wide eyes. He’s still awake, so he just stares at me, trying to speak. I don’t hesitate. I slit his throat before I jump up and go back to the door. I glance each way and see the coast is clear.
The screaming has stopped, which only pumps up my anger and anxiety. I can only imagine what Fillipo’s doing to her right now. I fight back the urge to let the blind rage take over. I haven’t felt this uncontrolled in a long time. Even the last time Mia got kidnapped, I was pretty well put together. Something has changed for me. I don’t know what it is.
I take inventory of the upstairs and find nothing. I slowly make my way down the steps, my eyes taking everything around me in. At the bottom of the stairs, I quickly glance around. I see two men standing outside a door talking with one another. I know in my gut Mia is behind that door. I check my phone once more.
Bash: 2 mins
I glance around the room, looking for something to distract them with. When I don’t see anything, I do the next best thing. I throw my flashlight into the stairs.
“What was that?” one of the men asks.
“I don’t know. Go check it out,” the second voice says.
I crouch down at the bottom of the stairs as I wait for the man headed my way. I listen to his footsteps and send a thanks to God that he’s coming from the left, the same side I’m hidden on. It’ll give me an extra second to take care of him. As soon as he clears the bottom of the stairs, he’s looking up instead of where I’m hidden. I jump up and grab each side of his head before twisting it quickly. The crack can be heard down the hall as the man falls to the floor in a soft thud.
“Jerry?” the other man says. He starts to walk toward the end of the hall. Just when he’s about to me, his radio crackles and a voice comes through.
“There’s been a breach. Left wall. I repeat. There has been a breach.”
You can make out gunshots in the background as the man talks.
“Shit.” The man turns to return to his post, but I jump out and snap his neck, just like his buddy.
Before he hits the ground, I’m already moving toward the door. I press my ear to it and listen. I can’t hear anything. I’m about to investigate the hall when I catch her voice. I don’t hesitate. I bust into the room.
The room in question is a large office. Fillipo is sitting behind his desk with two guards on either side of him. Gina, who has been missing since she lured Sofia into a trap, is sitting on the edge of the desk next to him.
“Lorenzo. How nice of you to join us. I hear your men are outside.”
I grunt as my eyes flicker to Mia, who is on her knees with her hands tied around her back. She looks up at me, and her eyes are cold and unfeeling.
She’s fire and ice. You’ll fear the cold but crave the burn.
I focus my eyes back on Fillipo.
“What do you want, Fillipo?”
“What do I want? Ha! I want what’s rightly mine! Bastiano is not qualified to run this family. He’s too young and dumb. His father was a cruel man, and he will treat his men just as bad. This family needs a strong head to rule it, not some child!” he rants.
I grit my teeth. I want to raise my gun and put a bullet between his eyes. If Mia wasn’t here, I would do it. I wouldn’t even care about the guards who would probably kill me in return. Instead of arguing, I make my demand.
“Let Mia go. You have me. I’m worth more to Bash than she is. That’s what you want, right? A hostage?”
His cold, humorless chuckle fills me with dread. This isn’t about Bash.
“Oh no. Miss Mia here is about to tell me what she did to my son.”
“I told you,” she starts, “I tried to save him. He bled out. There was nothing I could do.”
“Lying whore,” Gina mumbles.
“Like you, Gina?” I interrupt. “Why don’t you tell me what you have been up to? I mean, other than betraying the family and sucking this guy’s old, wrinkly dick.”
Gina walks around and slaps Mia. I itch to jump forward, but those guns trained on me and Mia stop me.
“I didn’t betray the family. I betrayed Tony. He’s a sniveling bottom-feeder who had no future! He was a sorry excuse for a lay. Fillipo is the family. He’s the future. You’re betraying the family! Both of you.”
I grit my teeth at her words. She’s delusional.
“What about his wife, Gina? Do you really think he’s going to leave you for her?” I see the doubt creep in at my words.
“Enough!” Fillipo looks to her before he slams his hand down on his desk, making Mia jump.
I want to reach out and curl her into my arms. The blinding rage from before starts to cloud my vision.
“This isn’t the time, Gina. Get your ass back over here.” Fillipo narrows his eyes on Mia. “Now, you, don’t lie to me, little girl. My men examined the body. It was a stab wound, but it could have been repaired. Instead, it looks as if someone sliced his artery with something other than a knife. Something jagged. What can you tell me about that?”
Everyone is silent a moment. Then Mia laughs. It is similar to her normal laught, but seems a bit off.I
“You want to know about your precious son? Fine, I’ll tell you. As he laid on that floor looking into my eyes, he was crying. Tears falling down his face. I thought it was from the pain of the wound, but it was a different kind of pain. While you argued with the others, he begged me to end his life. Do you want to know what he said when I asked him why? He said because he couldn’t live under your rule anymore. He would have rather died than face the consequences from your actions. I took pity on him and gave him what he wanted. His last words were to thank me.”
Fillipo jumps up and comes around the desk just as I surge forward. Gina is right next to him, ready to do whatever he needs. He’s about to Mia when his guard grabs his arm.
“Sir, they have breached the house. We need to go. Now.”
He kicks his foot out and hits Mia in the face. He pulls a gun out, and I leap forward, covering Mia with my body. I feel two bullets hit my back as the guards pull Fillipo away. I don’t move as the pain sets in.
“Mia, are you okay?”
She doesn’t answer.
“Mia. Answer me.”
I roll off her, and she turns to look at me. “I’m fine. Are you okay? Lo, where did you get shot? Let me help.” Her hands search my body for a wound, but I grab her face and pull her down to me.
“Mia Russo, don’t you dare do that to me again. If you’re mad at me, go to the other room, but don’t you ever leave my house again, especially without protection.” I pull her lips to mine and capture them.
“Lo, I need to make sure your okay.” Mia tells me between kisses.
“All the bullets hit my bulletproof vest. I’m okay, it just knocked the wind out of me.”
I finally see what she has been saying. There is a darkness inside her that matches mine. If only I had seen it sooner, this wouldn’t have happened.
She pulls back from my lips. The smile she flashes me is worth a million bullets.




Chapter Eleven
Mia
That kiss. Holy shit. It was even better than the first one he gave me.
It might be because he saved me.
Fillipo wanted to know the truth, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. I confessed my sin to him. I told him the gritty details of how I killed his son. What I didn’t tell him about was the joy it filled me with. I didn’t tell him it turned me on knowing that I ended his life. I should be ashamed or freaked out, but instead I find joy and excitement in the kill.
I was shut down and cold. I knew Fillipo would kill me, but I didn’t care. Maybe I deserved it for what I did. Then Lorenzo jumped on top of me and took multiple bullets for me. He likely gave up his life for me. I thought he was dead. I froze. My heart beating erratically. My mind breaking down. Then I heard him.
Mia.
The same way I heard him in my dreams each night. Calling out to me. Begging me to be okay. Next thing I know he’s yelling at me, then kissing me. I lose myself in the kiss. Thinking it’s a dream, I pull back and find him gazing into my eyes. Checking me. I can’t help the smile on my face.
“Are you okay? Where are you hit?” My hands ghost over his back, feeling for the wounds.
“I’m okay,” he wheezes.
Dread fills my gut with each breath he struggles to take.
“Turn over. Let me check you.”
“I have a vest. Just hurts to breath.”
He doesn’t sound any better, but my hands have yet to find blood. I hear a noise outside and decide that I can check him better once we are safe.
“We need to go, Lo. Can you stand?”
He nods and I move to help him up. Once he’s up, we start toward the door. He stops me with a hand on my chest. He takes out a phone then types something. Then he pulls out his gun and looks out the door.
“Clear.”
He pulls me behind him as he rushes to the front door. He opens it, and I shriek when several men dressed in black rush toward us. I jump behind Lo and clench the back of his shirt, making him yell out in pain.
“Mia, mio piccolo angelo, they are with us. Come on.”
He reaches back and grabs my hand as he takes several deep breaths. Moments later, I see two friendly faces pop up.
“Mia, I’m so glad you’re okay. I don’t think I could have handled Lo if something had happened to you,” Gio says as he sweeps me into a hug.
Which is awkward because Lo doesn’t let go of my hand.
“Lo? Shit, I don’t think I could handle Sof. She’s a force.” Bash chimes in.
“Can we go now?” Lo says, obviously aggravated.
“Yeah, yeah. Let’s get you out of here,” Bash says as he pats my shoulder.
Minutes later, we’re sliding into the back of a black SUV. Lo throws his keys at Gio.
“My car is down the street. Fetch it for me.”
“Of course, your highness,” he quips as he struts off in the direction Lo gestured.
After a few moments, Bash takes off. Lo pulls me closer to him, and I lean my head against his shoulder, soaking in the feeling while I can. This is just like last time. Something crazy happens and Lo thinks he wants me in the aftermath. I blame the adrenaline, but my heart is already too far gone to care. I’ll deal with the heartbreak later.
∞∞∞
 
“We are going to debrief at the house. Then you can take her home, Lo,” Bash says it as a demand, but Lo leans and whispers into my ear.
“Are you up for it?”
“Yeah. I need to check your wounds.”
Minutes later, Bash pulls into his gate. We move silently into the house, and he ushers us to the meeting room. A big ball of what I assume is Sofia crushes me.
“Mia, I was so worried.”
“Can’t breathe, Sofia.”
She let’s go and steps back. “Are you hurt?”
“No, but I need to check Lo. He got shot.”
“What?” she screams as she turns to Lo.
“Shirt off. Now,” I order.
He smirks as he pulls his shirt off. He bites his lip, but I notice the wince of pain. Underneath his shirt is a bulletproof vest. I let the thankful tears flow freely from my eyes.
“Mia. Don’t cry, baby.” He steps forward and cups my cheek.
I turn into his touch. He presses his forehead to mine, but I see the pain in his eyes as he leans down to do it.
“I’m fine. Just bruised.”
I lean up and capture his lips with mine. He kisses me gently. A cleared throat pulls me back.
“Well, this is a new development. Guess I missed a lot.” Izzy sinks into a chair as she watches us with curiosity.
“Izzy, I’m so glad you’re okay.” I rush over and give her a hug before going back to Lo. “I still want to look at your bruises.”
He nods as he starts to take his vest off. I push his arms away and unstrap the vest for him. Once I have it undone, I carefully pull it over his head, standing on my tiptoes so he doesn’t have to bend too far. Once it’s off, I look at his stomach. There are no bruises there. He turns, and I see two bruises on his back. One up by his shoulder, while the other one is in his lower back. The sight of the bruises only reminds me he had been shot. He could have died. The tears start up again.
I lean forward and carefully kiss each bruise. He turns and wraps me in his arms. “I’m okay. You can check me out later. Let’s get this debrief done.”
I nod as he leads me to a seat. He sits down and pulls me into his lap. I try to move, but he whispers in my ear, “Stay still. Moving hurts.”
I stop struggling then. I don’t want to hurt him any more than he already is. I already feel guilty enough. He took two bullets because I was stupid enough to leave his home unprotected and jump into a car with someone I didn’t know.
“What happened?”
∞∞∞
 
“What are we doing here?”
I spent two hours discussing everything that happened with the group. Bash was especially upset. Someone who bore his family tattoo betrayed him. He demanded his name but seemed disappointed when I told him the kid was already dead.
I also told him what the kid told me and everything Fillipo said. After two hours, he finally relented and let us leave. I guess Sofia and he had some business of their own to take care of. They caught Gina before she could escape with Fillipo. From what one of the men said, he actually tripped her as they ran. Guess he got what he needed from her.
Lo was supposed to take me home, but instead we’re now sitting in his SUV outside of his Brooklyn home.
“I don’t think I can let you out of my sight yet. I would take you to Manhattan, but it’s too far and I’m far too tired. Stay with me?”
I take a deep breath. Can I do this? My mind is too tired to fight.
“Okay.”
He gets out and comes to my side before leading me into the house. Sofia lent me a pair of slippers to wear home since I couldn’t fit into her shoes. Thank goodness too. I’m still upset about my lost heels, but I can always buy a new pair.
Once inside, Lo leads me to his room. He hands me a T-shirt from the drawer before he pulls his pants off, leaving him in a pair of boxers.
I swallow hard.
“Don’t look at me like that, mio piccolo angelo. I want to. I really do, but I’m in too much pain tonight. We both need sleep. We can talk about everything tomorrow. I promise.”
I nod and turn so he can unzip my dress. I shiver as I feel his hands trail down my back as he peels the dress off me. He unhooks my strapless bra then takes a step back.
“Put the shirt on, Mia.” His husky voice tells me he wants otherwise, but he’s right.
We need sleep.
I put the shirt on and walk over to the bed. He draws back the covers before sliding in. He pats the spot next to him, and I happily oblige. I almost died tonight—hell, Lo almost died tonight. I will deal with the consequences tomorrow. Tonight, I’m going to accept the comfort he’s willing to give.
He lies on his back and pulls me to his chest. I lie my head over his heart and take comfort in each beat. He’s alive. It’s a miracle, but he’s here with me. Breathing.
I send a quick prayer up, thanking God for all my blessings before I allow the pitter-patter of his heart to lull me into a deep sleep.
∞∞∞
 
I’m hot. Like sweaty hot.
My eyes fly open as I peel my face off Lo’s chest. He’s lying still, but his eyes are open, staring at the ceiling as his hand plays with my hair.
“Good morning, Lo.”
He smiles down at me. “Good morning, mio piccolo angelo. How are you feeling?”
“As good as can be expected, I suppose. I should be asking you that though. You took two bullets.”
“I’m sore. I’ll be okay though. You got hit in the face.” He reaches and cups my face. I can still feel some pain, but it’s dull.
“I’m fine, Lo.” I stare up at him as he examines my face.
He nods; then he leans down and kisses my lips.
“Lo,” I whisper.
“What is it?” I close my eyes as he holds his forehead to mine. “What are we doing?”
“Isn’t it obvious? We’re kissing.”
“No. I mean what are we doing? A couple of weeks ago you fucked another woman. Just last night, you told me you couldn’t be with me. What’s changed?”
He leans back and looks at the ceiling again. “Everything. I almost lost you, Mia. I couldn’t live with myself if I had lost you and you didn’t know how I really feel about you.”
“How do you feel?”
He sits up and leans against the headboard. I sit cross-legged in front of him.
“I’m scared, Mia. I care about you so much, but I wasn’t wrong. I’m a bad man. I just don’t think I can stay away anymore. You’ve been driving me crazy. “
I smile. “You drive me crazy too, Lo.”
“I didn’t sleep with the waitress.”
“Oh, Scarlett?”
He chuckles. “I don’t even know if that’s really her name. I made it up. After you left, she threatened you, and I slammed her against the wall. You make me feel out of control.”
“You do the same for me, Lo. I don’t feel like I can think straight around you. I don’t care though. I want to be with you.”
He shakes his head. “I have a bad past. I can’t tell you all about it. I won’t. Will you be able to live with the fact that there are parts about my life I’m unwilling to tell you about?”
“I can. There are things about my past I would rather not relive as well.”
“I never cared about my past before you. You make me ashamed of it. I’m ashamed that I wasn’t better for you.”
“You didn’t even know me, Lo. How could you have been better for someone you didn’t even know existed?”
“You’re right, but it doesn’t change it. I’m scared I’m too set in my ways. What if I can’t be a better man for you?”
I reach out and take his hand. “If you don’t like your story, Lo, then change it. Only you can make a change. You’re the author of your own story. While we cannot rewrite our pasts, we can write our future. Our future, Lo. Together.”
“I don’t deserve you, mio piccolo angelo.” He pulls me into his side and kisses the top of my head.
“Maybe you don’t, Lo, but it doesn’t matter. You know why?”
“Why?”
“Because I deserve you.”
∞∞∞
 
Lorenzo
Hearing her say those words makes my heart beat faster. I knew she cared about me, but I didn’t know she really felt so strongly. When she speaks, I can almost see what she’s saying. I can feel her belief in it. Fuck if I don’t want to believe it myself.
I mean what I told her though. I don’t think I can stay away from her anymore. I have fallen off the deep end, and I don’t even want to find my way out.
“I will do my best every day to be a better man for you. To be someone you can be proud of,” I whisper.
She doesn’t know my past. She will know some of it though.
“You already are, Lo. I love you just the way you are.”
Those three little words change everything. No one in my life who I have ever cared about has ever said those words to me. She doesn’t even know what they mean to me.
“I love you too, Mia. So much.”
She looks up at me, and I take her face in my hands. I lean in and gently kiss her. She deepens the kiss as she attempts to get closer to me. I don’t hesitate. I lift her so she’s straddling my hips. As soon as she’s seated, she grinds her hips into mine. I can feel her heat through the thin layer of my boxers and her underwear.
“Fuck, Mia. You’re so gorgeous.”
I begin to kiss down her neck.
“Lo, I love you. Please.”
I slide my hands up her sides and pull my T-shirt off her. She’s sexy as fuck with it on but looks much better with it off.
I kiss her lips again and pull back.
“We don’t have to do anything today. We can wait. I would wait forever for you.”
She smiles before leaning in and biting my lip. “I have waited long enough. I have saved this for you. I want you to fuck me, Lo.”
I chuckle. “No fucking right now. I will make love to you. Like you deserve for your first time.”
“Kiss me.”
I lean up and kiss her as she starts to grind down on me. I let her have her fun for a couple of moments, then I flip her over so she’s under me.
“Let me worship you.”
She sighs as I pull her panties off her body. I reach down and strum her clit, feeling how wet she already is.
“Fuck, Mia. You’re so fucking wet for me. Are you always this wet for me?”
“All the time. Even when we were a part. Anytime I would think of you, I would be wet.”
“I touched myself every night thinking about you, mio piccolo angelo. Thinking about those luscious lips. Those hauntingly beautiful eyes. You were inside my head all the time.”
“Me too, Lo. Me too.” She moans loudly. “Inside. Now. I need you inside now.”
Hearing how desperate she is, I cannot deny her. She owns my heart and soul, and now she will own my body.
I pull off my boxers before I lie back over her.
“This might hurt a little, baby. I will take it slow though. I know we’ve used toys, but I’m a little bigger than those toys you use.”
“I can handle it. I just need you inside me. Now, Lo.”
I nod before rubbing my cock up and down her slit. Her moans cause me to shiver.
I slowly press against her, sliding in inch by inch, enjoying the feel of her skin against mine. Somewhere in the back of my mind I know I should put a condom on, but I push into her anyway. Right now, all I care about is the feel of her against me bare.
Mia wraps her legs around my waist and locks her feet behind my back, causing me to push in even further. A couple more pushes in, and I’m buried to the hilt in what I can only describe as heaven.
“Loooo,” she moans out. “You feel so amazing. Fuck, I feel so full.”
I lean in and kiss her neck, then her ear, before kissing her lips.
“Are you okay?”
“Yes. Move, Lo. I need movement.”
I push into her. She moans with each drive, which spurs me on. Within minutes, we have a rhythm going. I rock into her harder, and she responds by digging her nails into my back.
“I’m close, Lo. So close.”
At her words, I piston faster. I reach down between us and rub her clit as I feel a tingling in my spine, letting me know I, too, am close. She clenches around me as she calls out her pleasure. It sounds something like my name mixed with an oh god and some gibberish. I slow my pace but keep thrusting as she comes down.
“Keep going, Lo. I want to feel you come.”
“I’m not wearing a condom, baby. I need to pull out.”
She nods before leaning up and kissing and biting my neck. I move faster as she continues her assault on my neck. Within minutes, I attempt to pull out, ready to spill my cum all over her, but she clenches me between her legs, holding me within her. Her pussy tightening against me sends me over the edge. I feel myself jerk inside her as I fill her. She moans long and loud before finally letting her legs relax.
I lean down and kiss her. “Why did you do that?” I look into her eyes.
“Are you mad?”
I chuckle. “Of course not. I wasn’t wearing protection though.”
“I know. I just wanted to feel you. All of you. Inside me.”
I lean in and nuzzle her neck before rolling over and tucking her into my arms. I claimed her. By spilling my seed inside her, I claimed her as mine.
She’s mine.
The amount of pride filling me surprises me.
“I love you, mio piccolo angelo. More than anything.”
“I love you too, Lo.”
∞∞∞
 
“Tell me something.”
I smile as Mia continues to draw circles on my chest. We spent most of the night learning each other’s bodies. I thought she wanted to sleep, but instead she cuddled up next to me, completely content.
“You need sleep, mio piccolo angelo.”
“I can survive on less. Come on. Tell me something. You’re always so secretive.”
I know she’s teasing, but she isn’t wrong. I don’t open up to people. Very few people know about my past. The people who do? Well, they were there for it.
“What do you want to know?” I take a deep breath, anticipating something deep.
“What’s your favorite color?”
I let out the breath I was holding on a laugh. “I would have said black, but I’m quite partial to this purple in your hair. Makes you look badass.”
“Hey!” She swats my chest. “I’ve always been badass; you just didn’t know it.”
I chuckle as I grab her hand. “Yes, you were. You just didn’t look the part. Now your outside matches the badassness that’s inside you, babe.”
“Such a sweet talker.”
“Only for you.” I lean down and capture her lips. I pull back before we can go further. “What’s your favorite color?”
She thinks. “Purple. A dark purple though. None of that pastel shit.”
“No pastel shit. Got it.”
“Are you taking notes?”
“Of course. I’m going to have to buy you gifts one day. Aren’t you taking notes?”
“I don’t need to. I remember everything you say to me.”
“Sorry, we can’t all be geniuses like you.” I use a playful, sarcastic tone to let her know I’m joking.
“Damn right. What else? How did you get started in this business?” She lowers her voice as she becomes a little more serious.
“I can’t tell you a whole lot about my past with the organization, but I will tell you as much as I can. Will you be able to accept that?”
She leans up on her elbow before turning to me. “I will accept whatever you can offer, Lo.”
I reach up and grab her face. “I told you about my family before. Do you remember?”
“Yeah. Your dad is a cop, and mom is a kindergarten teacher.”
I nod. “Basically. I wouldn’t really call him a dad. He was my stepfather, but never a real dad to me. He was very strict. Always expected a lot of me. More than a normal parent would. He liked to control who I hung out with and what I did. I rebelled. I met a kid in school who worked for the Catalinis. At first, we hung out at parties and such. I saw the way the guys were with each other. They were a family. Brotherhood. I asked for a way in, and the kid took a chance on me.”
“How sweet of that kid. Do you still talk to him?”
I smile down at her. “It was Bash. He took a chance on me and vouched for me with his father. I was a cop’s son though. I had to work twice as hard to prove my loyalty. They had me do things they would have never asked another recruit to do. I did it anyway. I wanted the brotherhood of the organization more than anything. Eventually I got it.”
“Bash is younger than you, yeah?”
“By two years.”
“How old were you when you joined?”
“I was sixteen when they recruited me.”
“So he was only fourteen? Wow. He must have saw something in you.”
I lean up and kiss her. “I don’t know what he saw, but I’m even more thankful now. I have my brothers, but something had always missing. That missing piece was you, Mia. Not only did he give me a family, he gave me you.”
Her eyes start to tear up as she leans down and peppers my face with kisses. “I’m beyond grateful he saw something in you too. I don’t know what I would have done without you in my life?”
Same here, my heart echoes.
∞∞∞
 
“I need you to bring Mia. Sofia’s requesting her presence.”
I’m surprised to hear from Bash today. As we were leaving last night, he told me to take some time to heal. I guess he figured I’ve had enough time.
“Sure. Where?”
I lean up and look over at Mia. We settled on the couch and started watching Netflix a couple of hours ago. I felt her fall asleep on me halfway through the first movie but didn’t have the heart to wake her. She looked so peaceful.
“Queens warehouse.”
My heart stops. Why would they want her at one of the warehouses? We only used those for one thing. Torture and murder.
“We will be there soon.”
Once I hang up, I look down at Mia. She’s lying down with her head in my lap. I run my finger down her face and wince at the bruises on her cheek. I will kill Fillipo for hurting her. If Sofia hasn’t already, I will kill Gina as well.
“Mia, baby. I need you to get up.”
She swats my finger and burrows in.
“Mia. Baby. Come on. Wake up.”
Her eyes ease open as she looks up at me. “Is this a dream?”
I chuckle at her. “No, mio piccolo angelo. This is reality. I need you to get up. Sofia needs to see you.”
She sits up straight and looks at me with panicked eyes.
“Why? What’s wrong?” She stands up and heads to my room.
I cannot help staring at her. She’s in nothing, but one of my T-shirts, and boy does she look sexy. As she moves to my bedroom door, she turns and gives me a worried look, so I stand up to follow her.
“I don’t know what’s going on. I just need you to get dressed, baby.” I go to my dresser and pull out a pair of my sweatpants. “Here. Wear these.”
She pulls on the pants before she slips on the slippers Sofia lent her last night. “Let’s go.”
I grab her as she goes to walk by me. I lean in and give her a chaste kiss. “It’ll be okay. Sofia’s okay. Bash sounded calm when he called. He wouldn’t be calm if something was wrong.”
She nods and seems to feel better. I intertwine my fingers with hers and lead her to the front door.
“How are you feeling?” Her soft voice full of concern makes me smile.
If you would have asked me six months ago—hell, two days ago—if I would be here with a woman that lights up my world, I would have called you a liar.
“I’m fine, babe. A little sore, but I’ll be okay.”
I open the door and glance out. I see Angelo across the street and nod to him. I didn’t realize he was here, but I guess Bash probably sent him. Either way, for once, I’m grateful for the extra coverage. I lead Mia to my SUV and help her in before rounding to the other side. Once inside, I take off toward the warehouse.
“Where are we going? This isn’t the way to Bash’s house.”
I smile. I love how observant she is. I’m so proud of her. She had been smart enough to call me last night and call out where she was so I could find her. She amazes me.
“I’d rather not say in the open. You will see when we get there.”
She gives me an understanding look. There are some things we don’t talk about outside of safe areas.
Once we arrive, I go around and help her out and lead her inside. The door shuts behind us, blocking out the light. Inside it’s dark, so I pull a flashlight from my pocket and shine it around, so we can see.
“Where are we?” she whispers.
“One of our warehouses. Come on, this way.”
I pull her forward toward the closed metal door on the other side of the room. I knock twice then kick once with my shoe. The door opens, and I find Gio standing on the other side. He ushers us inside. Mia stops abruptly when she’s fully in the room. She gasps loudly.
“Dr. Fields?”




Chapter Twelve
Mia
My mind cannot process what I’m seeing. As soon as I step fully into the room, light blinds me. The first thing I see is Gina lying limp on the floor. A puddle of blood is circling her. Then I see a man strung up, his body also limp. The next thing I see is Dr. Fields, tied to a chair. She’s awake, and it looks as if she has been crying.
“Dr. Fields?”
I feel Lo’s hands touch my shoulders before he runs them up and down my arms.
“Bash? What’s all this?” he asks for me.
My eyes are stuck on Dr. Fields. She’s pleading with me to save her. She’s attempting to mumble, but she has something shoved in her mouth while tape covers the item to keep it in place.
“We have some new information. Seems innocent Dr. Fields isn’t so innocent.”
Sofia walks over to me and grabs my hand. “I’m sorry, Mia. I know you thought of her like a mentor.”
“Tell me everything,” I bite out.
I expect Bash to speak, but it’s Sofia.
“While I was, uh, questioning Gina, she admitted they had been keeping tabs on you by sending patients to you. She said they had gotten to Dr. Fields and offered her an out if she helped bring Bash down. She has been spying on him for years.”
I swing my eyes to Dr. Fields. I can feel the heat in my own glare. She’s been spying? On me? On my family?
I look back to the man hanging. He looked familiar at first glance, but now looking at him closer, I can remember where I have seen him from.
“Him. He came into the clinic once. I’m pretty sure I have seen him out a couple of times. He was for sure across the street on the day of our spa trip.”
I feel an arm snake around my waist as Lo presses me into him.
“Why didn’t you tell me, babe?”
“I wasn’t sure. I saw him one minute then nothing. We live in a big city, and I worked in the food business. People looking familiar isn’t anything new to me.”
He kisses my neck but keeps his thoughts to himself.
“I want to talk to her.” I point in the direction of Dr. Fields.
“I thought you might. Oh, and I wanted to let you know your training with her is over. You will be officially taking over as of right now,” Lo murmurs in my ear.
“I don’t need her anymore.”
I walk over to her and rip off the tape. She attempts to cry out but can’t because of the sock shoved in her mouth. I pull it out, and she gasps and cries.
“Mia. Help me. Please.”
I laugh, but I find no humor in the situation. I laugh because I cannot believe she’s begging for her life.
“Did you report on me?”
She doesn’t meet my eyes, so I grab her chin and force her to face me. “Answer me.”
“At first. I stopped giving him information about you once I got to know you. You’re not like them, Mia. You’re not a killer. You love helping people. I can see it on your face. Don’t let them kill me.”
I shake my head before letting her chin go. I cluck my tongue at her a couple of times as I turn and look back to where everyone is standing. I notice a man sitting in a chair in the corner. I give Lo a curious look, but he just mouths later to me.
“You messed with my family, Hilda. Did you think you would be able to get away with it? Why would you even be stupid enough to do that?” I turn back and face her.
“He threatened me. He said my son was alive. He is keeping him prisoner and would only let him go if I helped him. I did it for my son. For my family. Don’t you understand?”
I see the truth in her eyes. She didn’t do this to be malicious. She’s been doing what she thought she had to. I feel bad for her actually. She’s going to die for protecting her family.
“Your son is dead. Has been for years. He lied to you,” Bash says from behind me.
“You can’t know that. They never found his body. He could be alive.” I see the hope in her eyes.
I pity her.
“I know he’s dead because I had him killed. Fillipo never had your son. He probably never even knew your son. He lied to you to get you to do his bidding. Like he lied to Gina. You’re a stupid, foolish woman.”
She cries out at his words to the point where he’s yelling over her screams by the end of her sentence.
“Do you need her?” I ask Bash.
He gives me a questioning look but shakes his head. I lean down in front of her and look her in the face.
“I only did it for my son, Mia. You understand, don’t you?”
“I do. I would do anything to protect my family. Those people standing behind me? They are my family, and I need to protect them. I’m sorry, Hilda,” I whisper this to her before reaching forward and wrapping my hand around her neck.
She immediately starts to thrash around. Lo runs up to me and grab my shoulders.
“Mia! Stop! No! Mia!”
“Don’t touch me, Lo,” I say calmly as I watch her face turn red. I keep squeezing tighter, and she begins to choke on the limited air she’s getting. Lo is still behind me trying to talk to me.
“Please, Mia. You don’t have to do this.”
I turn and look at him over my shoulder. I see recognition in his eyes when he looks at me. I don’t know what he sees, but it calms him a little.
“I need to do this, Lo. For my family.”
I turn back toward Hilda. I dig my fingers into her neck until I can feel her heartbeat in the vein beneath my finger. Her skin is now turning purple as her throat attempts to drag in any oxygen it can. Her body is tense. I stare into her eyes as realization settles in them. She knows she is about to die. She is suffocating with no way to save herself.
So many emotions run through my head. I can see her begging me not to hurt her in her eyes. I let go abruptly and fall back. Before I hit the ground, Lo catches me.
“Mia, are you okay?” Sofia’s voice comes from my right.
I expect to see repulsion from her when I turn to her, but instead I see understanding and respect.
“I couldn’t do it.” I turn and see Hilda hunched over as she gasps for air. “I couldn’t kill her. I thought I wanted to, but I can’t.””
"It’s okay, Mia. You don’t need to kill her.”
“She threatened my family, Sof. I should want to end her life, but I cannot kill someone who doesn’t want to die. I don’t know. It doesn’t feel right.”
Sof gives me an odd look, but simply nods like it all makes sense.
“Let’s get you cleaned up.” Lo loosens his grip on me as he grabs my hand leading me out of the room.
“Why do you think I need cleaned up?” I look at my hands and body, but see nothing that would need to be corrected.
“I thought you might want to wash your hands.”
“Thank you.”
He offers his shirt for me to dry my hands on as soon as I am finished. I turn to walk around him to go back, but Lo stops me.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” His soft voice unnerves me.
I am used to Lo being dominating and husky. This soft side is new.
“I will be.”
“I think we have a lot to talk about.”
I give him a small smile. “I guess we do. Later though. Should we get back to the others?”
"They have it handled. How about we go home?
“To your house?”
“To our home.”
Our home.
Warmth fills me.
“Let’s go home.”
He leans in to kiss me softly before he leads me out of the building without looking back.




Epilogue
Lorenzo
“I’m no longer asking permission. I am standing before you today telling you I am going to kill Fillipo. He’s my capo, and he’s under my rule. I understand your concerns, but we have let this go long enough. Consider yourself informed.”
I listen as Bash addresses the commission. Where he had been patient before, he’s now cold and calculating.
“Bash, please, let’s discuss this,” Antonio of the Lombardi out of Philadelphia says.
“No. We will not discuss this. I have been respectful. I agreed to the rule because I saw merit to it. Now I see it’s only used to try and control my family. It’s done. The rule stating that the commission has final approval over any changes in management within families is thrown out. I will handle my family the way I see fit.”
I advised Bash against the stupid rule to begin with.  
No Don will terminate the position of any capos without getting final approval from the Commission.
When they proposed it, I knew it could come back to bite us in the ass. I noticed they waited until Tommaso passed to propose it. I understand their fear. Tommaso killed many capos without a second thought. Bash, being new in his role, saw this too and accepted it without complaint in order to keep the peace. Look at how peaceful it is now.
“You cannot simply change rules with the snap of your fingers, Bastiano. We must vote, as we did when we put it in place.”
“This is my house, my rules. I don’t come into your family and tell you how to handle it. I could have gotten rid of him silently, and you would have been none the wiser. I followed the treaty put in place. I came to you and presented my case. You denied me, and another one of my family was put in the crosshairs. The time for negotiation is over. This is a courtesy meeting. I will kill Fillipo with or without your blessing.”
“What if we do not agree?”
“I control all of New York City, along with parts of Florida, Washington, California, and Nevada. Let’s not forget my hold in Italy.”
The room becomes deadly quiet. All eyes are on Bash. All except mine and Gio’s. We watch the room.
“What are you trying to say, Bastiano?” Marcello from Colombo of Nashville asks.
You could hear a pin drop at how silent the room becomes. Not a single person is breathing.
All of a sudden, Bash lets out a chuckle, but not one filled with laughter and joy. This chuckle is filled with sinister evil. It’s filled with devious plans.
“Defy me and my family, and it means war.”
Bash turns and strides out of the room. Gio and I immediately stand and follow him. Before the door can fully close behind us, an eruption of voices spill out. As we silently walk through the building and out to our waiting SUV, I take in Bash’s demeanor.
He’s walking tall with a tension in his shoulders I have never seen before. As we get to the SUV, Gio jumps into the driver’s seat, while I slide in the passenger with Bash in the rear. We take off toward the airport. The tension in the car is palpable.
After minutes of silence, I speak up. “What now?”
I glance in the mirror and see the solemn look on his face.
“Now, we prepare for war.”
Mia
Ever since the night I was kidnapped, again, things have been different with Lo and me. He has been much clingier, but I love it. I don’t mind him always wanting to be with me. Some might find it suffocating, but I find it endearing. Proof of how much he cares for me.
It doesn’t hurt that it also means we do deliciously wicked things together.
He has opened up to me more. I found out more about him, like how he never really had a real family, not the kind most people have. He told me stories from when he was younger.
He glossed over a lot of his organization work, but he did tell me about his friendship with Bash and Gio, how they were the only family he felt he had.
He also told me about how he had never said he loved someone until me. The tears flowed freely when he told me, eEspecially because I tell my friends I love them all the time.
God brought me here for a reason. He knew Lo needed love. He needed a light to guide him. He always calls me mio piccolo angelo. My little angel. I guess he’s right. I’m his little angel sent to help guide him. I can’t change the bad he has done or will have to do, but I can help him cope with it. I can be his escape when he needs to forget it. I can be his little slice of heaven.
“What are you thinking?” he whispers as he looks out the window at the garden at Bash’s house.
I turn in his arms. “How blessed I’m to have you in my life.”
He leans down and kisses me. “I am who is blessed.”
I wrap my arms around his neck.
“We are going to have this one day. You know that, right?” He indicates the setup out the window.
Today is Sofia and Bash’s wedding day. I don’t know what spurred it on, but one moment they were engaged and the next they were planning a shotgun wedding.
“We can’t, Lo. I can’t legally get married.”
“You have such little faith in me. I will make it happen, one day. You will have my last name. Mia Esposito. It has a nice ring to it.”
“You just want to claim me.” I slap his cheek gently.
“Maybe, but I know a better way to do it.” He runs his hands down to my ass and squeezes.
“Yeah? How is that, caveman?”
He leans in and kisses my lips. “I can show you better than I can tell you.” He nibbles down my neck, licking and sucking.
“I’m liking where this is going,” I moan out.
His hands slide under my dress and up to my panties. Just as he’s about to slide inside, a voice calls out.
“Mia! Where are you? I need you!”
“Fucking Sofia,” Lo murmurs in my ear. “To be continued?”
I give him a chaste kiss and begin to walk backward out of the room. “You know, Lo. There is one place on my body you haven’t fully claimed yet.” I wink and watch the heat fill his eyes.
“Get out of here before I take you right now, this wedding be damned.”
I giggle and run out of the room.
“Not helping!” he calls after me.
“Mia. Oh, thank God! Sofia is freaking out. She ripped her dress. Come help.” Izzy pulls me down the hall and into a sitting room I’ve never seen before.
“What’s going on?” I look around the room and see chaos.
“Mia! Thank goodness. My dress is ripped. Look!” Sofia brings me over to her dress.
The dress she chose is a beautiful form-fitting, trumpet-style dress. The only problem with it now is the huge gash in the back, effectively cutting the zipper out.
“What happened to it?”
Sofia looks in the direction of three women in the corner.
“Seems as if no one knows. I stepped into bathroom and came back to this.”
I look back to the women. One is an older lady. She’s dressed in a pale white dress with red pumps. I tear my gaze from her and look at the other two. They are sitting down, getting their hair done while they chat animatedly. One looks like she’s still in high school. Young and gorgeous, if I’m being honest. She looks sweet and innocent, but I know better than anyone that looks can be deceiving. The other one is older, but still much younger than the lady in white. She looks a little heavier than the other two, but you can see the resemblance between all three. She looks our way, but quickly diverts her attention.
“Who are they?” I turn back to Sofia and still see her fuming.
“Bash’s mother and sisters. I don’t know which one did it, but I’m sure his mother was the mastermind. Cunt.”
“Whoa. Take a deep breath, Sof. I can fix this. What color is Bash’s tie?”
She looks at me, panicked. “I don’t know.”
I turn to Izzy. “You. Go find the men. Find out what color Bash is wearing. Tell Matt when you find it.”
She lets out a sigh but turns and leaves the room. I pop my head out behind her.
“Matt, I need scissors or a knife right now. Then find me a sewing kit. If you can’t find one, get me the first aid kit. Hurry.”
He reaches into his pocket and hands me a knife before picking up his phone. I shut the door and go back to the dress.
“Let’s make this beautiful, Sof.”


Isabel
Why do I always get stuck with these tasks?
It isn’t really the task bothering me. I’m most likely going to see Giovanni. My heart starts racing at the thought.
Settle down, you stupid little traitor.
I thought I was over this. Over him. Then almost a year ago, he waltzed back into my life.
That’s not entirely true. I always had to see him when the family came into Bello Italiano. It had been easier to ignore him then. He didn’t try to talk to me as much. He respected the boundaries I had set five years ago.
Now, I find him around every corner. It’s like he’s everywhere I go.
I stop outside the door to the library, where I know the men are getting ready. I look down. I’m in a button-up shirt with jeans. I haven’t had a chance to change yet, so I feel frumpy. I mean, my hair is done, falling in curls down my shoulders and back, while being pinned back from my face. My makeup is also done. Sofia wanted us done first so there was enough time, leaving the last minutes for Bash’s family.
I also think she arranged it this way because his mother grates on her nerves. They have had some sort of weird feud going on ever since their engagement was announced. I guess Mama Catalini didn’t take the news well.
I take a deep breath before I knock on the door. Moments later, the door opens.
“Yes?”
I smile, grateful Lo answers the door instead of Giovanni. “I need to know what color tie Bash is wearing.”
He chuckles as he opens the door wider. I kill him a million different ways in my head when my gaze lands on Giovanni. My eyes greedily take in his appearance as my mind screams for them to stop.
Instead my heart stops as a slow smile spreads on his face. A smile I know well. A smile that promises trouble.
You’re fucked, Iz.


Giovanni
I have been counting down the minutes until I get to see Izzy again. In the years we have been separated, I never forgot her. I only gave her the space she claimed she needed. Watching her look at me like I’m a tall glass of water and she’s in a drought suggests maybe space isn’t what she needs at all.
“Isabel, I sure hope that’s not what your planning to wear down the aisle.”
I tear my eyes from her face and look at her body. She’s wearing a plaid button-down shirt with a pair of jeans hugging her curves in all the right places. While her shirt is baggy and hiding her breasts, it doesn’t escape my notice that she has the top two buttons undone, begging me to rip the rest open.
“Of course, Bash. You’re in a couple thousand-dollar tux. The bride is wearing a five-thousand-dollar dress. I figured why try? Nothing will compare. So, I pulled out my oldest shirt and my best jeans and called it a day.” I don’t miss the eye roll and neither does Bash.
“Well, your right about one thing. Isabel.”
“Oh really? What’s that?”
“There is no point in trying to be more beautiful than my tesoro. There is nothing in this universe more beautiful than her.”
“Awww. You’re melting my heart. Save it for the ceremony, Romeo. I just need to know what color tie you plan on wearing,” she answers sarcastically. She looks to his chest, but he has yet to put his tie on.
“Red.”
“Thank you, gentleman. I would say it’s been fun, but then I would be a liar.” She rushes out of the room. I don’t waste a moment. I set my drink down and head after her.
“Where are you going?” Lo chuckles as I fly out of the room.
I run to catch up with Izzy. She stops when she hears my steps but doesn’t turn around.
“I’m not in the mood, Giovanni. I have to get back. Bridal emergency and all.”
I step around her then turn to face her. “I wanted to tell you that, while Sofia might be the most beautiful woman to Bash, you’re the most gorgeous woman to me. Even standing there in a plaid shirt with jeans, you still outdo any other woman I have ever seen in my life.”
She blinks a couple of times before taking a deep breath. “I can’t, Giovanni. I just can’t.” She brushes past me.
My heart breaks as I watch her walk away. I wish I knew how to heal her pain. I would take it all from her if I could. If I was only granted one moment in my life to change, I know what it would be. I would go back and unbreak her heart.
Stay tuned for the next installment of the Mafia Royalty series, Mafia Prince.
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