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Chapter One



Adelina

The blazing Nevada sun beat down on me, frying my bare shoulders and making me want to rip away the layers of tulle, silk, and lace. At the front door of the Guardian Angel Cathedral, I stood at the center of bikers, the egg-shaped vibrator in my cunt now silent.

Still.

As in shock as me.

At least the motorcycle club had stayed when Papà dragged my family from my wedding, along with a few lesser members of La Famiglia. If my father had a hand in Sas’s arrest, he would answer for it one way or another.

With my bouquet dangling from my left hand, I gaped at the flashing red and blue lights. So many police cars had come to arrest one man. And for what? The officer slammed the door with Sas hunched in the back seat. My eyes fell to the ground next to the back tire where the small pink remote control had dropped from my husband’s hand.

The vibrator remote felt like the Earth’s poles, a connection to my husband that kept me in orbit as the egg-shaped toy rested silently inside my core.

The police car pulled away from the curb. The bikers looked toward their Prez for cues on what to do next. Wilde had his chin jutted out, and his eyes were narrowed, watching the cops swarm like ants over the bikes, picking through saddlebags and inspecting the gas tanks.

“They can’t do that.” I pointed at the police, but I wasn’t sure what I was saying or who I spoke to.

The Prez focused on the club problem now, his icy blue gaze set on business. He wouldn’t spend time to worry over me or what this did to my reputation among the Mafia families. But I felt the scandalous stares prickling my exposed skin like tiny daggers.

And the gossiping whispers chirped like crickets waking up for the night.

My furtive stare darted over to a group capos’ daughters, who stood off to the side. One of the bolder ones tried to hide it when she snapped a photo.

I could read the headline on social media now: Mafia princess turned prison wife.

The slander that would flow into the comment section would turn me into an outcast. While I hadn’t cut myself off from my upbringing thus far, this might have had me severing my roots as a Parisi, a bloodline that ran all the way back to Italy where Nonno Ivo spent his childhood in the olive grove and then married Nonna Petra. This embarrassment, and my father’s abandonment, in front of my extended family made it official.

I had been dethroned.

Rafe was still on the phone with my father, but he’d turned his back on me and started pacing at some distance. He had given me an apologetic look as he stepped away, but I was grateful for the reprieve and not having to listen to Papà.

And the other bikers . . .

My vision blurred as I scanned over them. Until I spotted Graff. I focused on him, but he wasn’t looking at me. I needed to get his attention and get him to answer me. But when I moved toward him, Rafe appeared back at my side and locked his hand on my wrist.

“Don’t,” he said in a low tone.

“We have to do something.” Desperation clung to my words.

Tears burned my eyes, but I wasn’t going to cry. I didn’t care about Sas that much, or so I told myself. Maybe it was a lie, but the wedding I had theoretically never wanted had been officially ruined. Sas—my husband; God that word felt loaded—wouldn’t be fucking me tonight like he promised.

I threw out an arm toward the meddlesome cops. “They can’t look through their bikes like that. They’re private property.”

“They can if they found something.” Rafe brought his cell phone back to his ear. “What did you do, Massimo?”

I ripped the cell phone from my uncle’s hand and yelled, “Papà, che cosa hai fatto⁠1?”

Instead of offering any calming words like a father should, Papà admonished me in tone of voice alone. “Adelina⁠—”

“No!” I snapped, not liking the exasperated way he said my name. “Why are the police here? You knew!”

“Adelina, this is not my doing,” Papà said.

“Then why did you leave in the middle of my wedding?”

“There are bigger things at play here than your wedding, mia figlia.”

Bigger things? His own flesh and blood wasn’t a big enough deal?

“Why did you take Mamà and Caterina and the capos,” I asked, “but leave me and your so-called business partners in the MC to face the cops alone?”

“Enough, Adelina,” growled my father on the other end. “I didn’t think you cared that much about your future husband.”

I couldn’t tell him that I did, because he would use it against me. “Does that matter?” I rolled my shoulders back. “I’ll only get one wedding, and you ruined it. It’s not about my husband, but your daughter.”

Would he believe that this was about some fairytale wedding most little girls dreamed of?

“No consummation,” he said. “You can get an annulment and marry another.”

“You’re un-fucking-believable!”

“Put Rafaele back on the phone,” the Don demanded, his tiny amount of tolerance for family matters gone.

“No. You wanted me to get married. You chose the groom. Then you go and do this?”

“I didn’t do anything,” snapped my father. “You know I have friends⁠—”

“So, you did know ahead of time?” I asked.

Rafe gave me a worried look and flicked his gaze over his shoulder, then back to meet mine. The police were around us, and they may have been listening to the phone call now. I didn’t hear the click or whatever was supposed to give away a tapped line, but it was loud outside. In my shocked and emotional state, I hadn’t been paying attention.

I needed to be smart, despite how impossible that felt as the butt of this sick joke.

Someone blew out a low whistle, and Wilde jerked his head to the side. Suddenly, his bikers were moving. With the cops searching their saddlebags, they couldn’t claim their motorcycles, so they moved on foot. Sas not included. I reeled back, staring at Graff, and he sent me a torn frown before he disappeared with his club.

They left me here, proving again that I didn’t belong with them. We would see about that, though. This shitshow had become my life, and I needed to figure out how to own it pronto.

I spat into the phone, “You have to do something, Papà.”

“What do you expect me to do, daughter?” he asked, playing with me now. “I can’t do anything. The police found five kilos of coke in your husband’s saddlebags.”

“And how did you hear that,” I asked through clenched teeth, “if you weren’t even here?” I played this game too. After all, I’d learned at the heels of the master.

“That amount of drugs,” continued my father without answering my question, “is a serious crime in Nevada. And you know that we steer clear of police business.”

“Bullshit,” I snapped.

“I see your new husband has turned your mouth foul,” said my father.

“I knew how to swear long before Sas got a hold of me.” I never would’ve never used words like that toward my father before now. “Long before you fucking sold me to the MC!”

I never would’ve fought him more than acting like a brat to get my way. I’d feared him for too long, knowing what he did to people in his inner sanctum. Apparently, Alessio never told him when I’d accidentally walked in on one of his little torture sessions in his Red Room. But I had seen my daddy-dearest drag skin off someone’s body while they were still alive. I knew the stain of the blood on Papà’s hands.

“Don’t worry about it, mia figlia dolce,” said Papà. “I forgive you. And you’ll forget this. Enjoy your wedding day.”

My father hung up on me, leaving me with my jaw agape ready to rail at him for calling me his sweet daughter.

Rage cut through my silent shock, a violent storm blasting through the core of me.

I screamed, raising my fist above my head to throw the cell phone down on the ground, but Rafe grabbed my wrist in his strong grip.



1 Translation: What did you do?


Chapter Two



Rafe

After that kind of conversation with Mass, I understood why Adelina wanted to break something. She’d been under his protection before, but when he delivered her to the MC, she officially became an adult. Someone who had to forge steel into her bones to deal with her father’s mercurial swings.

Not to mention her new husband’s.

Breaking shit might be the only way to rid herself of the fury that surely raged inside, but it likely would do her no good. I’d been there with my brother, destroying plenty of nice things in my frustration. It wasn’t a pretty place.

“Come here, tesoro.” I pulled her to me, not caring what others thought about my comforting her. This was a good excuse to hold her. So, I wrapped my arm around her shoulders. “You’ll be okay, and so will Sas.”

I didn’t care much for the VP, but Adelina did, and I had vowed long ago to protect her and everything she cared about. She trembled in my grip, not from weakness, but with the sparks Massimo lit in her blood.

“I’m going to murder him, Rafe,” she said in a low, deadly voice.

“I’ve been there, tesoro,” I replied, knowing she likely wanted to destroy the pews in the church and rip the doors from their hinges. “But you won’t.”

I would do it for her if it came to that. What she would do was adapt. She would learn how to deal with her father and worse, because she had Parisi blood flowing like lava in her veins. And if our family was one thing, it was resilient.

“Why?” she asked.

“The police are here, watching.”

“I didn’t say now, Rafe.”

I inhaled her berry-scented shampoo and kept my voice as level as possible. And as quiet. “You don’t want the police here seeing you out of control. And you don’t want the consequences that go with patricide . . .” I switched to shaky Italian. “O con l’eliminazione del capofamiglia⁠1.”

But we shouldn’t do this here. If they’d really found five kilos of coke on Sas’s bike, they’d be looking to hang the rest of us too. The police milled around, watching all the bikers as well as Adelina. I couldn’t blame them for the latter. It was hard not to stare at her breath-taking beauty—and massive white wedding dress with delicate pink flowers—but she was drawing too much attention.

The police might want to bring her in because she was Sas’s new wife.

Aside from that, I didn’t want my cell phone smashed to bits.

I pried it from her fingers but kept her near me, shielding her as much as possible. Like always, I was the only one who could protect her. When she had been a girl, I appointed myself as her guard, and my brother had made the job official when I separated from the Marines. I would continue to watch over her for the rest of my life, no matter how long or short.

When I looked down at the screen, I already had a message. One word from the Prez in a group chat: “Church.”

“We need to go now,” I said, pulling on Adelina.

“But,” she began, but I cut her off with a squeeze to her hand.

I did, however, turn around to keep our conversation private. “I understand, but we can’t stay here.”

Willing my meaning at her, I moved my eyes toward the police near the bikes.

Adelina glanced over, took a deep breath, and then nodded. Her lips were set in a determined line and her eyes had turned to coal. That was the woman I’d always known she would become. Intelligent. Dangerous.

“Come on,” I said, holding onto her, and she came with me.

One handed, I shot a text back off to the group: “Where?”

The reply came from Graff: “Hotel. Suite 4402.”

They’d put Wilde up in a suite next door to the family’s private rooms while everyone else in the MC had been staying on the forty-second floor. Apparently, Wilde’s partnership was the most important thing to Massimo in this whole fucked-up situation.

They had the door propped open when we arrived, so I pushed inside with Adelina right behind me. In the living room of the suite, two prospects—Merry and Pip—were sprawled out on the oversized sectional, watching an old movie. When we’d left LA, three prospects had ridden with the group to Vegas.

“Yo, Rafe!” Pip raised his chip bag in greeting.

“Where’s Ghost?” I asked, scanning the room like he might pop out from hiding at any moment.

Merry popped a handful of popcorn in his mouth, nodded toward the powder room near the entry, and mumbled, “Shitter.”

Adelina scoffed. “Yeah. Exactly where my entire life just went.”

As though paged, Ghost came strolling out. “Don’t recommend going in there for a while.”

“Are all prospects so disgusting?” Adelina muttered, moving to my other side.

Merry and Pip both wailed and laughed at something on the massive TV as Ghost palmed a longneck from the fridge, seemingly not noticing us. When he finally turned, he halted in his tracks and sheepishly dragged a hand through his hair. Then he crossed the room to stand in front of Adelina.

The muscles in my thighs and back coiled to jump between them if he dared lay a hand on her, but that didn’t look like his intent.

The man stared at his boots, his long black beard scratching across his chest. With one hand in his pocket, he drew his shoulders up and stammered, “I, um, yeah . . .”

Adelina’s brows lifted expectantly as she stared up at the man.

“That’s a, um”—he cleared his throat—“a raw deal your ol’ man got.”

“No shit?” drawled Adelina, but her body was tense, like she wanted to rail at him, beat on his chest—or anyone’s who dared to stand in front of her right now.

“If there’s anything I can⁠—”

I stepped between them, putting a hand on the man’s shoulder and pushing him a few steps back. “Where’s Wilde?”

Ghost’s chest puffed up, the way any man does when he senses danger. But the prospect surely wasn’t going to pick a fight with an MC officer. One he’d definitely lose right now.

Merry kept his eyes on the action in Ghost Rider, shoveling popcorn in his mouth.

Pip threw an arm over the back of the couch toward a door off the side of the kitchen. “In the conference room, chatting up Ward and Angel.”

“Go on, Adelina,” I said over my shoulder, then waited for Ghost to join his friends.

When she moved away, I immediately missed the warmth of her body close to mine.

Ghost raised the bottle and his empty hand in the air. “Sorry man. Just here to help. No insult intended.”

I jutted my chin toward the others. A silent dismissal. “We’ll figure it out. Unless you’ve got an in with the cops to spring the veep, just wait for orders, soldier.”

A twinge ran down my spine at the word that slipped. Not the military, Rafe. Not your soldiers. And I wasn’t so sure Ghost could be called a soldier, anyway.

He saluted me with an oddly competent motion, then swaggered over and threw himself down on the third couch in front of the movie.

Stripping the tie from my neck, I turned and marched between the island and the counter, listening to the mumbled conversation. Something about the uptight Mafia and a hotel room with an actual conference room included.

The lights in the room weren’t on, and two MC officers lurked in the shadows on opposite sides of a moderately sized conference table while Graff sat on the windowsill.

“Wilde. Teller,” I greeted, then murmured, “Graff,” as heated blood crawled up my neck toward my cheeks.

Embarrassment was quite foreign, far different from the shame I’d always experienced under Adelina’s nonna’s scrutiny. This was different, though. Something Graff, Adelina, and I had shared earlier today that I hadn’t wrapped my head around yet.

And I freaking felt like everyone who looked my way knew what’d happened.

Although . . . I wondered.

What meaning did the incident in Adelina’s dressing room have to Graff? He was one of the MC, and I didn’t know him well enough to tell. Had he been putting on a show? Following orders? Or was I still the enemy in the MC’s figurative bed?

I was Massimo Parisi’s little brother.

A spy, they would rightly think.

It’s what I would think if I were in their shoes.

And since we faced a new and undefined threat, I needed to put that aside for now. Fortunately, I was an expert when it came to compartmentalizing, or so many therapists had told me.

Focusing on the three men in the room, I considered how there were too few of the MC here to deal with a crisis. Wilde, though, had a video call up and running. On the screen, the Warden’s face stared back from the divided window. The scarred mug of the VP from Park Ridge, Angel, occupied the other half.

Placing herself at the head of the table, Adelina leaned onto both her palms. “What are you doing to get Sas out of this?”

“You shouldn’t be at church,” said Wilde, his voice cool but firm.

“You allow Bou in,” snarled Adelina.

“Bou is patched,” said Wilde.

I moved to her side, placing a hand under her elbow. “It might be better if⁠—”

“No, Rafe.” She yanked her arm out of my grip.

“Get her out of here, Rafe,” Wilde ordered.

“I’m not going anywhere.” Adelina pulled over a chair and made herself comfortable at the head of the table. “He’s my husband, and I have every right to be involved in getting him free.”

She had sound arguments, but Bou wasn’t there. And the Prez’s ol’ lady wore a patch, so she had every right to attend church. Even the Marines allowed women into their strategy sessions. And Adelina had been raised in the Parisi family to be as bull headed as the most staunch Marine.

She wouldn’t go unless someone manhandled her out of the room. And I couldn’t blame her.

To Wilde, I argued, “She’s Sas’s property now.”

I chose my words carefully to show I was part of the club first and foremost. The word property slithered through me, and Adelina’s eyes bored into me as it fell from my lips. But it was the club’s terminology for an ol’ lady.

“She has got a goddamn right to be here for her husband,” I continued.

I didn’t care for the taste of the word husband on my tongue, either, but it was reality. He would have what I never could with Adelina.

The Prez shifted, as did Teller. And Graff. I kept my stance wide and my upper body loose, in case I had to prepare for a fight. Hopefully, it wouldn’t come to that, but the silence lingered long enough that I grew uncomfortable.

“Think of her as your boy Sas,” I added with a shrug. “And besides, Adelina’s sharp as a fucking whip. You’ll be smart to use her where you can.”

Wilde and the others waited, the in-person eyes as well as those on the screen scrutinized both Adelina and me, and I felt sure they were waiting for me to relent. But maybe they were just waiting on the final decision maker. Regardless, they were the ones wasting time.

I settled my gaze on Wilde, because his word would be the final one. The Prez.

Adelina wasn’t going anywhere, that much I knew with clear certainty. They—not me—would have to drag her out of here kicking and screaming.

There was nothing funny about this, but I smirked because it would be a sight to see. Of course, that was assuming they could get past me to touch her.

And if that’s the path Wilde chose, I rued the day when Sas found out. Prez or not, Adelina’s husband would come after the man for touching his wife.

“Fine,” growled Wilde, relenting. “Let’s get this shit sorted.”



1 Translation: Or with taking out the head of the family


Chapter Three



Graff

I had an earbud in as Wilde called church to order. Miracle of Sound crooned in my ear—not something most would recognize, but the lyrics to “Only Us” were super poignant. As far as I was concerned, this Mafia world surrounding what we were starting to find could definitely burn.

Leaving . . . only us.

Sas.

Rafe—because Adelina needed him as much as he needed her.

Adelina.

And me.

We had just started clicking when the world came down around us.

Wilde and Teller sat across from each other at the table, and I moved from the windowsill to sit two chairs down from our road captain. My hand moved as I dragged a pen over a small Parisi Hotel–branded notepad.

The connection between my fingers, the pen, the paper, and an abstract image of Sas’s arrest eased the pressure off my chest, pushing it from my mind. I wanted to move, to paint this on the side of a building rather than on this tiny piece of paper. Perhaps I should brand the side of the Parisi Hotel as a giant fuck you to Adelina’s asshole father.

Although, I didn’t have the time or space when church was in order.

The vibe in the room buzzed so loudly it nearly drowned out my music. We all needed action. To solve this mess. But we were stuck, huddled down without our bikes and away from our territory.

Wilde, after allowing Adelina into church, looked at the screen where the video conference played out. He’d already given the Warden and Angel the low-down before Adelina and Rafe arrived.

So, he picked right up where he left off, asking Ward, “We got any options?”

The club hacker looked off to the right, the blue light from his wall of computer screens casting a ghostly hue across his face. “I’m working on the police records now, but there’s nothing for Simeon Tate yet. Las Vegas Metro PD website says they have ten days to release the arrest report, so I’m working on getting past their firewalls. Someone said drugs?”

Rafe chimed in. “Massimo said the police found five kilos of coke on Sas’s bike.”

“Why would Sas bring coke to Vegas?” Adelina’s brows drew together.

Her uncle rested a hand on her shoulder. “I doubt he did, tesoro.”

They had to allow Rafe in church, because they’d made him an officer, but I could read Wilde’s disdain for the whole situation. Prez, however, didn’t know Rafe like I did. For Adelina, he was the equivalent of her Belgian Malinois. He would lay down his life to protect that little woman without question. But he would be a good soldier for the MC too.

All that earned him an A plus in my book.

“Sas isn’t the most predictable, but Rafe’s right. That’s stupid even for him,” mused Wilde.

“Think there’s any on our other rides?” Teller scratched the scruff at his jawline. “They were searching them when we left.”

I kept sketching—jagged lines showing the lights flashing on the tops of the cop cars.

“Five kilos sounds too big to fit in his bags.” Adelina gathered the train of her dress and tossed it over the side of the chair, leaning forward.

Wilde stiffened, then forced himself to recline in his chair, holding his hands in a block shape. “One is only the size of an eight-inch two-by-four.”

“Oh.” Our princess’s eyebrows bunched together, and her eyes shifted as though she calculated something in her head.

“They’d fit,” I assured her from prior experience.

She shot me a small, all-business smile of thanks.

Wilde turned back to the laptop. “Angel, Sas needs legal help. Your ol’ lady on the way?”

The VP in our Park Ridge chapter nodded. “Lanie’s loading up her Mini now and we’ll be on the road within the hour.”

Adelina clasped her hands on the table. “You’re saying we have to wait four hours for this lawyer to come? That’s crap. I could⁠—”

“No.” Prez swiveled in the chair to pin her with his ice-cold glare, one brow quirked.

I smiled while she waited for him to continue without moving a muscle. Damn, Wilde was someone I wouldn’t want to go toe-to-toe with, but he didn’t seem to shake Adelina. Though I understood his mistrust for her, she, above anyone else, deserved to be part of the solution.

“This lawyer,” growled Wilde after a few beats, “is our best defense for Sas.”

“What’s her resume? My father has good lawyers, but he’ll . . .” Adelina snapped her lips shut, hanging her head. Her shoulders rose and fell with deep, frustrated breaths. The conclusion she likely drew—the same thing we all worried about—thickened the air.

“My Lanie had the best record in the LA DA’s office,” Angel answered her question at the same time his ol’ lady appeared at his side.

“Maddie?” Adelina squinted at the screen.

“That’s my sister,” Lanie said, leaning closer to the camera. “You must be Adelina?”

“What gave it away?” She indicated her wedding dress, then planted her elbows on the table again.

I scanned the faces in the room, hearing the TV blaring from the other side of the door, then my hand stopped mid-sketch. I hovered the pen over the scribbles representing the cops around our bikes and took a mental inventory of everything and everyone I remembered and had sketched. Everyone except the Rojas brothers had been accounted for.

“We should see Sas and get the contact info for Cazador Rojas,” I suggested.

If the guys heard, they didn’t show it.

Adelina had her hands on the table, drumming her freshly manicured nails. I had seen her pace when she became stressed, needing to move like I did. Like most of my brothers in the MC. It may have been the reason she seemed to fit so tightly with us.

She took a step back and groaned, kicking her voluminous skirt out of the way. I wondered if she still had the vibrator inside her pussy—the one I had placed there myself. Or had she or Rafe taken it out?

“Did anyone see Sas pack coke into his bags?” asked Rafe, a scowl deepening on his face like he still questioned it even after reassuring Adelina. “It doesn’t make sense that he would bring it here when we’d discussed moving it to Park Ridge to lace the marijuana.”

The silence in the room had me looking up from my sketch to find all eyes on me.

I hadn’t been babysitting Sas before we left. In fact, I’d been rushing to get myself cleaned up and out the door after that amazing morning fuck with Adelina.

“He wasn’t carrying,” I said definitively. “Sas may be wound tight, but he’s not stupid. He wouldn’t carry that much on his bike. Maybe one kilo, but not five.”

“Fine,” said Wilde. “Let’s assume someone’s setting him up. How did Massimo know this was going down?”

I had my lips pursed together, thinking just that.

“I don’t know,” murmured Rafe.

“Horseshit,” accused Angel from the video.

Wilde held up his hand. “What do you know, Rafe?”

The Marine, because that once-and-always shit about being a Marine, shook his head. “My brother doesn’t cross information between different areas of the business. So, I only have suspicions.”

A muscle jumped in Wilde’s jawline, just above his rose tat. “Then what the fuck do you suspect?”

“I assume”—Rafe spread his hands, palms up—“he has cops inside LVMPD.”

“Which is how he knew they were coming,” Wilde stated his conclusion. “So much for partners.”

“Like I said, my brother doesn’t cross business lines. At all.” Rafe returned to his military stance.

“Why would Papà care about us?” asked Adelina, her words harsh. It cut off anyone yelling about Massimo further. “My father always has a plan. What does he want with Sas in jail, though?” She seemed to only be asking herself.

Rafe looked like he was choking on a secret. Eventually, he said in a tone that sounded chagrinned, “Massimo told me he wants us to continue with the operation to intercept the shipment.”

Adelina’s eyes snapped up to him, accusingly.

But before she spat out anything, Wilde snapped, “Fuck no. We have other shit to deal with now.”

“I agree,” said Rafe, “but my brother has already decided we’re doing this. We won’t be able to get out of it.”

“We don’t answer to him any goddamn more than he answers to us,” argued Wilde. “And sure as fuck not after he got us into legal trouble. This had to be Parisi’s doing. He’s manipulating Sas the same way he used Cook to worm his way into church at Bou’s shop.”

“The coke had to be planted,” I muttered, and Adelina grimaced.

“You think my father did it?” she asked, glancing from me over her shoulder to Rafe.

He gave a one-sided shrug.

We needed him to say something more about this. Rafe knew Massimo the best and was acting as the liaison between the Mafia and us. However, I’d seen the shift in the man in the last couple hours. He was truly becoming one of us, like Adelina was. And I trusted him. More with Adelina’s life than my own, but the rest would follow.

“Put words to that shrug, brother,” I said to encourage him. He had a shit ton of knowledge from growing up around this family and then skills from his training in the military. He had to get his head and heart in the fucking game.

“I don’t put anything past Massimo,” he answered, teeth clenched. “But⁠—”

“But nothin’. Who the fuck else?” asked Wilde.

“Cartel?” I asked. El Tigre from the Medellín Cartel had it in for us and had already sent the Rojas brothers as a threat. But surely, they wouldn’t risk our mission with stealing the diamonds from the Barranquilla Cartel.

Prez shook his head. “They wouldn’t bring the cops into it. They would come at us with full force like they did when we met in Bou’s shop. It would be a bloodbath.”

“Someone has to tell the pigs something,” I argued.

The Prez had his lips pinched together, thinking.

So, I hit Rafe up again. “What kind of connections does Massimo have to the police?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Truly.”

“What if it was the police?” asked Adelina. “Could they somehow be in on it? Like my father has something on them, so he used them to . . . what?”

Wilde chewed on his thumbnail, his eyes distant and working out possibilities. “Why would Don Parisi go to those lengths when he had the opportunity to take us all out at the rehearsal dinner?”

“Good point.” Rafe shifted his weight. “Planting drugs doesn’t sound like my brother. He favors more direct methods to get his message across.”

“No shit,” Wilde drawled, seeming to sink deeper into his internal thoughts.

They were right. Don Parisi had no good reason to work that hard when he had the Prez and Sas in a vulnerable situation. And the last time, they just had an old-fashioned shootout to prove the point. However, out of all our leadership, why take out Sas?

Silence settled over the room and those on the screen until Prez flashed his eyes around at those of us gathered. “That deal we made, though . . . it allowed Parisi’s men to transport arms across the border.”

I sucked in a breath. “To a cartel.”

“Anyone know which one?” Adelina asked.

Everyone looked at her then abruptly turned to face the screen.

Ward pecked away on his keyboard. “On it.”

We all waited for something. Anything.

Finally, Prez snapped his gaze over to the computer screen. “Melanie, get your ass up here now. We need you to go in and talk to the veep.” He planted his hands on the table, pushing himself up from the chair. “Ward?”

“Yeah, Prez?” asked the hacker without looking at the camera.

“Text me if you find something.” Wilde slammed the laptop lid shut.

Standing, Adelina grabbed her train and marched for the exit, Rafe immediately on her heels.

I pushed back my chair, intent on following her too.

Wilde held up his hand to me and pointed me back into my seat. “Hey,” he barked at Adelina and waited for her to turn. “Where you goin’?”

She pinned the Prez with her dark stare. One that screamed, This is my world you’ve come to play in, little man. But she didn’t say those words.

Throwing the door open, she answered, “To figure out how the fuck to get my husband out of jail.”

My eyes fell to where her ass was wrapped in the layers of fabric. As she left, I recalled the vibrator and wondered how the hell she was getting that thing out.


Chapter Four



Rafe

Giving her a decent amount of space, I tailed Adelina down a flight of stairs to the forty-second floor, where everyone except for Wilde had a room. They had given each of us suites. And nice ones, at that. But they were nothing like the extensive living space Massimo had dedicated to the Prez. No wonder the prospects liked hanging around up there.

My brother’s accommodations for Wilde also refuted the notion that Massimo was after the MC. Regardless of the games he liked to play, he generally tackled things head on. He had, after all, told Wilde exactly what his intentions were with Enzo Gambino.

The fact that one of the officers ended up with a bullet in the chest made little difference once he had overthrown the existing Mafia regime. Like always, Mass got what he wanted and tossed the rest to the wayside.

Adelina threw open the door to her hotel room, stormed inside, and slammed the door in my face. I managed to grab it before it latched and stepped inside after her. Once it closed behind me, the hotel door locked into place. Still, I threw the deadbolt.

Reaching toward her back, she said, “Don’t try to stop me, Rafe. I’m visiting Sas now. If I wouldn’t trip over this damned train, I’d go like this just to make a point with the police.”

“He may not even be booked yet,” I said. “Which means they won’t allow you to see him.”

Without a lawyer and without any kind of inside connections like my brother apparently had, it would be a wasted trip. Adelina would go down to the LVMPD and sit in an awful plastic lobby chair, waiting for the lawyer to arrive. I would hate to see her brat come out with everyone at the cop shop.

She clawed at her back, trying to undo the buttons on her wedding dress, but her fingers only grazed her skin in her frustrated attempt. She was losing patience, scratching at herself like she would tear her own skin off to get out of that damn dress.

My hands twitched, ready to help, but I hesitated. She wasn’t mine—not like that. Not yet. Undressing someone else’s bride wasn’t my place, no matter how much I wanted to step in.

She groaned, stamped her feet, and I knew she’d reached her limit. I hesitated for a moment longer, knowing I should hold back, but when she finally realized she couldn’t do it alone, I gave in.

“I’ll do it,” I said, crossing the room.

It felt natural to slip back into the man I’d been before the Marines, the one whose constant job it was to help the Parisi family. Patient. Stoic. Desperately trying to blend in with the extravagant wallpaper.

My presence had always calmed her, but not this time. She didn’t stop trying to get to the buttons on the back of her dress.

Her hands trembled and sweat beaded on her hair line. She sniffled, exactly the way she had when she was a girl and tried to hold back her tears. A memory of her in the fifth grade dashed across my mind. The school had called Neomi to come get her because she’d gotten in a fight, but her mother had been in the middle of her spa day, so she sent me.

When I’d arrived, I found out that one of the other girls in Adelina’s class had been picking on another girl with acne. Adelina, conscious of the victim’s torment, stood up for her.

Tears had pooled in her eyes then too, and she shook with rage. When I’d grabbed hold of her, a droplet rolled down her face. The principal emerged from the office to let me know she would be suspended for a week for punching the bully.

Adelina had scrubbed away the tear, took a deep breath, lifted her chin, and told the principal, “Someone here should stop the bullying, so I don’t have to.”

Then, she’d stormed outside.

In the car on the way home, she’d apologized. Not for hitting the girl, but for allowing herself to cry.

If those tears fell now, Adelina would be irate with herself. She was a solver through and through. She’d always believed crying was for the weak, so I couldn’t expect any differently now.

I tried to grasp the small buttons on the back of her dress, but she shook too much. I laid a firm hand on her shoulder, forcing her to stay still. It took a few seconds, but she stopped vibrating.

“I don’t know . . .” She swallowed hard several times. “I don’t know why I’m acting like this.”

“He’s your husband,” I said, slowly removing my hand from her shoulder and starting to undo the buttons.

“He’s an asshole.”

“Yes.” I had no argument. In fact, I would’ve gone one step further. But if anyone could tame that beast, it would be her.

“At least, I used to think he was.” Her shoulders slumped forward.

I paused undoing her buttons, waiting to see if this level of confusion would have her breaking down into sobs. They never came.

After a few deep breaths, she said, “It’s just that today was my wedding day, Rafe.”

“It was a beautiful wedding,” I said, then added in a quieter voice, “Up to a point.”

“Exactly!” She huffed. “And not much about it was what I had envisioned.”

“What did you want, Adelina?” I wasn’t sure my heart would survive her telling me about her sadness over Sas, but she clearly needed to get it off her chest.

“I wanted . . . to get married in Italy, Rafe.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn’t about Sas, but an ideal she held as a child. That cut into me, too, but it didn’t truly surprise me. She’d always loved her Italian heritage and got super excited when she got the chance to see a new Italian village or vineyard.

“Do you remember that time we visited Lake Como?”

“Mmm . . .” I tried to recall, but those vacations had been mostly about me hiding from her Nonna Petra.

“It’s okay if you don’t. We weren’t there for very long, but there was this villa on the lake. White, three stories. It had this hedge row with statues lining the way to the entrance, and then the wedding would’ve been out back by the lake.” She sighed.

I continued with her buttons, not saying anything else, but letting her get it out.

She stomped then. “So much prettier. So much more peaceful than the stupid chapel Mamà’s a patron at. How many people have eloped in that chapel, Rafe? Shotgun wedding anyone?”

“Except for the end, yours wasn’t a shotgun wedding, Adelina. Unless you’re . . .” Please, please, please don’t tell me you’re pregnant.

She chuckled, and my shoulders relaxed at the sound.

“No, Rafe, I’m definitely not pregnant.” Adelina glanced over her shoulder at me, eyes hidden under the heavy mascara and fake eyelashes.

Her face was dolled up to look less like Adelina and more like Neomi, a proper Mafia wife. The bunnies sometimes wore lots of makeup, but it rarely looked as uptight as the women in La Famiglia. And as far as the ol’ ladies went, I didn’t know many of them, but Bou never wore much makeup.

Adelina was now married to the vice president, or one of them.

That meant she had status, even if she wasn’t used to the grittiness of the biker life. The chaos of it all was something I was getting used to as well.

“You are gorgeous too,” I whispered.

She smirked. “I know. And you proved it earlier.”

Playfully, she nudged me in the lower belly, and my cock woke up. The small touch from her sent me reeling. My body wanted more—I wanted so much more.

Given the opportunity, I wouldn’t stop worshiping her until I had myself buried deep in her. But she was a married woman, another layer of sin in my already treacherous life. The jagged lines between us felt like the Grand Canyon. Sharp red rocks and plummeting cliffs. One slip and I’d be gone forever.

Or hers for eternity.

Perhaps she was the devil, sent to torture us all.

It wasn’t the first time she’d toyed with my resolve, and I was sure it wouldn’t be the last. I remembered one night at a family gathering, a summer evening when the air was thick with the scent of roses from her mother’s garden, not one that Neomi ever tended, but they had always been her prize.

The Parisi estate in Summerlin, west of the strip, had been alive with people—business partners, family, and friends—gathered for one of those over-the-top dinners Massimo liked to throw. Chandeliers glowed over long tables covered in expensive linen, while servers walked between the guests offering wine and hors d’oeuvres.

Adelina had been sixteen, wearing a white dress that clung to her in all the right places, a dress that shouldn’t have made her look so grown. I was in my mid-twenties back then.

She’d teased everyone that night, laughing and floating between the guests, her movements carefree, like she owned the world. But it was when she caught me watching her from across the garden, her lips curving into a knowing smile, that everything shifted.

She hadn’t known what she was doing. Womanly awareness about those things wouldn’t come to a girl her age. But that smile, those eyes—the way she held my gaze a second longer than polite for family—it set something off inside me, something I didn’t want to feel.

She’d wandered over, barefoot by then, her heels left behind somewhere. “Why are you standing all the way over here?” she’d asked, her voice light and teasing, like I was part of the game too.

I barely managed to answer her, the knot of guilt already tightening in my chest. “Just keeping an eye on things,” I’d said, trying to sound casual, but my voice had come out rough.

Adelina had studied me in a way that seemed like she saw straight through all my defenses.

“You’re always watching,” she’d said, almost like an accusation, her fingers brushing against my arm as she passed. The touch had been brief, innocent, but it had left a trail of fire on my skin.

I’d watched her walk away, her hips asway as she rejoined the others, and the weight of my sin pressed down on me. She had no idea about the power she wielded or the way she made me question everything I knew about right and wrong.

“Rafe?” Adelina brought me back to the here and now.

I blinked several times.

“There you are.” She smiled, then wriggled and turned away from me. “You went dark on me again.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

“Can you undo more of the buttons? I’m having a hard time breathing. It’s so tight.”

My palms were sweaty, and I fumbled.

Adelina let out a long breath, then said, “This dress. The makeup. The hair. It’s all there to make me look so beautiful. But they’re real bitches. Heavy. Thick. They poke me in the sides. I mean, who wants to breathe on their wedding day, anyway?”

“Did Neomi pick the dress?”

“No.” She scoffed, filling the void between us. “Well, kinda.”

She didn’t often ramble, and that she did today was another sign of how rattled she was. “The makeup is terrible to take off,” she said, “but the dress is even harder. You would think the dress shops would make it easier to get to business on the wedding night.”

For a moment, she seemed to mentally go somewhere other than this hotel room.

“Hey, that’s my trick.” I nudged her back to the present.

Her eyes, though, stared off into the distance blankly. Then, she added in a small voice, “Sas would’ve just ripped it off.”

I undid the last of the buttons down her back, something I never dreamed I would have the opportunity to do. “I’m pretty sure you are not wrong.”

“Or maybe he would’ve cut it off.” Adelina pulled the straps from her shoulders and let the dress drop. It pooled around her ankles, and she stepped out, kicking it into a corner. “The housekeepers can burn it for all I care.”

She still wore a corset, stockings, and underwear. My imagination played with what I could do to her. With how much—and how little—she wore. I undressed her with my eyes, remembering her breasts and ass and pussy from when she had been splayed out on the table in LA.

With a sigh, she said, “But he’s not here to take off my dress. He’s rotting in jail.”

“It won’t be for long,” I said, unsure if the words were true.

She ignored my bullshit. “You heard what Papà said. He doesn’t care if I marry somebody else in the club. But what does that make me, Rafe?”

I turned her to face me, holding her by the shoulders like I had when I picked her up that day from school. Needing again to reassure her in any way possible. “Listen to me, tesoro. Sas will be let out on bail soon enough.”

She lifted her chin, raising one eyebrow to give me a challenging look. She really was seeing through my hogwash.

“Maybe,” I conceded. “I don’t know how many times he’s been picked up or put in jail, but I’m willing to bet this isn’t his first rodeo. And if this Melanie woman is worth her salt as a lawyer, she’ll make it happen.”

Adelina nodded solemnly, almost imperceptibly. I barely caught the movement and forced myself to keep my eyes on her. I had been hiding most of the day, like I had for my whole life, but I needed to step out of the shadows. She needed me and that was all that mattered.

Her husband was in jail, and the other man she clearly leaned on—Graff—couldn’t be here either because Prez held him back. That put the pressure of being solid for her on my shoulders. I would always take the weight off her chest, allowing her to breathe freely.

“Everything will be okay,” I murmured.

“It has to be.” She raised her shoulders again and let them fall.

Adelina stood taller, though she wasn’t tall at all. However, she was shedding her confusion and getting her head screwed on straight. Her old strong, confident self pushed through all the shit from today, and I felt certain she would come out on top.

She always did, as she proved when she stood up for that poor girl in a playground fight.

I reached up to touch her shoulder again, but she stepped out of my reach giving her back to me. She kicked the dress again.

Some women would encase their wedding dresses in glass and boxes, meager efforts to preserve their special day. She pushed it aside and slid the garter off her thigh. It slipped to the ground, and she picked it up and shot it like a rubber band into the trash then took off her heels.

“What are you doing?” I asked, waiting back.

“I’m going to change, and then we’re going down to the jail,” she said as she stripped the pearl earrings from her earlobes.

“They’re not going to let you see Sas,” I said.

“They have to. I’m his wife.”

“Until he’s been arraigned, they’ll only allow his lawyer back.”

She spun around. Red crept up her neck from her chest. “Why are you doing this to me?”

I rocked on my heels, blown back by the nuclear blast of her anger.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “I’m not doing anything to you.” At least not intentionally, and it was hard as fucking hell not to wrap her in my arms and try to soothe her with every part of me.

“Why do you always have to tell me the truth?” she snapped. “Can’t you let me . . .?”

She heaved, her body trembling again. The armor she worked so hard to rebuild was faltering when she needed to be her strongest.

Without thinking better of it, I crossed over to her and wrapped her in my arms. Her face fell against my chest. Her sticky skin—covered in sweat and maybe tears—stuck to me like we were glued together. I wouldn’t mind if we were, but this closeness kindled fire in my blood and reminded me of earlier. How she had taken my cock in her mouth and given me a gift of her own.

The thoughts were rushing back at me, draining toward my groin. My stupid cock lengthened and hardened as it recalled her tentative ministrations all too well.

“Can you take it out?” she asked into my shirt, her voice small.

“What?” I asked, thinking she meant my cock. It was too much hope for the situation, but what she said next was just as good.

“The vibrator,” she said. “It’s still inside and useless.”

My breath hitched in my throat.

“I can reach it, but I don’t think—” She shook her head.

“I, ah . . .”

What was I supposed to say?

“It’s okay.” Her eyes dropped to look at the floor, and she continued, “I keep waiting for it to go off, like when Sas kept hitting the button during the wedding, but I know it won’t. I think it’s why I’ve kept in me, like Sas still had the control to zap me again. Like he would bellow with laughter if he knew he was making me come from miles away, stuck in his jail cell. But the remote fell on the ground when they shoved him in that car.”

“I’m sure he would.” My voice sounded strained.

“I wonder if the cops picked it up after we left. Or if they knew what it was.” Adelina smirked as if imagining the confrontation between Sas and the cops. “I bet you money he grinned like a kid in a candy store when he told them what it was. It might be the only thing he said, just to freak out the police. Though, he should keep his mouth shut.”

“He probably is,” I offered.

Adelina pulled away from me and parted her thighs. Her white thong was drenched with her juices, tight to her slit.

“Take it out,” she said.

I glanced at her, trying to decipher her hardened features and determined gaze, but I lowered my hand down her thigh. She jerked a little at my touch, and I paused. I had never touched her like this. While she had sucked my cock, I had kept my hands away from her. Now, she was commanding my touch.

Only to take the vibrator out of her, I reminded myself. A practical purpose. That was all, but I would have to reach inside her.

Hooking my finger into her panties, I dragged the fabric away from her pussy and exposed her. Her clit was still swollen, protruding from her pink folds. I slipped a finger down between her lips, and she jerked. Small, a spasm. So quick that I might’ve missed it if I had blinked. Her dark eyelashes fluttered. And then she narrowed her gaze on me.

A spike of fear shot through me over what I did. What she was asking me to do. But then she stepped out again, widening her stance and allowing me to push my fingers up inside of her. Fuck, if Sas knew, he would have my head on a platter. He would find every way to torture me before he killed me with Adelina watching.

She’s his. Never mine.

Adelina stepped forward, and I froze. She staggered her feet and moved until my fingers were right at her entrance. I touched the tail of the vibrator, the small lip allowing me to grab it. Graff had shoved it deep into her. Somehow, it hadn’t slipped out.

“Can you get it?” she asked, nearly breathless.

I nodded. “Are you sure you want it out?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“Just in case.”

“There won’t be an ‘in case.’ Take it out,” she ordered.

I grasped the tail and gave it a tug. Adelina faltered forward a step, laying her hands on my shoulders. The vibrator still wasn’t free from her pussy. It was snug, hugged by the tight ring of muscles seeming to suck it, and my hand, deeper. Not even her slickness let it slide away, like the thing didn’t want to be parted from her.

I understood.

It was part of her now.

Like she was part of me.

The vibrator slipped away from my fingers, and I grunted.

She let out a whimper.

“Sorry,” I said and then pushed deeper into her.

Adelina gasped, her body nearly toppling down. Her legs trembled. After all the pleasure that had been rent from her body today, this is what would make her fall.

At my hands. The pleasure I would give her. Intended or not.

I drove my fingers up into her—all the way to my knuckles—but I still didn’t encompass the full vibrator. I added a third finger, trying to wrap them around the little egg, and Adelina fell against me.

My hands weren’t small. She couldn’t possibly take any more as she panted, but holy fuck, how she stretched. Her body was meant for this. To allow more inside. Me. All of us.

Perhaps she would stretch for me. Take me all the way up to my wrist.

Adelina let out quick breaths, each shallow. Her stomach protruded against my body, then her inner muscles tightened and relaxed. The thought of her belly swelling with a child, however, intrigued me. How many children would she bear for Sas, like Wilde’s ol’ lady was for him?

And when her belly was heavy with Sas’s child, my cock could find a home in her without worry of getting her pregnant. For now, I waited for her to adjust before trying again.

Slowly, I reached further, past the knuckles until my fingers grasped the vibrator at last. She let out a squeal with my movement, and her lower lips clenched, suckling against me. Exactly how the vibrator had gotten so deep into her.

Secretly wanting to see her come apart on my hand, I warned, “I’m going to take it out now.”

Biting her bottom lip, Adelina nodded.

I withdrew my fisted hand and vibrator millimeter by millimeter. Her swollen lips peeled back, releasing me, and she screamed. She was stretching terribly, but so incredibly. Her body relished this. Her brows were drawn together, her lips parted as she breathed. Her body had taken the size of my hand wrapped around this egg-shaped contraption. That meant she could take so much more and relish the sensation. It was beautiful.

When I was at the widest part of my fist, I waited. Adelina stomped her foot, adjusting, and I hid my smirk. With her scent in my nose, I watched her . . . worshiped the pleasure and pain on her face as my cock leaked precum in my pants.

She bit her bottom lip and mewled.

Fuck, I liked to see her like this. Loved to touch her like this. Especially her pussy wrapped around me. As she squealed, agony and indulgence went to war across her face. Her hips bucked as her body won the battle, seeking more.

“Do you want to come, tesoro?” How much she was holding back? Did she like this as much as me?

“Oh fuck, Rafe, yes.”

The sound of my name falling from her lips like that had me almost exploding in my dress pants. I twisted my hand again, and she moaned, openly jerking her hips against me now. The waves of her pleasure built and crested and fell over her, and she gasped, the orgasm washing down her quaking legs.

She fucking came with a part of me inside of her.

With one movement, I pulled the vibrator out of her. Her pussy lips let out an audible slurp.

As though all the air had been sucked from her body, Adelina crumbled against me. Her hot breath scorched my neck. I wrapped my arm around her center, keeping her on her feet. If she toppled anymore, she’d bring me down with her, and I made no promises about letting her up any time soon.

Her juices covered my hand. More of her cum slid down her thighs. I licked my lips, wanting to lick her clean. She would taste so nice.

“I need to take a quick shower,” said Adelina, straightening.

I hated to let her go. I considered throwing her down. My cock rubbed against my pants.

“Then I’ll change, and we can go,” continued Adelina. “We need to free Sas.”

She turned on her heel and walked toward the bathroom.

My wet hand still waited down at an angle, the vibrator in my fist. For the first time in many, many months, nothing had reminded me of the carnage I’d endured in the military. She muted it all—the voices, the bombs, the rat-a-tat-tat of automatic weapons, the screams of children.

Once the bathroom door shut, I lifted my hand to my lips and licked her delicious cum from my fingers.


Chapter Five



Sas

This isn’t awful. I had a cell to myself and there was a mattress with a pillow and all. Shit, this the fucking Four Seasons of jails.

Juvie, now that had been terrible: overcrowded with so many violent boys. I hadn’t been like them at the time, only trying to take care of my family. A big load for a twelve-year-old boy.

That had been my first prison experience. It lasted six months. My mom didn’t have the money to spring me before I went through the system, and she certainly couldn’t afford a lawyer, because every extra quarter she made at her three jobs went to take care of my sick brother, Jake.

My crime had been minor—a lookout for a group of thieves. They’d offered me a measly hundred dollars to stand watch.

They assigned me some crappy public defender, and the judge had actually said, “Just another delinquent for Central.” The way he’d said it made me think he was bored. And I’d wondered if anyone faced that man without doing time.

All I’d been trying to do was feed my family. When I’d arrived at Central Juvenile Hall in LA and learned who was in for what, fuck, I didn’t sleep for a week.

Thankfully, I’d gotten a stabby motherfucker rather than a rapist. His name was Johnson. Figured he’d be named after a dick.

At twelve, short and scrawny, I hadn’t stood a chance against Dick. He welcomed me by insisting that all my rationed food was his. He’d broken my nose twice before one of his groupies told him he should aim for somewhere that didn’t leave visible marks. I only fought back when I the hunger threatened to eat me alive.

As a result, I had no problems taking a fucking beating. That all calmed down after Dick left and I got a new roomie: baby-faced Alejandro Vega. A much nicer boy who seemed to have my back . . . until he didn’t.

Here, back to today—my fucking wedding day, of all things—at this luxury resort, I was disappointed by the lack of shit happening. Although, it wasn’t the middle of the night yet, so perhaps the real party hadn’t started.

Even though it was the five-star version of jails, the smell was the same: shit. Backed up water hovered in the toilets, compacted with the stale air. I didn’t gag—I had smelled worse—but fuck, I was bored.

Usually by now in the drunk tank, I would have some guy coming up to me wanting to fight, either because of my height, my cut, or my tattoo. But I had the penthouse of jail cells. No sloppy drunks. No meth heads. Again, the fucking lap of luxury. Guess they had to keep up appearances for the khaki-wearing Vegas tourists, caught up in too much partying.

“Tate, got a visitor,” called out a pig, and I stepped up to the cell door.

“My lawyer’s here?” I asked.

The officer, hand resting on his gun, said, “She says she’s your old lady.”

“You mean wifey?” I knitted my eyebrows together, ’cause I sure as shit did not have an ol’ lady.

I didn’t want Adelina here. She was too much of a princess for this dank shit. Any man in my neighboring cells would’ve been leering at her, and I would’ve had to break their noses for looking at what was mine.

“She said old lady,” said the cop.

“Tell her to go the fuck away.” I didn’t believe it was Adelina.

Cops, in my experience, played too many mind-fuck games just to get people to talk. I wasn’t saying shit. If anything, I had said too much already.

“She must have friends in high places,” said the cop. “But with a name like Parisi, makes perfect sense.” The cop narrowed his gaze on me.

“My wife’s last name is Tate,” I said as the cell door opened and the cop came forward to cuff me.

I held out my wrists like a good little bitch. I didn’t need an overpaid lawyer to tell me how to play nice with the cops.

“You may want to tell her that.” He took my elbow and twisted my arm around behind me to put on the cuffs.

Keeping his arm on me, he waited for the cell door to close and then led me down the long hallway and into one of the interview rooms. Adelina, as promised, was at the metal table bolted to the concrete floor. She rose to greet me with a smile sparking on her face, before she schooled her features.

Relief skittered across her face, but it would’ve eased my mind more if the cop didn’t shackle me to the table. His rancid breath puffed right onto my face, masking her perfume.

I pulled away to stare at her, though. She’d dressed for business in a button-down shirt, a pencil skirt that fell to the middle of her calves, and heels. Her hair had been tied back into a low ponytail, and she looked refreshed, even if stiff and stressed, but determination hardened her dark brown eyes.

The whole look aged her ten years.

And I wondered if she still had that little remote-control vibrator hidden beneath the power suit.

The cop had checked the strength of my chains, jiggling them to be fucking annoying, and then he pointed to a camera in the corner. “Since she isn’t your lawyer, everything you do is on video, and we have mics too.”

Adelina raised her chin toward the cop. “What about husband-and-wife privileges?”

“Little lady, you don’t have a signed license yet. In the eyes of the law, you’re not married.” The man folded his arms over his significant belly and tilted his head.

Wifey, then, reached into her jacket’s inner pocket and pulled out a set of papers folded in thirds. “That little problem will be solved in sixty seconds.”

The pig shook his head. “Not on record at the courthouse yet. Recordings stay on.” He winked at Adelina.

The shackles jangled as I surged toward him, intent on strangling the piglet. I growled, “You’re one lucky motherfucker!”

He tapped his temple. “Smart is the word you’re looking for.” To my wife, he said, “You can do better.”

“Perhaps.” Adelina slowly lowered herself into the chair and reached across the table, touching my hand. “But we’ve got something people don’t find every day.”

I certainly didn’t calm the fuck down because of her, but threatening cops here wasn’t smart either. Especially while being recorded. I could keep my mouth shut. Occasionally. If I tried really fucking hard.

“Bye-bye now,” I said to the cop and jutted my chin toward the door.

“Suit yourself, Miss Parisi.”

My upper lip twitched into a snarl at his address.

“Mrs. Tate,” I corrected to his back.

Not responding, the uniform made his way back to the metal door.

Finally, I caught my breath.

Adelina pressed her fingertips to my hand and pried my fingers open, revealing my palms. I gave her them but wasn’t sure what she wanted. Instead, she drew her fingernails across the lines like she needed something to do.

Her finger lingered over where my ring should be, but they’d taken it when they processed me. My eyes landed on the pinkish gold band I had given her. My black ring and her pink matched in simplicity, but the colors told such different stories. Her dolled-up beauty to my blackened soul.

As much as I hated to admit it, there was something more than right about that.

With her head down, she whispered, “I won’t ask if you’re okay. I assume you’re surviving.”

I didn’t have long locks to hide my barely parted lips. “I’m alive.”

“No fights?”

I narrowed my eyes at her. “You think the worst of me, wifey.”

“Not princess anymore?”

Giving her a shrug, I replied, “Things changed today, no?”

She giggled, and I fought the urge to smile too. I also shifted to relieve the sudden and violent reaction my cock had to the sound.

Damn, I had become too easy. “When’s my lawyer coming?”

“Wilde is working on it,” she said, “but I expect soon.”

“Your father isn’t involved?”

She flicked her gaze up to the camera and then ducked her head, massaging my hands a little more. “I used his connections to get in, but no more than that.”

I wouldn’t ask for more details now. It didn’t seem to be a secret that Massimo Parisi had an in at the LVMPD, but I didn’t need my ass thrown into a holding cell meant for the Mafia either. If this sitch was at the Don’s order, there might be a nasty surprise waiting for me there.

“Is it still in you?” I asked, my voice low.

She raised her head, working her jaw. She knew exactly what I was talking about.

I straightened in my seat. I didn’t give a fuck if the cops heard how I fucked her or what I’d done to her at our wedding. If she was a good little girl, she would’ve come around the table and sat on my lap. My cock was ready for her, which surprised the hell outa me.

Normally, it took a lot of touching to get him to stand at attention.

“No,” she said.

“You took it out?” I asked, watching her. The coolness of the jail had left goosebumps on her skin.

“Rafe did,” she said in a low voice.

That beast. “Did you tell him to do it?”

“Yes.”

“Did he fuck you?”

“No.”

“Did he make you come?”

She stiffened—a solid admission.

My cock rubbed against the seam of the orange jumpsuit. “Don’t tell me you’re scared to say, wifey.”

“I’m not scared to tell you. Just . . . worried about how you’ll react,” she said.

With my hand that wasn’t shackled to the table, I reached over and took her chin between my thumb and forefinger, forcing her eyes up to meet mine. “There is nothing you will keep from me, Adelina. Nothing. Do you understand?”

“Why?” she snapped. “So you can use it against me?”

“There’s my feisty little slut.” I gritted out the last word through clenched teeth, then let her go. “But that’s not the reason.”

“Then because you’re a control freak.”

“And you like it. Don’t you?”

Her cheeks flushed pink, and that’s all the response I needed. She did love it when I was in control. Although, we had only scratched that surface.

But right now, I craved this answer, because I wanted to know how much she wanted him—or maybe needed him. Graff, I already knew he would be one of her men. Someone who would soothe her when I couldn’t.

He made sense.

As for Rafe, she could have him too, if that’s what she desired. But she needed to be fucking certain I would own everything he did to her. The thought of watching him make her explode made me as horny as an eighteen-year-old. Or both him and Graff.

“Tell me,” I ordered again.

She answered in a near whisper, “Yes, he took it out. Yes, he made me come.”

“How?” I asked, leaning forward in my seat. My balls squeezed between my hard length and the metal chair.

“It was so deep inside of me,” she said.

“How deep?”

“Very.”

I smirked. “Did it hurt when he took it out?”

“Yes.” It was a soft verbal confirmation. Then a coy smile played on her lips. My little princess liked it.

“Just his fingers?” I asked.

“I’m not sure, but it felt like his whole fist.” Her eyes flitted toward the camera.

“Ignore that and keep talking.”

“What else am I supposed to say?”

Her response to my prodding was the most adorable and blue-ball-inducing thing ever. Nothing like how a bunny would reply, and it was a reaction I don’t think I would ever get enough of. Surely, it had something to do with the innocence I’d fucked out of her.

I started with slow, specific questions. “Were you laying down?”

“No.”

“Standing?” My brows lifted.

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t fall?”

She pinched her lips and shook her head.

“How did you manage that?”

Adelina took a long breath.

I grabbed her chin again. “No thinking. Just answer.”

“I held onto Rafe’s shoulders.”

“Mmmmm.” I sat back in the chair, tilting my face up to the ceiling, and imagined driving my fist into her while she used me for a crutch. A fucking wet dream. “How did you stretch?”

“Wide,” she said. “It burned.”

“Did it feel like when you first took my cock?”

“No.”

“Better?”

She eyed me under her thick eyelashes. “No.”

I laughed. “You little whore. Always hungry for cock.”

“Only yours.”

“Lie,” I said. “Graff told me how much you liked his as a pre-wedding gift.”

She shrugged like it was no big deal to be fucked by my best man under my orders as her uncle held her and watched. What a kinky princess. Naturally, a fist wouldn’t faze her. She would have that much and more one day. More than my cock too.

A knock rattled the interview room door, and I bit back a growl. Really? They had to interrupt us when it was getting good. When Princess and I were finally having our first real conversation.

I bet the cops heard everything, and they needed to stop us before I ripped up the table, slid the cuff off the leg, and slammed my cock so deep into Adelina that it choked her. Instead, the same pig opened the door, allowing a woman in a suit to step inside.

“I see my lawyer has finally arrived. Took you long enough, Lanie.” I slumped in the chair, throwing my ankle across the other knee.

“Thank you,” she said to the cop. “And I expect—per lawyer-client privilege—those recording devices will be turned off immediately.”

The cop sized her up and then nodded. Angel’s ol’ lady didn’t bat an eye as she stepped out of the way before the cop shut the door on her.

She turned toward Adelina and me, scrutinizing both of us. “I’m Melanie Flemming.”

“She’s Angel’s old lady,” I said.

“Outside court, yes,” Lanie retorted. She stuck out her hand, and my little princess dropped my hands to shake hers. What a traitor. “Nice to meet you in person, Adelina.”

“You’ve met?” I asked.

“Church earlier today,” Lanie said. “I was on the video call. Besides being Angel’s ol’ lady and Maddie’s sister, I’m also a lawyer and a former DA from Los Angeles.”

I blew out a whistle. “Angel’s cock must be good if he convinced you to leave all that behind.”

“Sas,” warned Adelina. “Don’t be a dick.”

“My natural state,” I said, flashing a smile at my new wife, but she rolled her eyes. How fucking dare she. “I’m the ass. You’re the brat, wifey. Seems like a perfect pair.”

Melanie scowled at me. “I’m here to talk about your case and get you out of jail. We will first need to get through arraignment.”

“But you’ll get me out on bail,” I said.

She pinched her lips together. “The police found five kilos of coke tucked into various compartments on your bike.”

“Wasn’t mine.” I wasn’t stupid enough to carry that shit around like that. “Get me out of here so I can figure out who the fuck planted it.”

“And,” she continued without reaction to my comment, “you had a gun strapped to your ankle when arrested.”

“It’s for protection.” I lifted one shoulder.

“You don’t have a license to carry in the state of Nevada,” she said.

“Technicalities,” I dismissed.

But Adelina whispered, “Sas, this is serious.”

I glared over at her, but she had lost that coy smile. Now, she looked genuinely upset. Was my princess about to cry? I couldn’t have that, so I turned back to my lawyer. “You’re going to get me out on bail.”

She shook her head. “Bail is unlikely.”

“Make it likely,” I growled. Fuck, Angel had to like her for some reason. She didn’t have much in the way of tits she was hiding under her suit, so it must’ve been her mind or some shit. She should’ve known how to get me out of this clusterfuck.

“Unless we get a very lenient judge, bail will not be happening,” said Lanie. Her voice was so final that I wanted to throw something across the room. How did Angel deal with her? “But based on your past arrests, it’s even more unlikely.”

“What? Is this really the third strike and I’m out?” I demanded, and Adelina stiffened, ducking her chin. She should’ve done a happy dance for not having to deal with my sorry ass again.

“Yes,” said Melanie. “I can talk to the DA about a plea deal⁠—”

“No goddamn plea,” I growled. “I didn’t do it.”

“I’m doubtful that the DA will want to give you parole or a suspended sentence based on your rap sheet,” said Melanie. “And with what they found on your bike and your person, they’re not going to offer a plea. They’ll probably try to go for a long sentence to make a spectacle out of this and show they are hard on crime.”

“What the—” I wasn’t even sure what I was about to demand, but I cut off when I saw that Adelina had looked away. She was still, but I was sure she was hiding her tears from me.

Thankfully, she turned back, no teary-eyed gaze. Her chin jutted out.

I spun back to Melanie. “So what the fuck are you gonna do?”

“I need more time,” she said in a calm tone.

“The fuck does that do for me?” I argued. “I’m rotting in jail.”

“Something tells me you’ll be fine,” said Lanie. “They tell me you have a private cell.”

I scoffed. “What kind of shit lawyer are you?”

“It’s called waiting it out and seeing what we can do,” said Melanie. “We can’t make any rash decisions that’ll give the prosecution the upper hand.”

I rolled my eyes. “Did you tell Angel that too? What about the Prez? I’ve got shit to be doing.” We had the cargo to intercept out East.

“Your shit, as you call it, will have to be done by someone else in the club.” Lanie stepped back toward the door. “Adelina, I’ll be in touch.”

“Wait!” Adelina reached for the folded paper still sitting on the desk and then into her jacket for a pen. “Can you witness our signatures and get the marriage license filed?”

As I watched Adelina scratch her name on the signature line, my blood heated to a boil. This was the pinnacle of fucked up, and the simple act of watching her sign our marriage license in a goddamn jail made me want to murder the person responsible for this.

She passed the papers across the table to me and held out the pen. I bit down and took it from her hands, gripping the pen so tightly I thought it would snap. But my eyes refused to leave hers. She dragged my hand to the paper, and without looking, I scribbled an S and a line following.

Lanie looked it over, signed, and folded the paper.

Swatting me on the shoulder with it, she warned, “Sas, keep your inner asshole leashed. Words of wisdom from Angel.” Then she walked out of the interview room.

“Fuck her,” I muttered under my breath. I didn’t give a shit if she was Angel’s old lady. She was the fucking reason I didn’t deal with lawyers.

Once the door was closed behind Angel’s chick, I leaned toward Adelina. Hopefully, we would have a minute before the recording devices were turned back on.

“Adelina, listen to me,” I said, keeping my back to the camera and window. Anyone watching might’ve tried to read my lips.

“Sas, we⁠—”

“Stop,” I ordered, and her mouth hung open. Fuck, I hated doing this now. “There are a few things you need to know about the business. The Colombian cartels going to war. The Rojas brothers with the Medellín Cartel are holding my toes to the fire. This jewel heist is their doing. They’re trying to overthrow the Barranquilla on the Colombian East Coast.”

“Sas, we can’t talk about this,” she said.

I glanced toward the camera. The red light was still off. We had a few seconds. “The Medellín wouldn’t put me in here, because it’ll undermine their plan. It’s gotta be bigger than them. And the Barranquilla are oblivious as far as I know. We gotta look deeper.”

“Sas.”

Shaking my head, I continued in a rush of breath, “Rafe is in charge. Your father will have three men, and the MC will have three too. I was supposed to be one of them. Most likely, Wilde will have to take my place, but with Wilde gone and me out of commission, the MC will be weak. That is exactly when someone will strike. Cartel, Mafia, whoever⁠—”

“Light,” she murmured, a scream to my ears. Her head bowed down and her hair created a curtain around her face.

Fuck, we had run out of time, and I hadn’t told her everything.

“Come here,” I said, beckoning her over.

Adelina flipped her hair over her shoulder, her mouth set in a thin line. How determined she was. Everything we said was now being recorded. We were on thin ice.

She walked around the table. The cops would break us apart soon, especially as I grabbed her body and pulled her close. I seized her mouth, kissing her with all the savage need I had pent up inside, then I pulled her into my lap.

I let my thumb wander over her upper arm, curious if—yep, there it was, the unmistakable little bar under her skin. Nuzzling my nose into her neck, I growled, “Good girl.”

“I don’t want to get pregnant, and after the bathroom incident during our rehearsal dinner . . .” She shrugged.

A groan rumbled through my chest as I pulled the weight of her onto my rock-solid cock. “I can’t wait to get out of here and fuck you into the next week.”

“Sas.” Her eyes fixated on the camera again.

“Let them watch.” My hand reached toward the hem of her tailored skirt. A garment I hated because it didn’t allow her to straddle me.

I sealed my mouth over hers again, wasting precious seconds, but shit, it felt good to have her on my lips again, and in my lap. She kissed me back, grinding down on my cock. So needy. I wanted to invade her cunt, to feel her lower lips clenching around me. Her body was so good that I almost forgot what I had to say.

“Keep kissing me,” I ordered in a low voice.

“I never want to stop,” she moaned, trailing her lips across the corners of my mouth. She tried to slip her tongue inside, but I pressed my lips together. If I allowed her in, she would really undo me. And I didn’t need cum in my pants.

As her lips reached my neck, I thrust my fingers into her hair and placed my lips at her ear. “You cannot trust anyone on the outside.”

“Sas,” she groaned, “please⁠—”

“Keep kissing me.” I pinched her ass, and she mewled, shaking on my body. “And listen.”

“You need to listen to the MC. They’re our brothers,” I said. “They’ll take care of you. Especially Graff.”

She jerked back, her eyes scanning my face, and I hated the distance. I thrust my hips up, the bulge in my pants rubbing against her thigh.

“Graff?” she asked.

I heard the hard boots against the floor and the clanking of the keys. We were out of time.

“And Rafe,” I said. “Graff—he is my ride or die. But I think Rafe is good shit too.”

“You’ll share me? Why?” she asked, scowling.

The door handle jiggled. Only a second more.

“Because I’ll never be able to give you everything you deserve,” I said, “so I’m glad they’re here for you.”

She gasped, “Sas.”

The door swung open, and the pig yelled, “Get off his lap now! You know the rules. Your father can’t buy your way out of this!”

Before Adelina stood up, the cop had his hand on her forearm, wrenching her away from me. I tried to reach for her, but the chains jerked me back. Pain split my skin, the metal drawing blood. I didn’t even blanch as the cop forced Adelina away.

“Take your filthy hands off her,” I roared, standing, but the shackles held me to the table bolted to the floor. I tried to jerk but almost ripped my shoulder from its socket.

The cop still had his hand on Adelina, pulling her toward the door, but my wife looked back at me, the determination shining in her eyes.

Yes, my wife.

My ol’ lady.

Mine.

“We’ll figure this out,” Adelina called over her shoulder. “I promise.” Then she was forced from the interview room, the door slamming shut behind her.


Chapter Six



Adelina

When I exited the Clark County Detention Center, the Las Vegas heat and sun drew sweat from my pores, but the heat sucked it off my skin as soon as a droplet formed. Guiltily, I shied away from the sky. What a cruel joke it was that I was free when my husband was in chains. It had shaken me to the core more than I thought possible.

I took a deep breath, sucking in exhaust. I coughed.

The sun dotted my vision as I searched for Rafe’s old truck. He had come with me to the detention center since I needed a ride, and all the motorcycles had been confiscated by the police—an incident that had Wilde twisted up in knots, if his pacing and repeated fuck yous to anyone and everyone keeping him here in Vegas were any indication.

“Adelina!”

Trotting down the steps, I veered left to meet Rafe at the corner. But he didn’t stand alone. Nor had he been the one to call me out. Graff, who had called for me, stood next to him, both leaning against the tailgate.

Every fiber of me told me to run to them and fly straight into their arms, but I was weary of the cops and the blow back it might cause for Sas. Also, God only knew who the fuck milling around might work for my dad. Instead, I walked down the sidewalk with my head held high. The too many uniforms milled about and eyed the leather-clad bikers as though there weren’t bigger criminal fish to fry.

Case and point—my father.

The cops did deserve a little credit, though. Even though Graff and Rafe stood on public property, it was likely they were packing as much as Sas had been. It would get them in the same amount of trouble for not having the proper permits in Nevada.

Like a magnetic pull and spurred on by what Sas had said, I joined my other two men. I stopped myself before wrapping my arms around them. Sas would’ve said holding myself back was a sign of weakness in front of the police, but honestly, I didn’t want anyone questioning what we were doing here.

We needed to get away.

“Hello, Graff,” I said, my lips buzzing with anticipation. The same way my pussy was sensitive again, rejuvenated after feeling how hard Sas was against my leg. For the first time in my life, I’d regretted dressing for the occasion.

My pussy, though. Damn she was starved, even though she had been very full earlier and thoroughly sated.

“Hey,” he said in a low voice. Sadness crept into his tone, and I knew this was as hard on him as it as on me.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, and he leaned back on his heels. “I thought you were with Wilde.”

“I asked to come to you,” he said. “With Rafe.”

My uncle gave a small nod from where he leaned against his truck.

“I’m happy to see you,” I said.

“Yeah?”

I nodded. “Sas would’ve liked to see you too.”

“Did he say that?” asked Graff.

“He said you two were ‘good shit.’ At least, I think was how he phrased it.”

They exchanged a glance before Rafe looked away. Someday, it would be the four of us, but I had two out of my three guys now.

I checked over my shoulder at the jail. “Let’s get out here.”

Rafe opened the driver-side door as Graff and I walked around the front of the truck. Our fingers brushed, and I so badly wanted to reach out and take his hand. But I restrained myself. There were too many people around, and the events of this day showed me I couldn’t trust anyone.

I still didn’t know who had framed Sas. There were too many options between the cops, the cartel, and my father’s capos. The schemes around here ran deep, and I wasn’t sure of all the players—something I would definitely have to rectify.

Having any conversations about what was going down was too dangerous to be had in public. Graff must’ve thought about the danger too by how he huddled his body against mine, hiding me from prying eyes.

While I didn’t see anyone staring at us, the hairs on the back of my neck stood on end. Eyes, so many of them from every direction, burrowed into my back, but I didn’t hesitate. Instead, I climbed into the front seat of Rafe’s truck.

Graff followed, and I became an Adelina sandwich between two thickly muscled men. That thought made the corners of my mouth twitch.

I had been in this truck once before today, but that had been in my teens—a lifetime ago. This was before Rafe’s stint in the Marines. He had been showing off his truck when he came to pick Caterina and me up from school instead of our mom. My younger sister, still in elementary at the time, had climbed all over the seats, leaving grimy fingerprints everywhere. The truck had been cleaned since, thankfully.

Rafe pulled away from the curb, and I glanced around him to get one last look at the jailhouse. Some part of me hoped Sas might have walked out the front doors, a free man, but Melanie Flemming had made it clear that wouldn’t be happening.

At the end of the street, Rafe threw on his left blinker—the way back toward the Parisi Hotel.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked.

“Back to the hotel,” he said, gripping the steering wheel so hard that his knuckles turned white.

I shook my head. “I don’t want to go back there.”

Not yet, anyway.

Maybe never.

“Where then?” he asked.

“Back to LA?” asked Graff.

“Probably not a good choice,” said Rafe, “until we’re clear on what’s happening with Sas.”

“I’m not suggesting it either,” Graff cut in. “But I’m not feeling the hotel either. Too deep in Mafia territory and around Massimo.” He shivered.

I agreed, but we would have to face my father at some point.

Although, I could hide from him for a little longer and pretend everything would be fine. With my emotions twisting my guts into a knot, my thoughts scattered. Tears still threatened to overpower me, and if those fell, it would just stoke the rage, pain, and confusion warring for attention inside.

I would fall into the depths, but there was no use in allowing myself to get lost in that maelstrom right now. I refused to be a victim to this inane situation or whoever orchestrated it, but I was very close to breaking. I needed a little more time before I donned the heavy armor again and become bulletproof.

“Take me to Lake Mead, that place you used to take Caterina and me when we were young.” I wanted to get out of the city. Away from the concrete jungle that reminded me too much of all the shit that led me to this point in my life.

“Stewart’s Point?” Rafe asked, cutting me a sideways glance.

“That’s it,” I replied.

Rafe let out a “Hrm,” then sighed.

I sensed the no coming.

“We’re supposed to be prepping for the mission.” His voice was low, like this was a secret between the three of us. Maybe he thought his truck was bugged too, perhaps by whoever framed Sas.

I hated it, but he was right. “I guess it can wait a day.”

Hopefully, by then, Melanie would perform a miracle and Sas would be out of jail.

Rafe continued, “Your father⁠—”

“Fuck my father,” I hissed through clenched teeth. “Will you really continue to be my father’s bitch after all this?”

“No.” Rafe raised his eyebrows at me questioningly. “In fact, I agree. Fuck Massimo.”

Damn. He wasn’t going to argue with me. I so badly wanted someone to fight with me because the emotions needed an outlet. I wanted to yell. To scream at the top of my lungs. When Rafe said nothing else, I turned to Graff, waiting for him to speak.

All he did was sling his arm around my shoulders. Of course he wouldn’t argue with me. He was too sweet for that.

“Onto Lake Mead, then,” I said, urging Rafe into action like we were on a white stallion instead of his janky old pickup truck that my father absolutely despised.

Rafe glanced through the window at the sun nearing the horizon. “Too late. It’ll be dark by the time we arrive, and you’re running on adrenaline.”

I dropped my head on the seat back and groaned.

Rafe’s hand landed on my thigh over my skirt. “As long as we don’t need to do anything to help with Sas’s situation, we’ll go in the morning, tesoro, promise.”

I laid my hand over his and my head on Graff’s shoulder. Rafe was right. I needed to crash hard, but something told me I wouldn’t be able to sleep. My brain reeled, spun like a tilt-a-whirl, until finally I landed on a supremely enticing idea.


Chapter Seven



Adelina

Just because I needed to sleep didn’t mean that I wanted to. I wanted to let the day go but not my guys, and yeah, I would be calling them that even if only in my head. And now that Sas acknowledged it, I had to figure out a plan for the rings I’d hidden with my under things for the right moment.

Rafe held my waist as he led me upstairs to the suite in the Parisi hotel. I’d once called this place home. These corridors and rooms, everything about the monstrosity of a building, I knew like the back of my hand.

Knew, and now hated.

Any and all good memories soured when I suspected my father’s hand in Sas’s arrest. No matter how many times we’d dismissed the idea in church, it still festered under my skin.

Graff trailed a step behind us, glancing over his shoulder. Without me—or Sas—inside what would’ve been our honeymoon suite, it seemed like a vulnerable, unguarded place. Whereas if Sas were here tonight with me—his bride—I’m certain it would feel like heaven.

“We should get some prospects up here to stand guard,” said Rafe.

Time to deploy my idea.

“You can stay with me,” I said, nearly pleading. Then, I met Graff’s gaze, wanting to make sure they understood. “Both of you.”

Even if he was the quietest, I would never leave him out. He gave a curt nod like he agreed.

Something flashed in Rafe’s eyes about me asking him to stay, like maybe he believed I truly wanted him. I did, but it was still complicated.

He shook his head. “I don’t want to go. I doubt Graff does either.”

“I don’t,” he agreed.

“I don’t trust my brother,” continued Rafe, “especially after today. This is his hotel, and he already has his cameras trained.” He glanced up at the dome hanging near the door to my suite. “Someone has to be watching, so . . .”

He left the last part off, the ‘so Graff and I shouldn’t be here’ part.

“Why not?” I demanded.

Rafe looked away when he spoke, “Because, Adelina.” His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Appearances.”

I barked a laugh at him, the full force making me puff out my chest. He worried so much about what others thought that he would allow me to be alone.

“I’ll call for the prospects to stand guard outside,” said Rafe. “They won’t bother you.”

So they would both leave me? And I would be in my honeymoon suite by myself, spending my first married night alone. Rafe was warring with himself—his eyes narrowed on the camera—but he wouldn’t fight to stay with me here, no matter how much I needed the warmth and heartbeat of someone beside me.

He wanted to be a good guy, and a good guy wouldn’t sleep with his niece. Or so he told himself. If he was so desperate to be away from me, I wouldn’t argue with him. But I needed comfort now. And strong arms to hold me.

I turned my back on Rafe, facing Graff. Some of the weight shifted off my chest, allowing me to breathe. “Will you stay with me?”

He hesitated the same as Rafe, but he was Sas’s best friend and knew better than most how Sas might react.

For fuck’s sake, I should’ve said aloud that Sas didn’t want me to be alone. Shouldn’t the fact that he sent Graff to me before the wedding be enough to make that clear to everyone? But I kept those words snugly to my chest.

“Please, Graff,” I begged, taking his hand. Charcoal stained his fingers from sketching half the day.

“Okay,” said Graff without looking at Rafe.

My uncle didn’t respond. I didn’t expect that he would.

Louder, and with his head facing the camera, he said, “I’ll stand guard for you tonight, Adelina.”

“I’ll see you two early tomorrow morning,” said Rafe in a small voice. “Adelina, it has been a long day. Try get some sleep. You too, Graff.”

Rafe gave me a hug, squeezing me tightly into his chest, then let go and walked away without another word.

Inside, Graff stayed in the living area of the suite while I went to the bedroom and slipped into one of Sas’s long tank tops. The armholes would probably leave my boobs poking out the sides by morning, but I didn’t care. I needed someone close. As I turned down the bed and crawled inside, it became clear that sleep was not in the cards.

I tossed and turned and then curled into the big bed alone, stacking the pillows in on one side and laying my head down. I forced my eyes to close and tried to imagine Sas beside me, but he would never allow me to lay my head on his chest and asleep. I flopped over, curling into a ball, as light leaked in from under the door.

Graff was there. Still up if the light was any indication. I hoped he wasn’t staying awake on my account, because he needed sleep as much as I did.

With a huff, I switched sides and punched the pillows off, tears building in my eyes at who should’ve been with me. I tried not to yell at myself for getting so attached to Sas. Hell, I didn’t remember when it had happened. Possibly when he was ripped out of my hands?

I cried because I wanted him here tonight, giving me the wedding present he promised. I imagined he would touch me, shove me down into the bed and enter me in one stroke, making sure I took him as deep and hard as the first time. He would lay claim to me, watching every one of my haggard breaths with his devilish, controlling eyes.

“Fuck,” I moaned, pulling up his shirt to get the scent of him in my nose, hoping it would lull me to sleep.

I’d chosen not to wear the lingerie I’d purchased for him, because I still wanted to see his reaction. If he would go mad and strip it from my wanting body.

Who was I kidding? A beast like him didn’t care about flimsy pieces of fabric. I knew he would like to rip the lace and leave it in tatters on the bed.

My fingers stroked my pussy, and I gasped. I hadn’t even realized my hand had drifted down, but I imagined it was Sas playing with me. Would he be rough and force me to come or would he toy with me to get me so far before snatching back his hands? Either way, I wanted it all.

I pinched my swelling clit then rubbed my slit harder, calling for the orgasm to come. I stifled a soft moan that slipped into sobs. I was crumbling for him.

I withdrew my hands before I came, shoving my thighs apart. Rafe had removed the vibrator, and that orgasm had been breath-taking. Eye-opening. But now I wished the egg-shaped thing was still deep inside me because it might’ve been the last piece of Sas that I had for a long time.

Tears ran from the corner of my eyes, and I tried to wipe them away before they splattered on the crisp white pillowcase.

Turning on the lamp, I grabbed my cell phone and opened the camera. When I turned it to face me, I gasped. Red splotches covered my chest, my eyes were swollen, and my cheeks were pale.

This was stupid. I was being ridiculous. But when I turned off the lamp again and curled into a ball, the light slipped in from the other room. Grabbing my cell phone, I climbed out of bed.

When I opened the bedroom door, I found Graff on the couch, knee propped up with a sketchpad resting on top and a pencil in his hand. An earbud dangled in his lobe. He glanced up, did a double take, and whipped his earbud out.

“Adelina, what’s wrong?” he asked, standing. “You’ve been crying.”

I might’ve laughed if it weren’t for the depressed exhaustion of the day. Graff was so concerned about me crying that he didn’t care that I was almost naked. Such a sweet man.

“I’m thinking about Sas,” I admitted, blinking the tears from my eyes.

“I’m sorry, Adelina,” said Graff. He rested the sketchpad and pencil on the arm of the couch. “Do you want to talk?”

“I was actually hoping you would take a picture of me.” I offered him my cell phone. “For Sas in jail.”

“Oh, yeah. Of course.” Clearing his throat, he took the phone from my hand. “Where do you want to be?”

“Here is fine,” I said.

He opened up the camera on my phone and then shook his head. “The lighting’s shit.”

Of course it was. The Parisi hotel—like all hotels—didn’t have the best lighting in the rooms, and since this little shoot had been impromptu, there were no photographer’s professional lights. Not even a ring light for a good selfie.

Though right now, I’d need filters galore.

“We should try the bedroom?” Graff offered.

“Yeah. There’s more light there,” I said, taking a step backward into the room.

Graff trailed behind me. The chains connected to his cut and jeans clanked. I always knew where he was, not so much from the noise, but the warmth of him. His patience and kindness pulled me in, like a magnet to my metal. Something I was constantly drawn to.

In the bedroom, his natural scent filled the space. Or maybe it was the soap he used—inky and earthy notes, slightly smoky with a hint of a cedar fragrance I recalled from my nonna’s old hope chest.

I turned on a few lamps. “Better?”

“Yes.” He stood near the dresser. “You should lay on the bed.”

“The bed?” I asked, heat burning my cheeks. I remembered how he felt, how he acted, his fingers inside me. And his cock before we’d come to Vegas.

“For the pictures,” he said. “For Sas.”

“I know who they’re for.” I stretched out on the bed, feeling ridiculous as I did it.

This was a bad idea.

I was like a bad porn star. I had never even sexted.

“Move your leg a little over,” suggested Graff, and I tried to follow his orders. “And put your arms down, lean back on your elbows. And your hair . . .” he trailed off, peeking over the screen of my cell phone.

“My hair?”

“Your hair.” He gulped.

“What about it?”

“It’s in your face.”

I brushed away. “Better?”

“No—yes. I mean . . .”

He walked forward and brushed my hair off my face, his fingertips whispering against my cheek. He tucked the chunk of hair behind my ear, and I pressed my cheek into his palm. He froze, like he was he caught, and I was okay with him frozen if it meant he would allow my touch.

We stayed like that for a few long seconds before he dragged his fingers down my jawline and raised my chin. Then he stepped back, raising the cell phone like a shield.

“Keep your chin up,” he said.

“What? You don’t want me to have a double chin?” I joked.

“You would still be pretty.”

I giggled, heat sparking on my cheeks.

“I love your smile,” he said, clicking the button on my cell phone repeatedly. I didn’t know how many he took, but eventually, he lowered his hand and stared at me.

The throbbing returned to my pussy, and I wanted him.

“I think we’ve got it,” he said, setting my cell phone on the dresser, and he ducked his head. “Let me know if there’s anything else I can help with, Adelina, but you should probably sleep. Rafe said he’ll be here early⁠—”

“Come to bed with me,” I blurted.

He paused in the doorway, grimacing. “I can’t, Adelina.”

“Why not? And don’t say because of Sas.”

“It is because of Sas. He’s your husband. It’s your⁠—”

“I know.”

“Then why are you doing this?”

“Because he said I could,” I answered in a small voice.

Graff peeked at me from the corner of his eye, like he was trying to tell if I was lying, but I wasn’t.

Forcing myself to my knees, I made my voice louder. “Sas gave me permission.”

It was like a light had been turned on in his head. Suddenly, he was sliding his eyes down my body, taking me in inch by inch. He lingered on the shirt as it slipped off my shoulder. Hunger darkened his eyes.

He focused on the swell of my hips, up my stomach, and curve of my breasts shadowed under Sas’s tank. And everywhere his eyes touched, my skin burned.

“Get into bed with me,” I repeated, moving to the edge and reaching for him. But I didn’t need to tell him again.

He pulled off his leather cut and then took off his jeans, revealing his underwear and under shirt. Both were tight to his body, revealing the tattoos curling around his arms and across his thighs. He had drawn on himself too many times to count.

I wanted to see all the tattoos, to take my time exploring them and tracing my fingers up and down him. To determine how he would stamp me next. Turning off most of the lights, he dimmed my vision of his tattoos.

He approached the bed and placed his hands on my body.

My breath hitching, I half sobbed as I said, “Graff⁠—”

“I’ve got you, Adelina,” he replied, and then his hands were peeling up the hem of the long tank.

“I want to see you, Graff,” I whined.

“There is more than sight, Adelina. There’s touch.”

“You’ve touched me before.”

He laughed. It was such a hearty sound. “Yes, I have. And I fucking loved every second of it. If I get my way, Adelina, I will never stop touching you.”

Then he grabbed my breasts, taking my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.

I arched my back, pressing into his hands.

Deep in his throat, he let out an appreciative groan and wrapped his arm around me, cradling me to his chest before he laid me down. Then he licked one of my nipples, and I hummed. It left me wanting more. I dragged my thighs apart.

“Would you ever get your nipples pierced?” he asked.

“Are you offering?” I chuckled.

“Do you want me to?” And then he bit me down on my nipple, and I whined.

The pain was immediate but soft, like he didn’t mean to hurt me or draw blood. Definitely not the kind of pain Sas would inflict. The sensation quickly faded as Graff dragged his tongue around my areola.

“Will it be like that?” I asked breathlessly.

“No,” he said. “It will hurt.”

“How do you know?” I asked, tracing the tattoos crossing his body to see if they left ridges on his skin. To my surprise, they were smooth.

“I did things when I was a kid.”

“Not anymore?” I reached for his chest, but he grabbed my hands, raising them above my head.

His hot breath and then his lips brushed my forehead, lighting me on fire. He started to kiss down my arms, then across my chest—staying away from my breasts—and then up my neck. Finally, I thought his lips would meet mine, but they never came.

“Why did you stop?” I asked, pouting.

“Sas would allow me to fuck you,” said Graff in a gravelly tone. “But you should save your kisses for him. At least for now.”

“But—”

Then Graff’s cock was at my entrance, sliding down my slit, distracting me from the almost kiss.

“You’re already wet, Adelina,” he said. “Drenched.”

“I was touching myself before,” I admitted.

“Did you come?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

I swallowed the truth and any lie. I had no explanation.

“Then allow me,” said Graff, guiding his cock inside of me. “Come for me, Adelina.”

He started to rock inside me, stroke after stroke, and my pussy clenched around him. I wanted to suck him as deep as the vibrator had been, holding him close so he wouldn’t go.

Please don’t leave me tonight, I wanted to beg. I can’t stand to be alone.

I needed this. I needed him and my guys.

He quickened his thrusts, leaving me breathless, as the pleasure built inside. I rolled one way and another, grabbing him where I could. I found his hips and held on, digging my fingers into his ass.

He barely left my cunt now, shoving deep and hard into me as I leaned back on the bed. He lifted my hips and shoved in deeper, demanding more. His ass flexed under my hands.

All the sensations in my lower belly quickened, and I panted. Moaned. Whined. Then said, “I’m going to come.”

“Yes, baby. Come for me, Adelina,” said Graff, working his cock deep into me.

“I’m going—” And then I unraveled, riding out my orgasm on Graff’s cock, as he gripped my hips to anchor me toward him. I milked him and took him in deeper until I was certain he would impale me.

And then he stopped, allowing me to be in the dark with only my spasming inner walls and his weight pressing me into the bed.

“How was it?” he asked after a long moment.

“So good.”

“Only good?” He tucked his hand between us and rubbed my clit like I’d insulted him with the mild compliment. Persistent strokes like he wanted to make me come again.

Instead of letting him, I dragged myself back and crawled to my knees, following the brush of his hairy legs and lowering myself down to the tip of his cock. I swirled my tongue around the crown.

“Adelina,” groaned Graff, “you don’t have to⁠—”

“I want to.” I sank my mouth down on his cock, dragging my tongue along the veins. I took him as deep as my throat would allow, bobbing my head up and down. He tried to raise his hips before I held him in place like he had with me.

When he relented, I worked him until his cock had to be aching.

“Adelina, stop. I’m gonna blow,” warned Graff, the strain evident in his voice and driving tension straight to my core.

I hummed and moved my mouth faster, bobbing up and down, swallowing him quicker, sucking harder. My pussy envied the fullness in my mouth, my throat, so I reached between my legs and flicked my clit with my free hand.

“Adelina,” he moaned.

I wanted to tell him to come, but that meant taking my lips off his cock. He was so rigid in my mouth I didn’t need my hand, so I cupped his balls.

“Shit, bella. I’m ah—” His head dropped backward, the beauty of his torso with the dim light glowing against the defined muscle and art consumed me. As I kept pushing him harder, I marveled at the gorgeous man I had under my control—the view of his clenching abs, rising and falling chest, all the way up to his neck and head had me mesmerized.

If it were the last thing I saw in life, that was fine, because I needed him to come apart for me. I adored every single grunt and groan he made. I wanted to show him how happy I was to have him here, so I didn’t lose myself tonight in desperate solitude.

With a howl, he came inside my mouth. His strong hips bucked, and his strength nearly knocking me aside, but I kept him firmly down. I took every last drop off his cum until my stomach stretched.

“Wow, Adelina,” breathed Graff. “That was . . .”

He didn’t need to say it. In fact, I wished he wouldn’t say anything. Drawing out his orgasm brought me to the brink again. I took him by the wrist, pulling him into bed with me. He snuggled up behind me, and I guided his hand down between my legs.


Chapter Eight



Adelina

While Graff didn’t speak, he did try to pull away, but I pushed my body against his. I curled my back into his front and held onto his arm as his finger dipped into my wet heat. I held onto his thick arm as his wickedly talented finger circled my clit.

My core was already clenching, seeking that flood of ecstasy just out of reach.

Graff kissed the back of my neck and whispered, “I don’t know what we did to deserve you, Adelina . . . bella.”

Hearing him call me beautiful in Italian sent me skyrocketing, the muscles in my body tightening and purring under his ministrations.

He kissed my neck again and continued, “You’re our perfection.”

I bit my lip and whimpered, my hips rocking forward as I rode his hand.

“A magical fit into our messy lives.”

“Oh, Graff,” I purred, losing myself in his sweet, sweet words.

“The puzzle piece Sas and I have been missing.”

“Yes, Sas!” I panted, my hips bucking now. “My husband.”

“Yes. And Rafe too.”

“Oh my God. Yes! All three of you.” My men.

Though it was very dim in the room, his breath on my neck and the friction against my tender core had me writhing and needing to let go. Desperate to feel my orgasm wash away the constant clashes in my life. Frantic for that moment when everything ceased to exist.

“Give us your pleasure, bella. For me tonight, but also for Sas.”

And I did. The simmering in my blood bubbled freely and came to a rolling boil, steam sending me soaring as Graff kept the rhythm even when I lost it. He played me like a harp singing to the heavens.

As I descended from the high, tears leaked from the corners of my eyes. All the stress and tension and the memories of my imperfect wedding day collided and then dissipated like a storm that’d run its course. A cleansing rain that left everything new and fresh, ready to face whatever came next.

I lifted my hand to the back of Graff’s neck, letting my fingers comb through the hair at the nape as I looked over my shoulder.

Our breathing mingled, our noses only millimeters apart.

I licked my lips, then softly begged, “Kiss me, Graff.” Before he objected, I added, “This was more than fucking, and you know it. Kiss me for you and me, but also for Rafe, and Sas.”

When he pressed his lips to mine, I felt his scowl, the way his face twisted with worry before he gave his all to the kiss. Together, we tumbled through a montage of emotion and grief. Of pain and healing. Of us.

* * *

“Adelina!” Rafe’s muffled voice filtered through my door.

Knock, knock, knock. True to his word, Rafe banged on my door first thing in the morning. “Adelina, you up?”

I groaned and rolled over, the weight of a thick arm still around my waist.

“Adelina?” Knock, knock, knock.

Graff groaned beside me, then trailed his fingers down my bare arm. “Better go before he busts in the door.”

I’d been sleeping like the dead—naked and smelling of sex—and I stretched like a cat in the sun.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Coming!” I stumbled out, wrapping myself in a blanket, and felt my way to the door. When I opened it, pushing the tangle of my hair out of my face, he held out a backpack with an insulated water bottle tucked into the side pocket. After I took it, he gave me a tray with two white cups from the hotel’s café.

“What time is it?” I asked in a sleep encrusted voice, hugging the backpack to my chest.

He ducked out of the room and grabbed a second backpack, placing it inside the door. “Six a.m. Meet me in the garage in half an hour.”

He started to turn away.

“Wait, Rafe.” I paused for him to look back. “Anything on Sas?”

“No change in the situation. Lanie says his arraignment isn’t until tomorrow, so we’ve got the day.”

“She’s up at this ungodly hour?” I took a sip from one of the cups, hoping the caffeine would get me moving if he expected me to be functional by six thirty in the morning. The perfect morning treat—a vanilla soy latte—with an extra shot coated my throat.

Rafe reached up and drew his thumb down my jawline, torment twisting in his eyes. “Check your phone. She texted us all sometime in the middle of the night.”

I yawned. “Isn’t there supposed to be some right to a speedy hearing?”

“It’s Sunday, tesoro.”

“Oh” was all I could muster.

“Get Graff up and you two get ready. Wear comfy shoes.” He hung his head and turned away.

“Lake Mead, still, right?” I asked.

Rafe glanced back with a sly smile. “Yes, and a couple surprises.”

A shiver started in my core and racked my body. Two of my three. I should’ve been thankful for that much, but it was hard. Still, it would be good to get away with them for a few hours and hopefully forget the machinations of the Mafia, cartel, and even the MC.

I admired Rafe’s stacked form as he walked away and the way his arms bowed from his body with his muscular back. It was so hard to believe he wanted me, and harder to believe my husband would allow it.

But I own it, Sas had said.

With a grin and knowing I would have to recount last night and the whole of today to my husband, I shut the door, ducked into the bathroom, and turned on the shower before going to wake Graff.

Less than an hour later, the three of us were sitting on the bench seat of the rusty truck while Rafe got us out of Vegas. He followed back roads rather than the highways as an ancient Lynard Skynyrd cassette tape played over the crackly speakers. We headed toward the lake. He took Lake Mead Parkway and veered onto Lakeshore Drive toward Hoover Dam.

“No Stewart’s Point?” I asked, confused why we were turning south rather than heading to the north side of the lake.

“Not today,” answered Rafe, a glint of mischief in his eye.

“The dam?”

“Nah. Better.” Rafe wore a smile that I hadn’t seen on him since his return from the Marines, like he was looking forward to something at long last.

“Okay, I’ll give you your secrets,” I replied, “because I like to see how whatever you’re hiding makes your eyes light up.”

His cheeks reddened. “Watch it, or I’ll turn around.”

“Man,” Graff interjected, “you’ve gotta learn to take a compliment.”

Rafe snorted, and Graff returned to his sketchbook. Every now and again he would glance up at the lake as though he memorized the view he was capturing on the page.

There wasn’t much on the way to the dam, but the views of Lake Mead were amazing. Away from the city, the rolling desert sprawled out to our right.

As long as I remained close to the city, it had always been easy to lose myself in the desert. The gently rolling hills topped with sage. The sound of the wind sweeping over the sand like the bristles of a broom. The flats speckled with cacti leading to jagged cliffs shooting into the sky.

I bet my father had “lost” quite a few people in the desert, but that’s not why I wanted to go. I wanted distraction.

The highway cut between the sea of sand on one side and the water on the other. Even in the early morning, the black tar shimmered with heat, and a mirage we would never reach danced in the distance. Rafe’s old truck rattled, and the air-conditioning wheezed, so Rafe shut it off and rolled down the windows.

The air was warm, but not scorching yet, and we flew down the lonesome highway. No motorcycles necessary.

The baby hairs around my face whipped into my mouth, and I swiped them back.

Graff’s thigh rested against mine for most of the ride. And his warmth calmed the itch to move as much as the desert did, but it also made me want something I shouldn’t when my husband was locked away.

Wherever we were headed, it was going to take far too long. The clothes on my shoulders itched, and I was ready to strip down to my suit before diving into the clear blue water. Hopefully, that would calm my want for the two men on either side of me.

We veered onto the interstate for a while until we passed the dam and then kept going. Eventually Rafe pulled off the highway and found parking near a trailhead.

I’d never been to this location, so glanced up at him. “What are we doing?”

He checked my feet. “Good choice.” Then he slid out of the truck and went around back to drop the tailgate.

Once we all had our packs secured, Rafe started walking, stopping at the large map and looking back.

I asked Graff, “Any idea what’s up?”

“No clue,” he answered, popping in one earbud, “but it’ll be an adventure, I’m sure.”

He took off too, and I followed. At the map, Rafe traced the trail. “It’s not too far, but I wanted to get an early start. Ready?”

Rafe led the way and Graff gave me an after-you motion.

“What’cha listening to?” I asked.

He held out the earbud case, and I popped in the second one. I hadn’t heard what Graff listened to in his private playlist, only the noise he played for the club. This had a unique and edgy sound, and the lyrics. I opened my eyes wide with surprise.

“Like it?” he asked.

“Surprisingly, yeah.” I pressed it into my ear to make out the lyrics.

His face split into a smile. “See I’ve got taste, after all.”

“It paints a vivid picture. The ground under feet. Losing yourself. Ravens.” It made me want to move, so I did. A little. “Who is it?”

“‘Dead Butterflies’ by Architects.”

Ah, there it was in the chorus.

“Hey,” called Rafe from the top of a hill up the trail. He held his hands out wide. “Coming?”

Graff tipped his head for me to go before him.

We hiked for about an hour, stopping every so often to down some water. The trail climbed into some rocky crags and descended between cliffs until we came to a series of pools, where Rafe stopped and dropped his pack.

There was absolutely no one else in the area, and the water in the pools was as clear as glass. A small waterfall drizzled over the boulders on one side. And amid all the rocks, there was even a tiny sandy beach.

I scurried over, dropped my pack, and kicked off my tennis shoes. They stayed in the sand and sun while I curled my toes into the loose grains, hitting the bedrock quickly.

My eyes fluttered shut, and I tried to let go of all the confusion in my mind as the day heated. Everything that happened yesterday collided, banging against my skull like the rattle of Rafe’s ancient truck. But this place, with these two men, and the clean water washed away the torment. If only briefly.

I had no escape from what had become of my life after my arranged marriage, and I didn’t even think I wanted to anymore. But I needed this pause more than I needed my next breath.

“Go on,” said Rafe, motioning to the pool where steam lingered on the surface.

I stripped out of my shorts and tugged off my tank.

“Adelina, wait!” yelled Graff somewhere behind me. “It could be dangerous.”

My whole life was dangerous. What was one more thing?

Rafe’s voice soothed him. “It’s not. This one is hot and the one downstream a little is cool. I used to come here to get away from, well, everything.”

The water warmed my legs up to the mid-calf as I walked in and turned around. “It’s perfection, Rafe! Why haven’t you told me about this place?”

“It’s mine. I didn’t want to share until . . .” He swiped his hand over his military cut.

“Until now,” finished Graff as he stripped off his boots and jeans then tugged his T-shirt over his head. “I’m going in.”

Rafe sat on a boulder.

“Aren’t you coming?” I asked.

“Not yet. Watch out though,” he said as I backed up. “It’s deep on that end. Over my head.”

I smirked at him. “I think we’re all in over our heads, but I’m a strong swimmer.”

Graff reached me and locked his arms around my center, dipping his head to kiss me under the ear. Despite the warm water, his hot mouth sent chills through my body all the way to my core. And then fire chased them away as my insides melted under his talented lips.

I started laughing, and Graff jerked back like I had slapped him. For some reason, I lost control, and the hysteria burst free from my throat. He didn’t release his hold on me, keeping me close to his chest. His breaths heaved and his cock hardened against my ass.

“What’s funny?” Graff asked.

“Nothing, really,” I managed through my giggle. “Everything. Rafe’s face. Yours.”

“My face?” Graff swept my hair away from my shoulder, and his breath gave me shivers. “Is this a joke for you?”

“No.” I pinched my lips tight, shaking my head. “No. This is a terrible situation.”

“Most of it’s terrible, bella. Has been for you since your father made this deal, yes?” He kissed my neck, distracting me. Then, he looked up, his stubble scratching my shoulder. “But not all.”

All the muscles in my body were weak, but I followed my sweet Graff’s gaze up to Rafe.

Graff held me from behind, almost supporting my weight, while Rafe stripped down to his trunks and waded into the water. A scowl tried hard to draw his brows together, but he fought it off and replaced it with a crooked, tentative smile.

I reached for him, not leaving Graff’s embrace, and Rafe waded over to us. His uncertain gaze flitted between mine and Graff’s. What had they talked about in this situation? Graff had pushed Rafe a little in the bridal chamber, and he’d made it clear that this was better than okay.

My gentle artist.

While Rafe still struggled, something had changed in him. It almost felt like one of his tethering strings had snapped. And between the tattoo stretching over his muscular shoulder and biceps and the smattering of dark hair disappearing beneath his waistband, I went weak under the vision of him. As weak as he was tormented.

The corners of my mouth flooded, and I wasn’t sure if it was watering for these two men, or if the knot in my guts would win out and have me barfing in this clear water.

Silently, I held out my hand to him, and he stopped a few feet away. The sun kissed his bronzed skin, setting it aglow as he hesitated. His eyes dropped to my open hand, and he waited.

Graff ghosted his lips over my neck, but I didn’t take my eyes away from Rafe. Hell, I wasn’t sure if I could. I watched as his eyes seemed to go out of focus, the way they always did when he let himself get wrapped up in his past—either his outcast childhood or whatever haunted him from his time in the Marines.

“Hey, Rafe,” I said on a breath, intent on bringing him back to me. To now. When his pupils narrowed again, focusing on me, I smiled. “Is this your surprise?”

He reached forward, at last, and laced his fingers with mine, but still kept his distance.

“One of them,” he said, his voice strained.

“Is this where you came when you told Papà you needed a day away?”

Graff’s hand came around my waist, warm and wet on the front curve of my belly, and he pulled me back into his chest. As hard as it was, I fought to keep myself whole, to not melt into him like molten chocolate.

Rafe gave a tight nod.

“You don’t answer to him,” I said, referring to my father. His brother. A man who expected too much from us both. “You know that, right?”

He let out a breath through his nose, blinking slowly. “Everyone in La Famiglia answers to Don Parisi, tesoro.”

I opened my mouth to tell him no. That I wasn’t going to abide by that anymore, but even I didn’t expect the words that slipped out. “We aren’t La Familia anymore, zio. We’re part of The Ridge MC.”

The notion made me shudder, shock running through every cell in my body when I realized that I truly believed the words with all my heart. When we had been dropped off in Bou’s shop, my father, Don Gambino before him, and all the posturing became part of our ancient history.

A muscle jumped in Rafe’s jaw, and I tugged on our conjoined hands. Truly, he was a rock, and I had no hope of moving him unless he consented, but I waited for that shift.

“Tesoro?” He searched my face.

For what answers, I had no guess.

I had to fight to stay lucid as I endured the torture Graff was still putting me through with his rock-hard body and cock pressing into my back. It was a good thing I was standing in water to hide how needy my pussy felt . . . how she wept for the pleasure she anticipated at Graff’s hands.

And Rafe’s too, if he allowed himself.

“Come to me, Rafe,” I said, almost an order, but still leaving room for him to refuse.

“To us,” said Graff, reaching out and latching his hand around Rafe’s wrist, just above where I held his hand.

Rafe’s eyes shifted between mine and Graff’s.

“You two”—Graff squeezed me as he paused, and I suspected he did the same with Rafe’s wrist—“You’ve been together for years. Not like this, but with how you read each other, don’t you think this is inevitable?”

“Rafaele,” I said on a breath. “You said yes after Graff left my bridal chamber when you let me taste you. When I got on my knees for you and swallowed your cum in my wedding dress.”

His abs clenched.

Graff groaned behind me. “Damn. I knew I was missing out.”

To Rafe, I continued, “And I said yes when I asked you to remove the vibrator, and you made me come. You brought us—Graff and me—here, to your special place.”

Behind me, Graff pressed his hips forward, showing me as much as telling us both, “You two don’t know how fucking hot all this angst is.”

“You’re a married woman, Ade⁠—”

“And my husband said yes!”

Rafe’s brows climbed his forehead.

But heat flushed into my cheeks as I added, “As long as I, um, tell him . . .” I covered my face, the shame of having to narrate everything to my husband making me not want to face others. I would do it, though, if it meant having all my men.

“No fucking way!” Graff barked a laugh, then shook his head with a small, knowing smile. “That controlling bastard.”

I looked up at Rafe to see his face getting quite the workout, and it made me laugh too.

“What?” he asked.

I rolled my lips between my teeth.

Thankfully, Graff answered for me, “She’ll have to tell him everything we do to her. He gets off on that kind of shit.”

I lowered my chin, looking up at Rafe through my eyelashes and hoping it didn’t chase him away. He dropped his head back on his shoulders, the sun casting his features in an amber glow. His fingers tightened on my fingers, and without his eyes on me, I dropped my gaze to his crotch.

And yeah, he was standing at full attention. Perhaps I wasn’t risking making him run after all. I still had no clue how to make this thing with the four of us happen. All I knew was how much I needed every single one of these men to complete me, to be the different people I needed in my life.

Rafe was so strong. So stoic. So reserved.

And I needed him to break for me.

“Rafaele, sei mio per sempre,” I told him. You’re mine forever.

His eyes burned with black, coal-like fire as he pinned me with them. “Sì, sempre.”

The words came out on a guttural growl, and he pulled on our joined hands. Graff anchored me, so Rafe’s body came to us. His mouth crashed down on mine as they trapped me between two walls of muscle, hard and hot, and I gave in to the want. To the emotional need and physical desire for both their cocks—one at my front and the other my back. I lost myself in the warm and slightly bitter taste of Rafe.

His kiss carried years of our trying to stay at arm’s length, but now, I had him wrapped in mine while Graff held me steady. Our lips tangled, tongues danced, and I wrapped my arms around him. One hand threaded into his hair and the other held on to his broad shoulders.

The hard ridges of him, of them. The pressure of their bodies against mine. The smooth, velvet-like strokes of Rafe’s tongue, and the wet kisses from Graff on the nape of my neck. This was who we were or who we would be.

Minus one.


Chapter Nine



Adelina

Graff’s thick hands ran down the length of my arms.

“You’re the sexiest thing I can imagine,” he breathed into my ear.

I leaned my head to the side, giving him more access, wanting more of him.

Rafe stopped kissing me and looked at Graff as though he needed permission. I took the opportunity to slide my hand down his six-pack and into the front of his swim trunks.

He groaned as I wrapped my fingers around his sizable cock. Wanting to see it free and glorious.

Rafe tipped his head back and moaned to the sky, letting pleasure take the place of his worries. And when he came forward again and looked at me with his forehead pressed against mine. There was nothing but years and years of desire written in his dark eyes.

“I want you,” I said. “All of you.”

In my ear, Graff whispered, “You’re not on birth control.”

I grabbed Graff’s hand and led it to my arm, showing him the rod under my skin.

“Damn, you’re nothing if not full of surprises,” Graff mused.

“I’m trying to be prepared.” I had to be when surrounded by three men, wanting them in a desperate, primal way that put all my gender studies college courses to shame. What had I become?

I reached up, grabbed Rafe around the back of the neck, and brought his mouth to mine. At the same time, Graff untied my swimsuit top. As he let it fall from my neck, I reached behind me to palm his cock as well, only then remembering exactly how thick he was.

Could I really take both of them? Without assistance? Lube or something?

Despite any stupid logistics, I wanted them both. Here and now, in this deserted area at this romantic pool that Rafe brought us to. A private place he shared with us, and I loved him all the more for it.

I wanted my men, and I would have them both inside me, one way or another. One step closer to all three.

Graff undid the tie at my back and let my swimsuit fall. It floated for a minute on the surface before sinking. I wasn’t worried because the pool was only waist deep.

Rafe dipped his head, running his tongue down my chest toward my nipple as he cupped one of my breasts. When he reached it, he circled his tongue around the perked bud, sending sparks straight to my core and making my pussy gush.

His other hand cupped the free breast, and then he moved his attention over to that side. I threw my head back and leaned into Graff, still holding and stroking his cock behind me.

As I pumped it up and down, the swim trunks he was wearing slipped down his hips, freeing his massive girth. I ran my finger over the tip, feeling the slick precum.

He was so ready.

I was so ready.

When Rafe released my breasts and came back to kiss me on the mouth, I grabbed his cock in my other hand. Longer, but not quite as thick as Graff’s. It was rigid as ever. Velvety smooth, hard, and slick at the tip as well. I kissed him hard, remembering the sensation of his cock sliding over my tongue and his cum draining down my throat no more than an hour before my wedding.

Behind me, Graff kept kissing along my neck, trading nips and licks and kisses with his lips. He slipped his hand into my hair and pulled backwards, driving a moan from my mouth and freeing me from Rafe’s kiss, only for him to seize my mouth with his own tongue. When he broke the kiss, his hot mouth went back to my ear.

“Tell me what you want, bella,” Graff growled.

My insides melted when he called me beautiful in my native tongue. “I want you both”

“What else,” he coaxed.

“At the same time.” I panted. “I want to lose myself in all the sensations you’re both creating in my body. I want us to be one. For you both to use me until I can’t tell where you begin and I end or vice versa. Make me forget, if only for a while.”

“Your wish. Our fucking command.” Graff slipped his fingers into my bathing suit bottoms and pushed them down my legs.

I stepped out easily. Leaving them to float. And then I said, “Now both of you.”

Obeying my every order, they slipped out of their swim trunks immediately. And then we all three stood naked in this little hot spring pool amid our private hot spring pool in the Nevada desert. I had lost my virginity bent over a table and tied down with all three of my men present. And this would be a new first.

I wished Sas were here too.

Graff backed up, pulling me with him. He sat on a rock, drawing me onto his lap. His thick, rigid cock stuck up between the V of my legs. Reaching around me, he stroked himself. And I licked my lips, wanting to wrap them around him.

“How the? . . . How is this gonna work with me in this position?” I asked, hungry and yet wondering how I was going to fit them all inside of me. My mind never wanted to shut off, even when I only wanted to enjoy this.

Enjoy them.

Graff chuckled. “Trust me.” And then he beckoned Rafe forward.

Rafe dipped down into the hot water, emerging with wet hair and droplets running in rivulets down his cut torso. He shoved both his hands through his hair to move it out of his eyes. Then, I basked in the sight of his naked, muscle-bound form as he strutted over to us.

Rafe’s eyes roamed up and down my body as I sat with my legs parted on Graff’s lower belly, leaking my arousal all over him. The pressure of his gaze alone made me wetter, needier.

But there was confusion in his eyes too. I had never done this, and neither had he. How were we going to all fit together?

I had to trust Graff, who I suspected understood how all this would work.

Graff’s fingers moved to my slit and started stroking. My head thrashed on his shoulder, and I started to lose myself in the sensations. I was so wet, so ready to come, so drenched with need for both of these men.

My men.

“That’s it, bella, you’re so pretty. You’re so sexy when you’re taking the pleasure we give. Isn’t she, Rafe?”

“Belleza perfecta⁠1,” Rafe growled.

Rafe returned his attention to my breasts. Sucking the pink perked buds into his mouth and then letting them go and blowing where he’d licked. All the sensations went straight to my core where Graff still toyed with me.

The cool air proved a sharp contrast to the sun beating down on us all. It made me shiver, and then it made me shake with need.

Graff’s hand between my legs almost sent me over the edge without their cocks even coming near me.

I whined, then whisper-begged, “Please.”

“Please what, bella?” asked Graff.

“I’m so empty,” I said between deep breaths. “I need to be filled.”

Graff looked up at Rafe. “Wanna take over for me here?”

Before I knew it, Rafe’s fingers replaced Graff’s and ran over my clit. And Graff was stroking his cock again. With his now free hand, he wrapped his arm around my waist and lifted me, positioning as thick head at my entrance.

My pussy yawned, ready to welcome him home.

“Ohh, fuck yes,” I uttered as he penetrated the tight ring of muscles.

The stretch burned so good. It filled me so beautifully. I had to breathe through the piercing sensation as my muscles and my core stretched to allow him inside. Once his cock was partway buried in my pussy, he let go of the base and held my waist as he worked me up and down, stretching me for him so delightfully.

I cried out as control flew far away. The long and ever-deepening strokes felt so amazing.

Rafe kept working my clit above where Graff was now fucking me.

“Oh my God, Oh my God. I’m so sensitive; give me a minute,” I cried out.

Graff paused, a strain to his strong voice when he said, “Breathe, bella, breathe. You’re so beautiful. So ready for this. You’re gonna come so good. Let us make you feel good and take away all the shit that’s gone wrong in the last weeks. Let us worship you.”

Rafe’s ministrations on my slit slowed, and my body started to adjust to all the stimulation.

Between kisses along my neck, Graff asked, “You want both of us, right?”

I wasn’t sure how to speak the words. So I licked my lips and swallowed and nodded. I had no idea how I was going to take both of them but damn it if I wasn’t gonna try.

“Come here, Rafe,” Graff said. And then he guided my hand to Rafe’s cock. “Gather his precum on your fingers.”

I did as Graff ordered, and Sas crossed my mind. If he was here, he would be the one orchestrating the show. He would growl orders, impale me with his cock, and take whatever hole he wanted. He would claim me as his own, bruising my body with deep thrusts that left me choking.

Unlike Graff or Rafe, he wouldn’t care how he bent me or made me cry as he used my tears as lube. And I would love every minute of it.

I would love him for it.

That thought left me breathless.

But I trusted Graff’s experience too, his softer manner that drew me closer and opened me up to him like I was a belladonna flower in spring. My pussy was his to expose, peeling back my outer lips as petals.

I touched the head of Rafe’s cock, the slick bead that was threatening to drizzle off the end. Then I turned over my hand, staring at the cum glistening in the sun.

“Now wet his cock with it,” Graff said to me. “Or do you prefer to get it wet with your saliva?”

I was a bumbling mess with all these sensations, but something told me my saliva would work better. I leaned forward. Graff, at my back and still deep in my pussy, didn’t move. But he steadied me so that I didn’t slip into the water. And I trusted his strong arms and how he held me as though I was something precious.

Running my hand down Rafe’s cock, I opened my mouth.

“Not a full blow job, bella,” Graff warned. “You’re only getting him wet.”

I let my mouth water. Hell, it watered anyway for Graff’s and Rafe’s cocks. And then I wrapped my lips around Rafe, almost smiling at the moan he let out. Allowing my mouth to water and my saliva to slip down his shaft before I took more of him inside. When my hand around his base was wet too, Graff pulled me back.

Then he motioned for Rafe to come forward.

Rafe stared at my cunt hungrily as he stroked his cock using my saliva. My pussy clenched around Graff.

“She’s ready for you, brother,” he said.

I gasped and tried to look over at Graff. Did he really call Rafe brother? When had this shift occurred? I was like a coach watching their player finally score the winning goal. Proud as hell.

But then Graff shifted his hips, reminding me of his thick length still inside me. It brought me back to the present and what I was doing with my uncle and husband’s best friend. As though I could forget. It had to be almost the size that Rafe’s hand was curled into a fist around the vibrator.

But it did make me forget about the details for the moment.

Rafe looked up at Graff. “Both?”

“Her body was made for us, Rafe,” said Graff.

I felt Graff nod more than heard or registered what he was saying, then the crown of Rafe’s cock touched my pussy below my clit and just above where Graff penetrated me.

I tensed.

Graff started massaging my shoulders “You’ve got this, bella. You want us both, and you’ll have us both. Now.”

I gasped. Every muscle in my body had to be a rock-hard knot.

“You can’t fight it,” said Graff in his soothing voice. “You’re going to have to relax and let us do this if you want both. C’mon. Breathe with me.”

“Damn”—my chest heaved—“you’re good at this.”

“I’ve been dreaming about it,” said Graff.

Rafe slipped his cock up and down my slit, gathering more wetness, both mine and his. And as he pressed forward, entering my pussy alongside Graff, I screamed out, forgetting what I’d been saying. Or if there was a reply.

Graff shoved his hands in the back of my hair, turned my head, and swallowed my scream. After owning my mouth, he broke the kiss. “You got this, bella. You’ve got it. Keep going, Rafe.”

“I can’t, I can’t, I can’t,” I bellowed, tears prickling my eyes.

Graff shushed me and combed his fingers through my hair, reassuring me that everything was going to be fine. “It’ll only be a moment of pain. Then, you’re going to love it, I promise. Let us love you this way.”

Rafe grunted as he pushed in deeper. And oh my God . . .

Both!

They were both there, seated in my sheath. Together.

Filling me, stretching me, and making me want to explode.

If anybody touched my clit right now, I would tip over the edge. The smallest amount of friction would send me spiraling.

Relax, relax, I kept telling myself. I wanted this more than I wanted my next breath. I wanted them to fuck me senseless.

Once Rafe was buried to the hilt, he leaned forward, bracing his hands on the rock on either side of Graff. His breathing came in ragged, harsh waves, and when he opened his eyes, they were dark.

Like he was seeing into the past again.

He didn’t tell me what happened to him. He didn’t speak about it to anyone. But I saw the hole he was falling into. I had to stop him. To not let him go so easily!

“Rafe,” I called.

He twitched.

“Stay with me, Rafe.” I patted his cheeks. “I ca . . . ca . . .”

I wasn’t prepared for him to go dark, and my thoughts were too incoherent to tell him that.

Graff still held me up, supported me.

“Rafe?” I pleaded.

After a second, he blinked himself back to me. To us. And then Rafe looked down at me. “Are you okay?”

More than okay, but I had no words. I only felt happy he came back to me—to us.

Breathing was even hard. I was so full, my pussy so stretched, so tight around both of their cocks. I was adjusting. I was. And I craved them. Needed the friction and heat and the sensation of movement. I needed it all now.

“Fuck me,” I breathed to them both.

Rafe slipped his hands under my knees, helping to hold me in place.

Graff moved, and I cried out.

And then Rafe moved, and I cooed even more.

Was a mess of sensation I was. Nothing except desire and chemicals and fireworks going off in my body. My thoughts were everywhere. All I could do was feel the muscle encasing me and the hard cocks stretching my pussy so wide, so deliciously. So perfectly.

Graff moved again and I screamed. Rafe moved, and I called out, “Ohh yes, oh, OH!”

Every feeling, smell, and sensation exploded and melted back together. Who was moving or how or why was a complete mystery to me. The stretch and the friction inside me, the building desire, the pressure collecting, all threatened to detonate.

Threatening to knock us all off this precarious rock. I held on and let them fuck me crazy. Their voices joined the mix.

They melded together, impossible to identify whose was whose.

As much as I wanted to focus, to see their reactions, my mind, body, and soul were lost in the waves of raw, blistering sex. Were they getting pleasure from this? Or was it only me? I was reduced to a ball of hormones and need and sparks and fuses.

When Rafe touched my clit again⁠—

“Oh my God!” My back arched. My body seized up.

Vaguely, I heard my screams echoing off the rocks, along with the moans of both of my men as they pumped inside me harder, faster. I came around both of their dicks. And I came, and I came some more, and I didn’t think I could stop the orgasm if I tried. My second orgasm chased my first, no time for aftershocks or recovery before I was on to the third.

No breaks, I was a ball of senseless flesh and cum, floating in orgasmic blissful sea.

In my ear, Graff said, “I’m gonna come too. So fucking ready.”

He grunted as he thrust harder, and his cock grew thicker inside me. Warmth flooded me and filled my cunt, leaking from my stretched pussy while Graff called out his pleasure to the cliffs.

Rafe pumped harder, again and again. Sweat gathered on his forehead and dripped onto me and the smell of both men surrounding me and the scent of our pleasure cloying the air. It was fucking intoxicating.

I was lost, floating as they used my body, and we became the one I wanted us to be.

Suddenly Rafe threw his head back and bellowed out to the clear blue sky.

Graff had already ridden out his orgasm, but Rafe’s body started jerking and thrusting into mine harder and faster, uncontrollably and then he stalled. Locked up in time, beautifully frozen in ecstasy.

I reached for him then, happy tears pricking in my eyes to see him come undone.

Afterward and after soaking away some of the aches that went along with that stretching exercise, I lay on the shore tangled up in Rafe’s and Graff’s bodies.

We were all covered in sweat and cum and sand, and I touched Graff’s chest. My fingers trailed across the tattoos that covered him. It was like no part of him was left untouched, even his cock and ass cheeks. Graff settled beside me with a warm smile. Although, his cock was starting to rise again. I wasn’t ready for another round, so I dropped my hand.

Someday, I wanted him to tell me about every tattoo that covered him, but right now, laying in the sand with Rafe still holding my legs, I murmured, “I wish Sas was here.”

“So do I,” said Graff, closing his eyes and wincing.

“He will be soon.” Rafe—surprising me with his acceptance for this situation, Sas included—brushed his knuckles up my calves.

I looked around at the deserted cavern where we’d spent most of the morning, thinking how easy it would be to lose someone here. “You two better promise to bring me back to him in one piece.”

Graff smiled down at me and winked. “Is that a challenge?”



1 Perfect beauty


Chapter Ten



Rafe

Driving back to Vegas seemed nearly impossible with the cockstand I still had going on in my jeans. That should’ve been impossible, but with the smell of Adelina in my nose, the thing wouldn’t stand down.

Flashes of Adelina naked on the sand and her body bowed between Graff and me as she came undone kept flashing in my mind’s eye. And holy shit, I never dreamed an orgasm could be so much more than a physical release.

Sitting with her feet in my lap and leaning back into Graff’s embrace, she slid a hand down the arm I had wrapped around her knees.

“Penny for your thoughts,” she said.

The memories of us in the hot springs brought a smile to my lips. One I never wanted to erase.

“They’re . . . indecent,” I said.

“Hmmm, yummy.” She stretched, arching her back like a cat in the sun, the arch of her foot fitting over my cock. “Tell me.”

I palmed her foot. “If you don’t stop that, I’m going to pull the car over and show you.”

Adelina giggled, the sound making my heart thud. While the flashes of her naked and curvy body bared under the sun drove me mad, I needed the images to go dark before any other unwelcome reels started creeping in. My stupid, broken mind wouldn’t relent, jumbling all the good and bad into a mess.

So, I tuned in to duty, my task at hand. I needed to focus on making sure we got back safely. The MC needed all the men it could muster.

As did Sas.

Adelina had been right. She and I had become fully part of the club. I didn’t know how this group-romance thing, or sex or whatever it was, would work out, but I planned to do everything in my power to give it space to grow.

Adelina’s body stretched between us did nothing to banish visions, though. The curves of her hips under my hands and Graff’s replayed in my mind—the moment I’d buried myself to the hilt. Damn, it had felt like coming home. She had always been my anchor, and finally sinking my cock into her had fulfilled every longing I’d known.

All the disdain I’d suffered from her Nonna Petra didn’t matter. All the violence I had witnessed and participated in beside Ivo Parisi and later with Massimo . . . none of it mattered when I was alone with Adelina and Graff, and soon enough, Sas.

Despite our duties to the club, I wasn’t ready to go back to Vegas yet. I wanted this perfect day to last, so I took the next exit.

Adelina arched a brow at me. “No Vegas?”

“Not yet.” I glanced left as I came to a stop and then veered the truck to our right, back toward Lake Mead, but on the Vegas side of the dam.

She didn’t question me further, but questions stirred behind her curious eyes.

“No questions, mia cara.” I didn’t even know how to explain my desperate need to be alone with her.

Or them.

Graff, who I was starting to see as an extension of Adelina, remained quiet and contemplative. His arm rested around her shoulders, but he stared out the window, tapping his fingers on the closed sketchbook in his lap. I wondered if he kept replaying the images like I did, but I didn’t want to shatter our comfortable silence.

After a couple minutes, I took another right and then followed a winding dirt road into a valley between two steep cliffs. Far enough from any passers-by, but another spot where I’d always been able to get away from La Famiglia when necessary. I cut the engine, and while the ruddy dust my truck had kicked up settled, we just waited.

Tension curled around my neck, strangling me, when it should be relaxed after what the three of us had shared at the hot springs.

I fucking craved more of it. Of Adelina and Graff.

And I don’t think I would’ve minded having Sas there, giving commands and moving us like pawns in his game. Graff was easy to share Adelina with, but I would have a lot to learn with Sas. Somehow, though, curiosity settled over me. How freeing, I mused, to have another person calling out the next move. No thoughts necessary. No plans.

Only feeling.

“Why are we here?” Adelina sat up and looked out the window as though searching for something magical. All there was desert for miles, maybe a few animals, but no people.

I reached into the glove compartment and pulled out my gun. “Time for your next lesson.”

Adelina dropped her mouth in an O, and Graff gave a curt nod. Then, he threw open the passenger door like he had been expecting this stop. I didn’t know how, because it had been impromptu for me, but perhaps we were all doing that same-wavelength thing.

“I’m all for shooting something right now.” Graff climbed out of the truck, pulled his piece from his back, and slipped in a magazine.

Our girl turned to me, drawing her eyebrows together. “Why now?”

I ground my teeth as I considered the heist we were planning. If it were under Massimo’s orders alone, I would gladly refuse, but Wilde had put his neck on the line by asking my brother for help. If I was truly committing to the MC, I had to stand behind the Prez.

“I’ll be gone,” I said. “Tracking diamonds or some shit.”

“Graff will be with me.” She flicked her gaze to him. “Right?”

I shook my head. “With Sas locked up, Graff, Wilde, and Teller will go as reps for the MC.”

“But you’re the MC too, that’s four of us to the three men Papà’s sending,” said Adelina. “The Don’s not one to give us the upper hand like that.”

“No. He’s not.” I stared through the dusty windshield. A muscle ticked in his jaw. “I am the middle ground.”

Graff strolled ahead of the truck, perhaps scoping out a place that would be good for target practice. Or he wanted to give us privacy, or maybe he trained the scene into his memory for a landscape piece he would paint later. The drama of the cliffs here certainly warranted capture.

“Soooo . . .” Adelina lifted her chin, inhaling like she now understood, and then she confirmed, “He’s still considering you one of his made men.”

I left that hanging because it was too heavy with the truth. “We may not always be by your side, tesoro.”

My jaw snapped shut as sounds and images and other sensations started to flicker through the back of my mind. I flinched as though the bomb were exploding right outside the truck.

“Rafe,” Adelina whispered, but I’d drifted back to the desert a million miles away.

The Kevlar vest weighed down my shoulders and the scent of unwashed soldiers cloyed in my nose, erasing the berry and coconut blend of Adelina’s shampoo and sunscreen. The weight of the pistol in my hand transformed to an M4 Carbine, heavy in my grip.

Somehow, I found my voice, trying to view her as a soldier rather than a lover I needed to protect. “You need to have enough skills to protect yourself without me or Graff or Sas around.”

“I don’t want to do this without you.” Sadness cracked her voice as she placed her hand on my cheek and turned me to face her. “Any of you.”

I blinked rapidly at her, clearing the haze that’d settled over my vision. My lungs expanded reflexively, drawing air deeply into my body as I forced myself out of my past and into my present.

To her.

“Stay here with me, Rafe. I can’t do this alone.” The fearful look on her face shredded me, but this was our reality.

“You won’t have a choice.” I reached for the door handle.

I wouldn’t leave her here without knowing she could hit a target if she had to. Angel was in Vegas with his ol’ lady, Lanie, and we’d asked the Warden to come to out too. She would have others in the MC around her, but I didn’t know either of them. The only ones I trusted would either be with me or sitting in jail.

This situation sucked ass, but I was going to make damn sure she was armed.

The dangerous part, though, she had that one in the bag. Even if she didn’t know it yet.

I slipped out of the truck, and Adelina crawled after me to the edge of the seat.

Her fingers grazed the back of my cut, which was too snug to me after being in the heat and my old truck with terrible AC. I shouldn’t lie to myself; it was Adelina that made me so warm. I went to the fucking Middle East and still hadn’t escaped her. Now—in another fucking desert—she still clawed at me.

She surrounded me, trapped me, held me hostage. She had me caught in her field of gravity, but I didn’t want to be free.

Adelina began, “Rafaele⁠—”

“No, tesoro.” I rounded on her.

She rocked back, snapping her lips shut. It would only be a second before she railed at me, so I turned on my heel, stalking away before we ended up in a full-blown argument.

“Don’t walk away from me!” Adelina jumped out of the truck and slammed the door.

She was still some distance behind me, but her boots stomped loudly across the rocky sand in my wake. Fortunately, with her short legs, she would have trouble keeping up with my long strides.

As I approached the spot Graff had found for target practice, he glanced between me and Adelina over my shoulder. His raised brows told me exactly how much I was fucking things up right now. Couldn’t he play martyr this time and throw himself between us? Distract her?

He read my silent plea, but he refused, holding up his hands and standing off to the side. Resigned, I threw a look over my shoulder.

Adelina had her gaze narrowed on me. When she’d been a kid, she’d always been happy around me, so I rarely had to deal with her legendary tantrums. And being away with the military, I missed most of her teenage mood swings. This storm she had brewing now was fueled with emotion, and I understood. All our emotions were running high, but shit happened.

Plans went awry. People died. Missions failed. I had seen it too many times in the Middle East and had too much blood on my hands. I wouldn’t add hers to the mix.

With Adelina still yelling at me—drowned out by the blood rushing past my ears—I raised my gun and pulled the trigger.

BOOM! The first gunshot was always the worst.

I pulled the trigger again and again, until the booms turned to pops, and then clicks. Every one of them numbed by the adrenaline rushing through system.

Graff handed me another magazine, and I aimed at a can sitting on a rock. My shot blew it back but left its brother sitting untouched.

The bullets ripped through the rock and sand, and if someone stood there, their body would be riddled with my ammo. Their blood everywhere. Their body rippled and torn open; flesh splayed apart. The vultures wouldn’t care about the sound when they smelled death.

Lowering the gun, I checked the number of bullets remaining and then held it out to Adelina, who stood only a few feet away. I had apparently managed to silence the fire in her with my gunfire. But she hadn’t let the topic drop yet.

“Your turn,” I said, motioning her over.

She’d shot with me before, on the first day I’d kissed her. Then, it had taken her time to grow comfortable with it—because she found no purpose in using a gun—but she now stood a few feet away, reaching for the gun like she would rip it from my hand.

She raised it, aiming for the can next to the one I had slaughtered.

“The safety isn’t on,” I began, but she squeezed the trigger.

How quickly she’d aimed and fired seemed impossible. The first two shots went wide, but then, the red can went flying. Booms and pops rang out, ricocheting around the canyon. The echoes rumbled like thunder. She continued to pull the trigger, like I had, even after the magazine was empty.

“More.” For the first time, her demand sounded less like a petulant child and more like the queen she was becoming before my eyes.

“There are more ammo in the truck,” I said, taking the gun from her.

I’d expected her hand to tremble like it had last time, but all the shit she’d been through over the last few days and weeks must’ve hardened her.

She turned to Graff, holding out her hand expectantly, but he didn’t hand over his gun.

“I want to shoot,” she said to him like it was an order.

“I see that.” He squinted to where the bullets had landed in the sandy mound behind the rock where the cans had been. “But your aim is shit.”

“I hit the fucking can, didn’t I?” Adelina crossed her arms, and I winced at how much she sounded like Sas.

“I’m not letting you fire my gun just to let out your frustration,” said Graff. “We’re not wasting more bullets.”

“Then what the hell are we doing here?” said Adelina, planting both fists on her hips.

“You need to learn control. Aim is critical, even when angry,” said Graff. “If you’re ever in a situation with multiple targets, you have to think straight. And focus.”

He flicked his gaze to me like I would help, but I left him hanging mid-argument with Adelina. He was right, and I normally would never be so careless with a gun, but I’d gotten wrapped up in the jumble of my past and present and the fact that I was certainly going to have to leave Adelina soon.

Also that I was going to have to put on a mask with my brother to make him believe I was still one of his made men.

I wasn’t.

Never would I be his man again.

The whole of me belonged to Adelina, but I had to make certain we got ourselves out of this shitshow alive.

I went back to my truck for more bullets. Adelina and Graff carried on behind me, but by the time I came back, reloading my gun, Graff had won over. He stood behind Adelina with his feet spread wide, a position that brought him closer to her height. Her small curvy body nestled into his muscled and tatted form. He had his arms lined up with hers, teaching her how to aim better.

Adelina peeked over his arm at me. “What else do you have in your truck?”

I drew my eyebrows together. “What do you mean?”

“Bottles, cans, you know,” she listed. “Shit to aim at.”

I made another trip to my truck and returned. By the time I made it back with a garbage bag full of plastic bottles and cans, Adelina had calmed down. She melted into Graff, allowing him to embrace her from behind.

I placed the targets again, and we returned to practice. Adelina got slightly better, and Graff and I showed off a little. He hit one of the cans and then I shot it out of the air.

“Let me try that.” Adelina held out her hand for my gun.

“You’re not that good,” Graff challenged.

“Let’s see,” she said, daring him to fire again.

“Have it your way. Ready?” He aimed.

“Yup.” She lifted my gun.

Graff fired.

She closed one eye and squeezed the trigger. The can popped up into the air from Graff’s shot, but then fell to the ground, unscathed by a second bullet.

Graff smirked. “Told you.”

“Again,” she ordered.

Her second shot went wide too, and I stepped up behind her, not bothering to hide my hard-on as I pressed my front into her back.

“You have to anticipate how the target will move,” I said, desperately trying not to focus on my already weeping cock.

Adelina wiggled her ass and glanced over her shoulder, her eyes like molten chocolate. “Mmmm. What can?”

I pinched her side, and she squealed.

“Didn’t you listen to Graff?” I asked. “Focus even if there are distractions.”

“Right.” She licked her lips, and my knees went weak.

The memory of her mouth around my cock gripped me, and now I was the one getting distracted.

“Are you hungry?” I growled in her ear.

“Famished.”

Graff cleared his throat.

Fuck. I had to focus too. “Tell you what . . . knock the can out of the air and I’ll let you taste.”

“Let me, eh?”

Yeah, I didn’t know where that came from either, and it sounded very Sas, but I bit down and gritted out, “Yes. Let you.”

“Are we fucking or shooting?” asked Graff. “Cuz I’m up for either.”

“Shooting,” I said. Then to Adelina, “Watch the can and aim about a foot above it.”

She nestled her ass against my cock, and as hard as ignoring it was, I tried.

“Eyes on the sights, tesoro. Graff, fire.”

He pulled the trigger, and as soon as the can leaped off the rock, I raised the gun so she could follow my aim. At just the right height, I pulled her finger and the trigger all at once.

BOOM!

The can flipped to the side and rebounded off the cliff face. Adelina let out a delighted shriek.

“Your turn.” I let go of her hands, placing mine on her hips to keep my dick against her ass, where he wanted so badly to be.

“Rafe,” she admonished.

“Distractions, tesoro.”

“Graff,” I prompted, and he fired.

Adelina repeated the shot I made and grazed the can. She did a little dance against me, and I groaned.

She placed the gun on a rock next to where we stood and turned to me with a smirk. “Dinner time.”


Chapter Eleven



Rafe

Adelina unbuttoned my pants before sinking to her knees. Before I knew it, she had my cock freed and was licking her lips as she ran her thumb over my slit. Her doe-like eyes flitted up to meet mine, and I was lost as soon as her tongue flicked out to lick my precum from her thumb.

I tipped my face up to the sun and let out a long groan before focusing on her again. “You’re going to kill me.”

Graff joined us. “Death by orgasm. Can’t think of a better way to go.”

“May I?” Adelina asked in her sweetest voice.

“Tesoro, you’re not going to have a choice before long.”

“Wait,” called Graff. “Stand up.”

She did, looking at him with confusion, but leaving her right hand circled around my length. It took all my willpower to hold still, to not fuck her hand as Graff circled around behind her. While holding her hip to keep her legs straight, he pushed her forward. She hinged at the waist, her face coming level with my aching dick.

“Go ahead,” Graff ordered.

Thoughts about what he was doing evaporated as her warm, wet mouth and tongue working the underside of my cock. Shit, I was acting like a boy in my late teens with this recovery. I’d come twice before, but my balls were tight with the need for another release.

Graff slipped his hands into the elastic at her waist and freed her from the shorts and swimsuit bottoms she still wore. He dipped his hand down behind her ass. “Damn, so fucking drenched.”

Adelina moaned around my cock, and I had to bite down to keep from becoming two-minute Tim and losing my load before we even got going. Instead, I slipped my fingers into her dark hair and gathered it away from to watch her face as she sucked me into her throat, hollowing her cheeks.

Then, she opened her throat and took me even deeper.

“Holy shit.” I panted. Where the hell had she learned to do this so fucking good?

Graff worked Adelina’s pussy with one hand while he slipped his trunks down and let his heavy cock pop free. He gathered her juices and stroked himself, and damn, he was thick, the head nearly purple.

Adelina pulled back, catching my cock with her hand when she turned her head and pleaded, “Graff, please. I need to be full.”

“You will be, bella, so soon. But you’re not finished there.” He nodded to me.

Her hand worked up and down my length, and I wrapped her small fingers in mine, quickening the strokes. She brought her lips back, licking them before parting and allowing me back inside.

“Fuck,” I said on a breath, then sucked in another gulp of air, willing myself to last.

Graff stroked the crown up and down her slit again and again until he seemed satisfied and then latched onto her hips and drove into her, hissing through his teeth.

“Damn, you’re so tight, pretty girl,” he said.

She froze for a second.

“You’ve gotta relax. Let me in,” Graff coaxed.

And then she did. Adelina moaned on my cock again, and I lost control. My hips started bucking, my forward thrusts driven by need and desire and more for this woman. I held her head as I fucked her face, craving that moment when I would find my release in her. Needing all of this. Us—all three of us—and whatever semblance of love we might find in this bonding.

Adelina’s body was going lax, quickening, and Graff held onto her hips as he thrust into her at the same rhythm I drove into her throat.

Adelina’s hands dropped to my thighs, bracing herself, and I held her head steady.

Graff’s eyes locked with mine. “She’s gonna come,” he said between breaths.

She let go of my thigh with one hand and reached back to toy with her own clit. I growled, wanting my hand there instead. By the guttural sound Graff released, I’m sure he wanted the pleasure as well. Neither of us wanted to let her go. Or would. All we managed was to ride out our ecstasy with this beautiful girl stretched out between us.

Adelina, too, sat on the verge of losing herself to the gratification we were driving from her body.

I growled and fucked her face harder, the last threads of my control snapping.

She mewled around my cock, and then her orgasm ripped through her body so hard it made her throat clench.

“That’s it,” said Graff. “So goddamn pretty when you come on my dick.”

He kept fucking her, a muscle jumping in his jaw as I watched his tight expression.

With a couple more strokes into her beautiful mouth, I let out a long, low growl as I fucking came, my cum washing straight into her belly.

My eyes drifted shut as I soared and then floated down from the high, my cock twitching and spurting into our gorgeous little princess. Graff waited for me to recover and then his body went rigid too. He roared his orgasm so loudly it echoed off the cliffs as my cock finished emptying itself into Adelina’s throat.

She panted through her nose, her eyes closed as she still trembled in our grip. I pulled out as soon as I gained enough control, holding Adelina under the arms while Graff’s release ran its course. Dropping to my knees, I gave her my shoulders to hold on to. She wrapped her arms around my neck, clawing at me to bring me closer.

“Kiss me, Rafe,” she begged.

I slanted my mouth over hers, tasting my saltiness on her tongue. The tang of it made me kiss her harder as though I would crawl inside her. I brought a hand up to cup her face, brushing away the wet tears on her cheeks. My kisses grew softer, sweeter, more sated.

Breaking our kiss, I asked, “Are you okay?”

“Better than.” Her eyes sparkled, and I needed to taste her again.

Graff lowered to his knees so that she was sitting on his lap, his cock still buried inside her. Meanwhile, I showered her with long, deep kisses until Adelina pulled back and rested her forehead against mine. After a few breaths, she whispered, “I think I’m a little in love with you, Rafe.”

I chuckled, unable to believe that possibility. “It’s”—I furrowed my brows, because that stabbed me right through the chest—“too soon.”

“It’s not. You’ve been with me all my life,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with me loving you. Nothing unnatural, and you fucking deserve all the love in the world.”

I wanted to tell her I loved her too, but I the knot in my throat wouldn’t allow words to pass.

“It’s okay,” she said, running her hand down my jawline. Then she planted a sweet kiss on the corner of my mouth. “I know.”

As though she knew how close to tears I was, she turned and smacked Graff playfully. “Help me up, would ya?”

A tear rolled down the side of my nose, and I swiped it away. She was giving Graff a tender moment too. I turned away to dress, now in more awe over the capacity this woman had to draw us all in and show us all how deeply her need and desire for us ran.

We cleaned up, and I drove us back to Vegas. We had to go back at some point, but I still didn’t push the pedal down very hard. In fact, cars passed us left and right.

The windows were cracked, allowing in a cool breeze. Graff had whipped out his sketchbook, and Adelina had her chin resting on his shoulder. She dragged her finger across the lines of one of his sketches.

The one showing on the page seemed abstract. I didn’t think he even knew what he was drawing half the time. It was like creativity took over, and he went with it. I never had such talent.

Then again, any art I may have attempted would’ve been beaten out of me by my father at a young age. The Mafia enjoyed beautiful things, but we were never supposed to be the ones to create.

Adelina drew her hair back. It smelled of the sex and the outside but still berries from her shampoo. She’d never been a perfume wearer like her mother, Neomi, or her sister, Caterina. Thank goodness, because I much preferred her clean and slightly fruity scent.

“Is this why you always have a sketchbook handy?” asked Adelina, turning the page.

“I have to practice, or I’ll get to be a shitty tattoo artist.” Graff laughed. “Rafe, when we doing your sleeve?”

I glanced in the rearview mirror as a car came up on us. It passed us quickly on the highway. “I’m still not sure what I want.”

“What did you want before?” asked Adelina, flipping back her unruly hair. It flew everywhere around her with the windows down.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“You have to know,” she pushed. “You can’t want a generic sleeve.”

“I trust Graff. He should draw up something.” I shrugged, a bit shocked those words fell out of my mouth.

Trust wasn’t something I gave easily after my upbringing and time in the Middle East, but I did trust Graff. A lot. Maybe too much.

“You have to give me something to go on,” said Graff. “It’ll be part of you forever.”

I snorted. “How much did you consider each of the tattoos on you before you made them permanent?”

Graff let out a howl of laughter. “Fair point. But I’ll cover them up if I get tired of them.”

“You could do the same for me?” I suggested.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea for you, Rafe,” said Adelina, and I raised my eyebrows to her. “Graff’s tats are him wearing his art. Yours should be different. More you.”

Her voice wasn’t accusatory. However, it still scratched at me and made me wonder what other comparisons she drew in her brain. Did she like one of us better than the others?

Surely, she had to like Sas the most—he was her husband. But Graff was caring. Sweet. Happy. It’s possible he even covered himself in tattoos to cover up the fact that he was so happy and carefree.

The easiness in him certainly wasn’t the norm around the club.

After musing a moment, Adelina said, “None of you are alike.”

Her tone almost sounded absentminded as she leaned back into the bench seat and wiggled around like she was trying to get comfortable.

Graff nudged her. “Don’t say it like it’s a bad thing.” He wore one of his kind smiles again.

“It’s not.” She laid her palm against his thigh and her other one on mine. “Not a bad thing at all.”

I cleared my throat as Vegas came into view, a disturbing reminder of what we were driving back into. “What are we going to say to your father about our little situation?”

“What situation?” she asked nonchalantly.

My mouth opened, ready to explain, but the words jammed in my throat again. What situation did I mean, exactly? The four of us or that he would have to accept the fact that his little brother had a thing for his daughter?

Adelina narrowed her gaze on me, anger flashing in her eyes. “I don’t want to talk about Papà.”

I began again, “He will⁠—”

“Do nothing! We’re not going to tell him anything about us. He doesn’t have any goddamn right to know.” She slumped back in the seat, crossing her arms. “And why would he give a shit?”

“Your father will⁠—”

“Just fucking stop, Rafe!” She balled her hands into fists, and Graff took one of them in his large hands. They took deep breaths together, and finally, Adelina said in a calmer tone, “I will deal with my father. I’ve been dealing with him my whole life, so that’s nothing new.”

I swallowed. She hadn’t been the only one dealing with Massimo Parisi her whole life.

“I can help too,” I offered.

She gave a curt shake of her head. “You focus on getting the diamonds and coming back to me in one piece.” Her bottom lip trembled; she was too close to falling apart again.

Where was the unbreakable girl I once knew? At the time, she didn’t have anyone besides her sister to care about. She had been selfish and preferred to stay away from everyone, as though she would catch the plague from them. But, if she was seeing the same things I was, she had to hope. To see that family had broader meaning and depth than Massimo and Ivo imparted.

Yeah, hope was there, hovering in the darkness. Not only for what was growing between the two of us, but Graff and Sas too. Finding the MC as well—a family to replace La Famiglia once and for all.

I’d changed too, but I didn’t know yet if it was for the better.

I was a broken man. Shards that’d been glued together with school paste rather than something hard like epoxy. Sas had a hardened shell, but hard things broke too. I just didn’t know what kind of hell he’d seen. Then there was Graff, who wore his past openly, but there was more to him that I couldn’t place yet. Like he was constantly trying to create a new version of himself.

It was wrong for me to need Adelina to be strong, but it wasn’t only for me. Or Graff or Sas. She needed to do it for herself because with everything she faced—deployment, jail, death, whatever—I feared she might end up with only herself.


Chapter Twelve



Sas

Metal clanged, the sound slicing through my grogginess, and my eyes snapped open. It had to be early, maybe even the middle of the night, but I had no fucking way to tell. No daylight or darkness in this dull gray cell. No windows. No view of doors. We had to be in the goddamn bowels of the building.

I craned my neck to look around and up at the door. A police officer, one I hadn’t seen before, escorted a slumped figure into the cell. The pig grumbled something about a noxious stench under his breath the whole time and then almost threw the drunk on the cot across the way.

My head throbbed with the remnants of sleep, and I rubbed my eyes, trying to clear the haze.

“What time is it?” I asked, pushing myself up from the cement slab they called a bed.

Yesterday had driven me stir crazy, locked in here with no one and nothing to keep my attention. I’d counted every one of the 523 ½ bricks in the wall across from my bed. Thank fuck my arraignment was set for nine today.

“Just past seven,” the officer grumbled, giving the new guy a final shove before stepping out and locking the gate back into place. “Sleep it off, asshole.”

The officer, however, didn’t immediately leave. Instead, he stood there, glaring down at me with beady eyes. The details of his face were obscured by the way the light cast most of it in shadow, but his eyes almost glowed. It gave me the sensation of razor blades grazing across every inch of my skin.

I wasn’t about to flinch away from the pig, though, so I winked, waved, and blew the bastard a kiss.

Nothing.

Fuck, couldn’t a guy have a little fun around here?

The drunk staggered to his feet, leaning heavily against the wall and leering at the cop. His body swayed, and for a moment, I thought he might puke. The familiar stench of cheap booze clung to him, the kind so astringent it flavored the air and burned my nose.

“Great,” I muttered under my breath, eyeing the guy.

“Get to know your new friend, Tate.” The officer laughed before leaving, the sound of jangling keys echoing off all the cinder blocks and steel.

My new cell mate gave up the fight then, and slumped down on the opposite cot, his head hanging low. He mumbled, but it didn’t even sound like words. More like the chuffing and snorting a wild hog would make. This kind of company was exactly what I’d expected from the beginning when I’d been thrown into the clink in Vegas—someone, or many someones, brought in after a wild weekend.

How many fuckers had had their vacations end this poorly? Idiots who went sloppy when they met a bottle of booze or stupid when a joint touched their lips.

I almost dismissed him entirely, but his eyes flashed up at me with a sharpness that didn’t match the act. Only for a second before he rocked to one side and then the other, his Adam’s apple bobbing like he was trying to hold in the contents of his stomach.

“Aim for the fucking can if you’re gonna spew.” I motioned toward the shitter.

More than half of me hoped he would black the fuck out. I was trash when it came to conversation, but in the tight space and bored as sin, I couldn’t keep my trap shut. The tiny cell that I’d had to myself for a day and a half seemed to shrink around us, as though it, too, squeezed the words from my throat.

There was no avoiding it.

“Rough night?” I asked, leaning back against the wall.

He didn’t answer immediately, just sat there, swaying a little. I was about to write him off when he lifted his head again, his eyes meeting mine with perfect clarity. The transformation happened in an instant, like a flipped switch. His posture straightened, the drunk melting away.

This guy was playing a role.

The man looked around himself, pressing a palm into the stained, flimsy mattress. “Looks like yours was rougher, mijo,” he said, his voice suddenly sober and measured.

My guts clenched, and I narrowed my eyes at the man. “You sober up real quick.”

“A little tequila goes a long way.” He sniffed his forearm. “’Specially when spilled.”

I would have to thank someone for the orange jumpsuits if he’d doused himself in tequila. Still . . . why?

With a quick glance at the cell gate, I turned back to him. “Who the fuck are you?”

He smirked, a slow, calculating curve of his lips. “Name’s Miguel. Figured I’d crash here for a bit. Got some time to kill, yo.”

Everything about him was too at ease, too in control for someone picked up on the street or dragged in from a bender. He leaned forward, pinning me with a sharp, black stare. It was the kind of look that said he was seeing right through me, peeling back the layers I wore like armor. A chill crept up my spine—the kind of sixth sense that said I’d landed in the middle of a game I didn’t understand.

I didn’t like it. Not one bit.

All the faces in the club that’d come to LA started spinning in my mind, and then the gears stopped when Adelina’s face flashed in my memory. Her face twisted in pleasureful torture as I’d made her come at the altar. Her body under my hands in the powder room.

This man had something to do with the club, possibly the cartel.

Or the Mafia.

Adelina. The thoughts of her clogged my chest, and I tried to breathe through them.

Hell, maybe this guy’s presence was for some other purpose entirely. But one thing was clear—he wasn’t here by accident. He was playing a careful game, and here I was, un-fucking-prepped.

He held his hand, rubbing the spot where a ring would be. But there was no visible indent. “Funny thing about diamonds,” he said casually, as if we were old friends chatting over coffee. “Especially the ones that don’t make it to their destination.”

My mouth soured, but I kept my face neutral and played dumb, nodding to where his hands twisted idly together. “Missing your wedding ring?”

His finger, however, didn’t have an indentation. I glanced down at my left hand, not seeing one there either—yet. My black ring was probably in a plastic bag in a locker somewhere. Tagged, bagged, and catalogued.

“Ni puta ni esposa. ¿Verdad mijo?⁠1” he said.

“I don’t fucking speak Spanish. Mijo,” I replied, though I recognized a little. Still, I didn’t want to discuss my wifey with this asshole.

“No whores for me, amigo. No wife either.” He lifted one brow. “Pero diamantes.⁠2“

“You lost?” I asked, throwing my hands out to indicate the cell. “This ain’t no goddamn jewelry store.”

Miguel chuckled, a low, amused sound. “Sure, play it that way. But I’m guessing El Tigre didn’t find it so funny when his”—he glanced to the gate and lowered his voice—“product got destroyed. Whole lot of profit, up in a cloud of smoke.” He spread his fingers away from his temples like they were exploding.

My mouth went dry. No way this random fuck should’ve known about the drugs that the Mafia had destroyed or the diamonds I was supposed to intercept. Miguel was fucking cartel.

“What do you want?” I asked, my voice low and honed like a blade.

I had no patience for games, not with my arraignment looming and the club scrambling to fix my mess. The muscles across my chest and back went rigid with that thought. My brothers left out there to face the dangers of warring cartels and the Mafia while I rotted behind bars.

Miguel leaned back, crossing his arms. “Not what I want. What El Tigre and his compadres want. And right now, Sas, let us say your club’s clean-up job isn’t exactly impressing the boss man.”

I clenched my jaw. “My club’s handling it.” At least I thought they were. Shit was well in motion when the cops had busted my wedding.

Miguel shrugged, unconcerned. “Maybe they are, maybe they aren’t. Keep in mind though. The cartel can be a patient lot—biding their time, waiting for the right moment.”

“What the fuck are you planning?”

“Let’s be honest, Sas. You . . . sitting in here? Not exactly inspiring confidence that you’ve got this under control.”

I glared at him, refusing to let him see the doubts he planted. “If the cartel thinks they can scare me, they’ve got another thing coming. My club’s got this.” They would have my back. Always. Brothers.

Miguel’s smirk widened, a hint of satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. “We’ll see about that. But remember, nothing’s free in this world, mijo. Your club can scrub as hard as they like, but some stains don’t wash out.”

Before a response formed, the cell door creaked open again, and Lanie strode in, dressed in her blue business suit with a garment bag slung over her shoulder. She gave Miguel a quick once-over, her brows bunching, but didn’t say a word. Instead, she turned her attention to me, dropping the bag onto the cot.

She said, “Arraignment’s in two hours, and you’re not showing up looking like a back-alley brawler.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Or a drunk they picked up for passing out on the streets.”

Miguel licked his bottom lip, his eyes raking over Lanie like he would devour her. “That’s one fine ass, mama.”

I blew up off the cot, ready to throttle the motherfucker for commenting on my brother’s ol’ lady like that.

But Melanie latched onto my elbow. “Let it go, Sas. I’ve seen his shit before.”

“You’re fucking lucky, asshole.”

Miguel held out both hands, smirked, and shrugged.

Melanie physically turned me toward my cot.

I scowled down at the bag, the expensive fabric visible through the clear plastic. “You gotta be shitting me. I’m not wearing a clown suit. Get my jeans and a cut.”

Lanie crossed her arms, not budging an inch. “Listen, Sas, you’ll be an idiot not to play along. We’ve got too many cards stacked against us. I’m still fighting to get licensed quickly here, and if they deny the petition, you’re going to need every bit of goodwill we can scrape together. Looking the part helps.”

I dropped my head back on my shoulders. I fucking hated being boxed in, every choice dictated by someone else. But she was right. This was too important to screw up. We had to be smart with the cartel’s shadow hanging over everything.

And La fucking Famiglia’s. Damn it, I needed to get out for Adelina, if no one else. Even though she’d grown up there, she didn’t belong in that world either. She married me, arranged or not. That made her mine.

Mine to fuck. Mine to own. But also—the thought I both loathed and loved the most—mine to keep safe.

“Fine,” I muttered, snatching the bag off the cot. “But if I’m putting this on, you better make sure we don’t get buried in that courtroom.”

Lanie’s expression softened a fraction. “We’ll make it work. But you’ve got to trust me, Sas. We’re up against a lot more than a judge.”

I nodded, though the pit in my stomach only grew heavier. Miguel’s message—even if not fully spoken—echoed in my mind as I pulled out the suit. The cartel waited. Watched. If this went to hell like the coke did, the whole club would burn.

I might be locked up, but I wasn’t out of the game yet—and neither was the club. We did, however, need to play our cards right. Once Melanie and I were away from this cell, I’d make sure she knew exactly who Miguel was. I’d also have her get a message to the Warden to track down his connection.



1 No whore. No wife. Right, son?

2 But diamonds?


Chapter Thirteen



Adelina

The arraignment this morning had been nothing but a farce. And now, only a few hours later, we were back at the hotel I’d once called home, sitting in the conference room in Wilde’s suite—a more opulent one than where my father had put me up, if that said anything about his motives.

The Parisi Hotel might be a paradise for high rollers and Mafiosos, but every corner had eyes; every wall whispered secrets. It reminded me of a gilded cage. The same bars that trapped me until my father had traded me to the MC—a rough group I despised not too long ago, but somehow wanted to lose myself in now.

Papà might have connections in the police department, but we only had so much reach. None of the Parisi money or threats gave us the power to get Sas out of jail once the law got fully involved.

Being tied down wasn’t new for me. Hell, I’d been bound to a table by my husband when he’d pierced through my virginity. These knots around our hands now, however, chafed so much more.

The others in the conference room—the officers, Wilde, Angel, Graff, Rafe, Ward, Teller, as well as Lanie and the three prospects. Merry and Pip scrolled through their phones, and Ghost stared out the window with a calculating look that made me cold. Regardless of their chosen fidget, everyone seemed to chafe at the figurative bonds.

No one, however, called this church, so I guessed it was just a meeting of the minds this time around.

“Updates on Sas?” Wilde barked at Lanie, his voice whiplike, cutting through the tension that fogged the in-suite conference room.

Leaving Angel’s side, Lanie slid a file across the table. She and I had been in court with him this morning, but this was the club’s first update.

Wilde’s eyes flitted to the folder, then he snapped, “The short version.”

Prez clearly didn’t like being on the defensive, and Sas’s situation was putting us there.

Lanie, standing straighter, crossed her arms tightly over her chest. “The hearing this morning was shit.”

I rolled my eyes and muttered, “Understatement of the year.”

No one seemed to hear my mumbling, keeping their attention focused on the lawyer and waiting for more details with bated breath. Unfortunately, said details wouldn’t come, but I’d let the lawyer tell the story.

Although Melanie looked professional in her tailored blue suit, she vibrated with frustration. Angel placed a hand on her hip, and she visibly calmed. The same way I settled under Graff’s touch.

Releasing a breath, she continued, “The DAs are blocking me at every turn. I’ve handled tougher cases in states that are harder to navigate, but here? It’s like someone’s got their thumb on the scales.”

With his keen, ice-like gaze, Prez searched the faces for answers—from Angel and Lanie to the prospects Ghost, Merry, and Pip and Ward.

I crossed my arms, considering the club’s hacker myself and what we needed to do with the heist. He didn’t look much like an IT nerd. Dark eyes, gauged ears, high-and-tight cut, and dark tattoos snaked up his neck. But he’d been useful to the club, that was absolutely clear.

When Wilde finished with everyone else, his attention lingered on me and alternated between my men. Could he read the dynamics we had started to develop? Did he judge us?

Thankfully, whatever ran through his mind, though, he kept to himself.

And I desperately tried to ignore the furnace that sparked in my cheeks.

Graff sat by the window, his posture tense as he scanned the street below. With an earbud in, he traced a ghostly pattern along the seam of his jeans. I felt certain he paid attention to everything in the room, but no one would know it if they didn’t understand that, for him, the music and drawing helped him focus.

Rafe paced near the table, his frustration evident in the way his hands flexed, released, and then tightened into fists. Unlike Graff, he needed to be in motion. In control of a situation. This conference-room game didn’t suit him, and not for the first time, I wondered about his position in the club as secretary.

Wilde’s imposing presence with his ripped muscle, skull cut, and the rose tattoo commanded attention even in silence. Everyone’s except my uncle’s.

At the head of the conference table, Wilde called out, “Rafe!”

The jolt stopped him in his tracks. “Yeah, Prez?”

“Sit. The fuck. Down.” Wilde pointed to an empty chair.

Rafe only half-way followed his command by leaning on the back of the chair and meeting Wilde’s gaze. “Ya know, Prez, with all the roadblocks, there’s gotta be someone else pulling strings.”

“My Lanie’s been pushing,” said Angel, his instinct to protect his woman showing through in the way he gritted out the words, “but Nevada’s toying with her license. Throwing up technicalities and shit to stall and keep our man behind bars.”

“Exactly my point,” said Rafe.

Ward reached across the table for the file and started thumbing through it.

“Oh, Ward, there’s a photo in there too,” said Lanie. “Need you to run some details on Sas’s cellmate, Miguel. Met him this morning, and he seems . . . off.”

Silently, Ward started pecking away on his laptop.

Wilde’s jaw tightened. “Who would have this kinda pull over the legal system?” His eyes flashed to me. “Your father?”

Damn, his question weighed heavily on my shoulders. We all knew my father’s reach extended far—throughout the Yuma Triangle since he’d eradicated the Gambinos, save for the old Don rotting in prison—but this game felt like a maze with no out. Designed to keep our wheels spinning.

“Possibly,” I admitted, my voice tinged with frustration. “But it doesn’t add up. He wants to control, not outright sabotage. This is . . . messier.”

“Or maybe more sinister.” Rafe huffed. “We’ve been through this. It’s not my brother’s MO. He’s not really one to use the law to further his business objectives either.”

Graff, who had been watching the exchange silently from the window, turned and spoke up. “Could be someone else. Our boys at the border have already gotten wind of some odd shipments along the southwestern routes.”

Angel dragged his hands through his hair, quirking his scarred brow. “Worth keeping tabs on.”

Wilde nodded slowly. “You got someone you can trust on the res yet?”

Angel glanced up at his ol’ lady. “Working on it.”

“Work harder.” The Prez leaned back in his chair, considering for a long moment before he started trying to work it out again.

“So . . .” he drawled after a pregnant pause. “If we’re assuming it’s not Parisi manipulating things, someone else is pulling the motherfucking strings. Ward?”

“Yeah?” The man looked up from his laptop.

“Got anything on that Miguel guy yet?” Wilde didn’t look hopeful as he asked. “Or the traffic?”

Ward shook his head. “All the shipments moving across the Southwest seem to be on the books. Nothing suspicious. The deets on Sas’s case look legit so far too.”

“Shit,” said Wilde. “Any place else you can dig?”

“I’ll see if I can get around the LVMPD firewalls, but no promises. Oh, and Miguel . . .”

“Yeah?” Lanie perked, raising both brows.

But her small amount of hope petered out when Ward said, “This Miguel person’s a ghost.”

“No prints?”

The Warden shook his head. “None. Nothing else on him either.”

“Keep digging.” Wilde traced the edge of the table. “You help Lanie make it a fucking priority to get Sas out while the rest of us deal with this fucking heist.”

The Polycom in the center of the table buzzed and beeped. Everyone looked around at one another. The tension climbed so high, I expected someone to pull out a gun and shoot the thing.

It buzzed again, and Rafe reached forward, hitting the button. “Yeah?”

“Package delivery for a Melanie Flemming at the front desk,” came a digitally filtered feminine voice.

Rafe looked over to Sas’s lawyer and answered the receptionist, “We’ll send someone down.”

“Pip,” Prez called.

And without any more than his name, the prospect knotted his wavy blond hair into a man bun and made for the door. Since they didn’t serve much purpose here, it made sense to send the prospects on the errand.

Apparently, Wilde agreed. “Merry, Ghost—go get food. I’m about to fucking eat my left arm.”

“Merry can handle that, Prez,” Ghost objected.

Many heads swung around to see if the Prez would react.

But Wilde only pinched the bridge of his nose and let out an exacerbated sigh. “Just go.”

As Ghost followed Merry out, I rubbed my temples, trying to rid myself of the mounting pressure.

Sas still in jail.

Lanie’s legal magic sputtering out.

The arraignment, a bust.

Still, here we were, trying to plot our next move under my father’s watchful eyes.

Glancing around the room, I asked, “Anyone check for, um, crickets?”

“Clean,” said Ward, not missing a beat with his work on the laptop.

I exhaled the stress of that suspicion, trusting the Warden for reasons I didn’t understand. I didn’t know him from Adam, and he hadn’t said a lot, but he always seemed to be looking out for the brothers.

That won points in my book.

The irony of our situation with Papà wasn’t lost on me. Whether he’d bugged the room didn’t matter. My father was a puppet master, always had been, but he’d learned from my grandfather, Ivo Parisi, and probably more from working for the Gambinos. We were dancing on his strings whether we liked it or not.

Before long, Pip slipped back into the conference room in the suite and held out a manilla envelope to Lanie.

Wilde jerked his chin at the door in a wordless order, and the prospect left. Perhaps joining his friend or maybe getting ready to plop down in front of the TV wall and put on another biker flick.

Lanie ripped open the envelope and her eyes scanned over the text, her scowl growing deeper with every pass her eyes made. I chewed on my cuticle as we all waited, and then . . .

She slapped the papers down on the table. “Roadblocks everywhere!”

Again, Ward reached for the scattered documents.

Lanie planted her hands on her hips. “Nevada’s licensing board denied my petition.”

I furrowed my brows. “In less than a day?”

“I’ve gotta take the state’s goddamn bar exam.” She placed her hand around the back of her neck and dropped her head back. “It’s their prerogative. I’ve seen it before. Hell, I’ve requested it before when I had a serious case. But there’s no reason for it here. It’s not like Sas is in the clink for murder.”

The fire in her eyes said she wasn’t used to being told no, and right now, it was all we were hearing.

“It’s not really the licensing, is it?” Graff asked, his voice low, but tight. “This stinks like someone’s making damn sure you stay out of the way.”

Lanie slumped into the chair next to Angel. “Every angle I’ve tried ends up with another locked door. I’ve got contacts, people who owe me favors, but suddenly they’re not picking up calls. Someone’s making sure I stay on the sidelines.”

I glanced at Rafe, my brow lifted. “Papà’s got no reason, but . . .”

Rafe had settled into listening with that calm intensity he always had when things were getting really serious. “Agree that it’s more than state bureaucracy, but I’m still not sure it’s Mass.”

Wilde leaned forward onto the table, pinning me with his stare. “Your father’s got fingerprints all over this, but⁠—”

“Shit doesn’t sit right,” added Angel.

Rafe piped in. “True. We need to look further.”

I listened in awe over how they finished each other’s sentences. This was a brotherhood, through and through, and my uncle was starting to fit like a glove. I’d overheard many of Papà’s meetings with his capos, and they’d never been so in sync.

The VP from Park Ridge, Sas’s equal in the club, pulled his wicked hunting knife from the sheath strapped around his calf and started whittling away at a chunk of wood. Apparently, my father’s security let him slip right through, or he’d planned well.

If I recalled correctly, he was one of the men present when Papà overthrew Enzo Gambino. Not the one who got shot, but that was a good enough reason to sneak in weapons.

I swallowed hard, the familiar ache bubbling up into my throat. The unpredictability that always came with my father. I didn’t doubt his willingness to meddle, and even though other villains lurked in the shadows, I needed to be certain he wasn’t behind this.

As I was getting ready to head out and storm into my father’s office upstairs, the Warden cleared his throat.

“Graff’s right.” He pointed at the screen.

Graff looked over at the table from the window, confusion in his scowl. “I didn’t say anything.”

“Before.” Ward waved a hand in the air as though pointing to something behind him. “You said it might be something else. Or someone. While the shipments coming through the Southwest seem on the up and up, there are far more of them than usual. Something’s happening somewhere. Someone’s gearing up.”

“Any clue what’s in ’em?” Wilde asked.

“Can’t find a record,” answered Ward.

A prickle ran across my skin, but I kept quiet.

He clicked through a few other things on his keyboard, then added, “Nothing crossing the border, but trucks moving along I-10.”

Angel’s dark eyes flashed up to the growly tatted computer whiz. “Not hitting the res, is it?”

I scowled as Lanie covered Angel’s hand with hers. He still held the knife poised above an animal half-finished in the wood. A wolf, I thought.

“No,” answered Ward, and both Angel and Lanie let out a long breath.

I hadn’t been in the picture when the shit went down with them, but Maddie had clued me into a little of it when she came to the clubhouse in LA. She’d asked me how I stood being part of the Mafia under the Gambinos, and I’d explained that it never really influenced my daily life.

Learning about their trafficking operation after the fact turned my stomach, and I had wondered for a hot second if my father had been justified in his little coup with the prior regime.

I chewed my thumbnail for another minute, then asked, “Anyone kept tabs on the Rojas brothers?”

Ward eyed me, shrugged like I might have a good point, and went to work on his computer.

A knock on the door interrupted us again. I stiffened, the hair on my neck standing at attention. Rafe came to my side.

Ghost popped his head into the room, beady eyes scanning over me and landing on Wilde. “There’s a suit outside, three actually. Two are carrying heavy cases. The main guy said he needs to see the Prez.”

Glances passed between the MC members. Angel slipped the knife and his carving under the table. Wilde palmed his gun and slid it into his lap too. Graff straightened on the windowsill, his hand snaking around his back. Even Lanie reached inside her purse and pulled out a tiny pistol—small enough to conceal in her folded arms.

“Let ’im in,” said Wilde.

“Sure thing, Prez,” said Ghost. “Want the food in here too?”

“Nah. We’ll come out after.” Wilde’s shift in the chair said he probably wouldn’t be able to eat with the “suits” in the room.

“Right back then.” Ghost stroked his beard and disappeared, leaving the door to swing shut.

The Warden looked up, tipping his head to Teller, who got up and held the door closed.

Then, Ward pinned me with surprisingly green eyes—they’d seemed dark before, but now I realized that was just his lashes and brows. When he looked straight at me, they seemed like emeralds.

In a low voice, he finally answered my question about the Rojas brothers, “Flight records show all three of them heading back to Colombia last Friday from LA.”

The door rattled.

“Give us a sec,” said Teller.

“Ah hell,” grumbled Rafe. “That was before the wedding.”

“Doesn’t rule them out, though, right?” I asked, looking from around as though I could convince someone to agree.

Ward planted his elbows on the table, stretching his button-down shirt across his broad shoulders. “No, but makes it less likely.”

He lifted his chin to Teller, who stepped away from the door, letting the handle rattle.

In the next second, the door slammed open, and I jumped. One of Papà’s men entered, flanked by two men carrying heavy-duty cases. I recognized him immediately—a slick and smiling snake in a suit.

“Nicolò?” I said on a ghostly whisper.

“Boomer?” asked Rafe, louder.

Nicolò Bellucci, Papà’s fixer and a pyro if I ever met one, gave me a lopsided grin. The patch over his one eye shifted as his cheek clenched. The burn scars that ran down that side of his face bunched like they were giving off a sick grin as well.

Rafe moved to my side, and Graff planted both feet firmly on the floor, ready to pounce.

This man always made my blood run cold, and now was no exception, but I needed to be strong. For Sas and the club. So I measured my breathing as my eyes followed the four cases his men brought in. They lined them up on the floor along the wall.

“What’cha got there?” Wilde asked.

“Bombs,” I whispered. I had only ever heard rumors of the extent of Boomer’s obsession with explosives, so I tensed in preparation for what I might see next. “Probably C4.”

“Smart girl,” said Boomer and blew me a kiss.

Rafe pushed me behind his body, a muscle bouncing in his jawline. Then, he marched over to Boomer, fisting his shirt. “Out. The Prez and officers will chat with you outside this room. Without the civilians.”

“Rafe,” I called him off, using a low tone that I knew would break through his determination.

If I was going to really be part of this—and there was no way I would be sitting on the sidelines now—I had to deal with men like Nicolò. And Alessio, and others.

“It’s fine. Let them stay.”

As Rafe slowly moved back to my side, I straightened my shirt and lifted my chin, emboldened by the number of guns I knew had my back. “Show us.”

Nicolò, keeping his one eye on me as he grinned and snapped his fingers. “Gio.”

His man—Gio Barone, one of Papà’s cleaners—hefted one of the black cases framed by silver onto the table and flipped the latches. Boomer approached the case with a grin on his lips. His other man stood off to the side still, and I didn’t recognize him by face. However, from what I understood, Sergio Pagnano and Gio Barone came as a package deal.

With the case opened, Nicolò ran his hand over whatever was inside as though it were a precious child. Sick fuck.

“These are from the Don,” Boomer said.

He turned the case around to show a row of brownish-beige cylinders with fuses at each end. With three more of these cases, these explosives enough to blow our plans wide open, literally and figuratively.

I held my breath, watching Wilde’s reaction. He kept his expression neutral, but across the table, Graff’s left eye started twitching. That was enough to send a frisson of unease coursing through my chest.

Boomer slapped the top of the lid shut and leaned his weight onto the case. “I’ll be accompanying you on our little adventure out east. Along with my boys here, Gio and Serg.”

“What happened to Alessio?” Rafe asked.

That’d piqued my curiosity too. At least with the man everyone called the Wraith, we wouldn’t have to worry about someone on our team blowing everyone on the mission to smithereens. It might seem extreme, but Boomer had done that once upon a time. They said it’s how he got those nasty scars.

Boomer spread his hands. “Get wha’cha get, brother.”

The Mafia wasn’t supplying us; they were embedding themselves, binding our hands with favors that came with invisible strings.

Rafe moved in front of me again, placing his hand on my waist and pushing me behind his body. “Fine, Boomer, but you go in one car and the explosives ride with me.”

“Aw, man.” Boomer cracked his knuckles like he was prepping for a fistfight. “Where’s the fun in that?”

“Not gambling with our lives. End of fucking story,” said Rafe.

I stepped out from behind my protector, giving his hand a squeeze of reassurance. “Besides that, Nicolò, we’re not in this gig for fun.”

He shrugged. “Maybe not you, ragazza.”

I grabbed Rafe’s shoulders before he lunged at the man. “Not worth it, Rafe.”

He snarled, his body taut, but he stayed in place.

To Boomer, I replied, “È tutto qui quello che sai dire? Patetico.⁠1”

“Forse,” he replied, “ma almeno non mi nascondo dietro il mio zio.⁠2”

“Fucking enough!” Wilde dropped both hands on the table and pushed to standing, his gun now on full display. “We’re not the Mafia and we fucking speak English.”

Everyone in the room looked at him.

“Thank the Don for his goddamn generosity,” Wilde said finally, his tone clipped as he dismissed Boomer by waving his gun at the door.

The man bowed out, the door slamming behind him. but his presence lingered.

Wilde let his piece spin on the table. “Fucking Mafia bastards!”

I exhaled slowly, meeting Graff’s gaze. His jaw was set, eyes hard with determination. Rafe placed a hand on my back, a subtle grounding touch that I desperately needed. We were deeper in this than ever, and every step brought us closer to the razor’s edge.

After taking a deep breath, I asked, “When does this little expedition get underway?”

“Two days,” Rafe whispered into my hair.

I hated every bit of what was coming. Sas would likely still be in jail and my other men would be on the road for days. I would be alone, but I needed to find a way to be a part of this. I would keep tabs on all my men, no matter what.

“Ward?” I called out and waited for him to look up. “Got a sec?”

The man glanced back at Wilde, then stood, shutting his laptop. “Sure. Whassup?”

“Walk me upstairs?”

After getting the nod from Wilde, he strolled toward the door, his laptop tucked under one arm. I took a step, and Rafe came up on my heels, Graff too.

“You”—I placed my hand in the center of his chest, then glared across the table at Graff—“and you, stay here.”

Rafe started, “Ade⁠—”

I put my fingers across his lips. “I’m going to be fine. I wanna chat with the Warden about what happens while you’re on the mission, then I’m going to give my father a piece of my mind.”

“You can do that with us there,” Rafe argued.

“I can, but I can also do it on my own.”

His eyes went wide, and he looked to Graff for help.

“It’s fine. I lived in this hotel for twenty-two years. I’ve seen all the shit my father does, and it’s high-fucking-time I made my position with him crystal clear.”

Rafe’s nostrils flared as he took a couple of long, deep breaths. Finally, he said, “You have your phone?”

“Yeah,” I said, wiggling it in the air.

“Unlock it,” he ordered, and I pressed my finger to the sensor. He snatched it from my hand and started navigating through the settings.

“What are you doing?” I tried to see, but he moved too quickly through the screens.

“Programming your emergency number to come straight to me.”

“What?” I asked. “You can do that?”

“Little trick I learned in the military.” He finished, locked the phone, and handed it back to me. “One tap and I’m fucking there, Adelina. Don’t let it go too far with Mass.”

“I won’t.” I let my fingers linger on his as I took the phone back.

Then, I turned and made for the door. Stopping with my hand on the handle, I looked back at Lanie. “Did you get that other paperwork filed?”

She gave me a single nod.

“Perfect. Thanks.” I left with enough daylight remaining to take care of Papà and go see my husband.



1 “Is that the best you’ve got? Pathetic.”

2 “Maybe, but at least I don’t hide behind my uncle.”


Chapter Fourteen



Adelina

Ward held the elevator for me. Stepping inside, I pulled out a keycard, swiped, and pressed the button labeled forty-three. There were no words uttered as the elevator descended one floor, to the level that afforded no one access without the proper credentials. I was almost surprised mine were sufficient.

But it was just like Papà to be too arrogant to notice when he’d created an enemy in one of his own.

The elevator doors slid open with a soft ding, and Ward extended a hand to usher me ahead of him.

“Thanks,” I stepped out into a large waiting area on forty-third floor of the Parisi Hotel. One floor down from Wilde’s and my family’s suite and one up from where the rest of us were staying. “We’ll setup in the boardroom at the end of this hall.”

The Warden pursed his lips and scanned the wingback chairs paired around small cocktail tables throughout the area.

I threw my arm out toward the wet bar on the side of the room. “Would you like something to drink?”

Ward quirked a brow. “You know, I’ve always been a whiskey neat kind of guy. But I’ll stay dry today.”

“Suit yourself.” I darted over to the fridge and poured myself a glass of Chardonnay.

As soon as the wine hit my throat, I let out a deep sigh. The view through the windows was astounding, but we weren’t here to take in the scenery. I took a deep breath through my nose, inhaling the damask rose and holy basil scents that Papà had filtered in through the ventilation system.

“It gets everybody ready to be calm and levelheaded,” Papà always said.

To me, though, the aroma made the air feel different, quieter, heavier.

This floor was reserved for dealings most guests never knew about, the kind of business my father liked to keep private. Although his torture room wasn’t here. It was in the second basement level, and I really had no desire to make my way down there again.

I took another long pull from my wine glass, but tension still tightened like a band around my chest as we walked down the plush carpeted hallway. Each step seemed heavier than the last. The forty-third floor was too quiet, the kind of quiet that wasn’t calming—just eerie.

At the end of the hall, I pushed open two heavy oak doors, their intricate carvings taunting me, reminding me of all the old-world power my father wielded over this place. It seemed all too familiar.

“What’s behind door number two?” Ward asked, one side of his mouth lifting as he scanned the doorframe.

I gulped, doing my best to shake off my nerves. “Yeah, this is it. We’ll be monitoring the diamond interception from here. It’s got the best AV equipment in the hotel.”

Ward followed me inside, his footsteps light but purposeful. The room was as I remembered it: dark wood paneling, dim lighting, and a large conference table dominating the center. Leather chairs surrounded it, and a minibar sat off to the side, stocked with bottles of liquor older than I was.

The whole thing screamed old-school Mafia, something straight out of the Godfather, but it wasn’t built for what we needed. Not for this operation. That much, I knew, even if I was ignorant of how to pull off the job we were arranging.

“It’s out of the way,” I continued. “Quiet—no one will disturb us.”

Ward gave a low whistle, surveying the room. “Sleek. Fancy. But that”—he pointed at the oversized table in the middle—“that’s not gonna work.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

He circled the table, his fingers lightly tapping the surface as he moved. “We need workstations with computers, comms, monitors. This thing”—he rapped his knuckles on the table—“takes up too much space. It’s not efficient for a job like this. We need this room cleared so I can set up properly.”

I crossed my arms, leaning against the wall as he moved around the room, inspecting all the plugs and ports.

“And what do you propose we do with it?” I asked. “This isn’t exactly a space we can rearrange on a whim.”

Ward stopped, meeting my gaze. “You’re Adelina. Massimo’s daughter. The princess to the fortune that owns this empire.” He spread his arms and turned in a slow circle.

“I’m not an heir to shit,” I countered.

“Something tells me, little girl, that if anyone can find some minions to get this moved, it’s you.” He pulled out his phone with one hand and held the other out palm-up.

I stared at it until he said, “Credit card?”

“Just call Titan Tech.” I pointed to the plaque on the Polycom in the center of the table. “It’s run by one of my father’s Capos. Mention the Parisi Hotel, and they’ll put it all on my father’s tab.”

“Perfect, I’ll order in workstations and secure lines.”

“I’m pretty sure the lines in here are protected,” I said.

Ward lifted one brow. “You want this job done right? We do it my way.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, considering his point. He wasn’t wrong. The table was impressive, sure, but it wasn’t what we needed. And the lines might be secure for Don Parisi, but for others?

The operation we were running wasn’t about old-school Mafia deals—it was about precision, speed, and information. Ward seemed to understand that.

“All right,” I said, pushing off the wall. “I’ll get staff up here to clear it out.”

Ward nodded his approval in such a way that I could almost hear “Good girl” falling from his lips. I shivered. Not wanting that feeling from anyone aside from my men—Sas, mostly. But I’d met Ward’s ol’ lady once. I didn’t crave that kind of praise from a lover, but she wore her need like a cloak.

He turned and paced the room, alternating between mumbling things about cables, laptops, and other equipment and typing furiously on his phone. I watched him for a moment, admiring the way he worked—focused, efficient, and always thinking two steps ahead.

He glanced up at me again. “You good?”

I hesitated, my eyes drifting to the window. The city buzzed below, cars moving down the streets like ants, but my mind was far from the view. I hadn’t been “good” since this whole mess started.

Not since Sas got locked up, since my father disappeared during the wedding. Shit, if I was being honest, not since Papà announced I would be getting married. I had an inkling everything was connected, leading back to Don Massimo Parisi and the control he had on my life. For now.

“I’m fine,” I replied, though I didn’t believe it. I turned away from the window, pushing down the frustration that had been bubbling up since my ruined wedding. “A lot on my mind.”

Ward didn’t push. He never did, from what I had witnessed. He gave me a look, a silent understanding passing between us. Then he returned to his planning.

As I watched him, a thought settled in my mind, one I hadn’t voiced yet. There was something else I needed to set straight before this operation got underway.

“Ward,” I called, my voice steady but firm.

He paused, looking up at me expectantly. “Yeah?”

“There’s one more thing,” I said, stepping closer to the table and him, my eyes locking with his.

He raised an eyebrow. “What’s that?”

“When this operation goes live, you report directly to me. No one else.”

He blinked, “Not sure I can do that. Wilde’s my Prez. And Massimo⁠—”

“Listen.” I straightened my spine. “Sas is my husband. Graff and Rafe are mine too. Wilde is going on the mission, so he’s not here to be in charge.”

He took a second to process my words. “And the Don?”

“Especially not him,” I said, my tone hardening. “I’m running this. I don’t care what my father says or does, he’s not calling the shots. Not anymore.”

Ward studied me until he apparently got whatever answers he needed, then nodded. “Understood. You’re the boss.”

“Good,” I said, the weight of the situation settling on my shoulders. It was heavy, but I was ready to carry it. For Sas. For the MC. For myself.

Fear and uncertainty wracked through my body, and I moved to the window to hide my shudder. I didn’t have any experience in this and taking the lead put their lives in my hands, so what the hell was I doing? I had little choice but to choose the people I would trust, and Ward had to be one of them.

Finishing my wine, I set the glass on the table. “Ward?”

He let out a sound—half growl, half hrm?—and flashed his eyes over to me.

Time to be real. “I grew up in the Mafia, yes. Money laundering. Guns. Drugs. Clubs.” I sighed. “But reality is that don’t know crap about hijacking a truckload of diamonds.”

He smirked. “That so?”

“Yup.” I swallowed, Sas’s warning about trust clawing at me from the inside. “So I’m choosing my team carefully. People I can trust.”

His eyes darkened. “I’m still on Wilde’s team, doll.”

“Me too,” I said. “I’m not standing against the MC Prez.”

In truth, I’d seen a lot in Wilde that made me no longer so leery of the club.

“Good thing,” said Ward.

“Listen. I know the Prez wants you to stay on top of intel for busting Sas out of jail. That’s important to me too. Can you handle both?”

He laughed and smirked at me like the question was stupid.

“Good. Let me know what you need here, and I’ll get it. Call Titan for electronics. If you need people, fine. Anything at all. In return, you are going to keep me informed and make certain the men I love are bringing their asses back to me in one piece.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it. “You plan on handling Massimo too?”

My jaw tightened. “Yep. On my way now.”


Chapter Fifteen



Adelina

I left the room and stepped into the mirrored elevator, the click of my heels ricocheting off the hard surfaces. I swiped my card and pressed the button for my father’s penthouse suite.

When I stormed through his office door, the guards barely had time to step aside. But when they saw it was me, they chuckled and left us alone.

His office was exactly as I remembered it—rich, dark, and oppressive. My father sat at his enormous cherry-wood desk, surrounded by paperwork and a glass of whiskey in his hand. He looked as if he didn’t have a care in the world as his eyes flicked up to mine. Cool. Detached.

Then, he gave me a warm smile, albeit fake, like the ones he always gives when he’s trying to control the situation.

“Adelina. To what do I owe the pleasure?” Papà had always been an expert at masking.

I had fallen for it many, many times. But with all that had happened, I was starting to see straight through.

I ignored his slimy charm. “You disappeared during my wedding.”

He let out a breath through his nose and his smile fell. “I must apologize for that, mia figlia.”

No matter how many familial words he spewed, epithets geared to throw me off my game, I needed to stay strong and focused. “That was right before Sas was thrown in jail. You want to tell me what the hell that was about?”

He didn’t flinch. “I left for your protection.”

“Bullshit,” I snapped, stepping closer. “This was about control. It always is with you.”

My father huffed, setting his glass down with a soft clink, his eyes watching me over the rim. “I had no hand in Sas’s arrest, Adelina. The Medellín Cartel and their . . . associates have their own agendas. I disappeared because I got a tip that something was coming, and I needed time to assess. To protect you.”

“Protect me?” I barked out a bitter laugh. “Is that what you call this? Or was it your idea of protection when you suggested I get an annulment? After everything, you still think I’m a little girl you can hide behind closed doors.”

Papà’s eyes narrowed slightly, but he remained silent, letting me speak. The silence only fueled my anger.

“I’m done being your puppet,” I continued, my voice growing stronger, sharper. “You don’t control me, and you sure as hell don’t control the MC.”

He steepled his fingers. “You see, daughter, that’s where you’re wrong. The agreement I made with the president gives me control over his little ragtag band.”

“That was only as it relates to taking arms across the border.” I crossed my arms over my chest, suspecting he believed otherwise.

“That was an in, daughter.” He raised his glass in a half-toast. “And I’d say it’s the most opportune deal I’ve made to date.”

But arms trafficking had been the only deal. I’d overheard him discussing it with Alessio, his enforcer, before he bartered me. Like he did with everything, he was trying to squeeze more juice out of a dried-up lemon.

I wasn’t about to play into his needling at the side I had chosen. If he didn’t want me here, I was sure as shit going to forge my own path, and it had MC written all over it.

Something struck me then, and I tilted my head. “And what cartel are you selling to, Papà?”

My father leaned back in his chair, his face darkening as the smile slipped away. The shift in his expression made the air vibrate. “You’re stepping into dangerous territory, Adelina.”

“For fuck’s sake, Papà,” I spewed back.

“Adelina!” he snapped, still trying to act like the doting father trying to teach his little girl a lesson.

I wasn’t having it. “Give me a break. I’ve been in dangerous territory all my life. Can’t really help it when you’re born into crime.”

“Watch yourself,” he said, his voice colder now, each word deliberate. “Do you have any idea what you’re up against? The cartels, the alliances you think you understand—none of it is as simple as you believe. You can’t handle what’s coming. Not with small-town bikers as your army.”

I straightened, my hands curling into fists at my sides. “I think we’ll do just fine without you,” I shot back, refusing to cower before him. “I don’t need you pulling strings behind the scenes.”

“They’re taking my men on this little adventure. Therefore, I will get a cut. No matter if I pull the strings or not. Boomer will see to that.”

“Rafe’s in charge, and he’s going to make damn certain Nicolò Bellucci doesn’t have access to the C4 until it’s absolutely necessary.”

My father smirked. “Rafaele is my man, Adelina. My brother.”

I barked a snort-laugh. “Sometimes blood doesn’t mean shit, Father. Sometimes family is found. Or forged. The MC has been through worse, and we will survive this.”

His gaze didn’t waver, but I saw something flicker in his eyes. Something like frustration, or maybe disappointment. It was hard to tell with my father.

“You’re confident now,” he said, his voice lowering. “But confidence isn’t enough. The cartel doesn’t care about your loyalty to your men, or your sense of justice. They care about power. Money. Blood.”

“If you think I don’t know that much, you don’t know shit about me.”

He stood, circled the desk, and leaned back on it with his ankles crossed. “And when they decide to come after you, daughter. When they really come after you, neither your bravado nor your entire club’s will be enough.”

“Then we’ll fight,” I snapped.

Massimo’s eyes flashed with something—anger, maybe. Or was it regret?

“You don’t understand,” he said, his tone harder now. “This isn’t about fighting. This is about winning. Power. And if you keep pushing them, if you keep acting like you’re untouchable, they’ll break you. Piece by piece.”

“Why would I be afraid of them?” I took a step closer, my voice barely above a whisper, laced not with fear, but fury.

“This is why we need to work together, Lina,” he nearly begged.

I gritted my teeth. “Don’t call me that. You don’t get to use the name my sister calls me out of love.”

“And you believe I don’t love you?” He scowled.

“You don’t know the meaning of the word,” I bit out.

“Everything I’ve done . . . every action I’ve taken has been to build a safe space in our dirty world for my family.” A muscle ticked in his jaw. “For you, Adelina.”

“Bull-fucking-shit, Papà.” The loving name I’d always called him burned like acid on my tongue.

“Believe what you will, but I do love you. And the cartel—they’ll put a bullet in your skull before they get the whole story out of you.”

“I’m not afraid. Not of them, and not of you. I’ve seen the aftermath of the Mafia lifestyle. Blood, violence, destruction. The cartel and the MC aren’t much better. But you—you’re the one who taught me not to back down. So don’t expect me to cower now.”

His jaw clenched, and for the first time in the conversation, I saw him lose a little of that iron control he always kept. “I didn’t teach you to be reckless.”

“No, you taught me to be ruthless.”

“I taught you to be smart, strategic. And right now, you’re walking straight into a fire that you can’t contain.”

“It’s time I light my own fires, Father,” I shot back, my heart pounding in my chest.

I started to pace, but then stopped myself. Showing him my nerves would give him the upper hand, so I leaned on the back of the chair, pinning him with my gaze.

“Mia figlia, would you list⁠—”

“No!” I waited for him to snap his mouth shut, then continued, “You’ve been trying to control me my entire life. You’ve been pulling strings, making decisions for me, and calling it protection. But it’s always been about you. About your power, your empire. Not me.”

He slowly rose to his feet. “You believe you’re so clever. So strong. But you don’t know half of what I’ve kept from you. The threats, the deals, the blood I’ve spilled to keep you safe. You wouldn’t last a week in my world without me.”

I squared my shoulders, refusing to back down. “Or maybe you’re afraid I’ll do it better than you ever could.”

That struck a nerve. His lips pressed into a thin line, and he took a step toward me, his eyes cold, calculating. “Challenge me all you want. But don’t think for a second that the Medellín Cartel, the MC, or even your husband’s imprisonment was the endgame.”

His eyes flicked to the side, a subtle glance, but it was enough. I knew that look. I’d seen him have his enforcer subdue others. The tension in the room shifted, thickened. Then I heard the soft, familiar sound of footsteps approaching from my right.

Alessio.

My muscles tensed automatically. Alessio had been my father’s enforcer for as long as I recalled. He’d always been a tool, trained to be the Parisi strong-arm. But he had also been the one who’d tried to teach me how to defend myself, not that I ever wanted to learn. Guards had always been in my shadow when I left the hotel.

Now, at my father’s orders, he was trying to catch me off guard.

I held still, listening.

And there was the rustling I was waiting for, then the quicker rush.

Alessio lunged, his hands reaching for me, but I ducked and twisted out of his grasp. Recalling the first rule, maybe the only one I knew, of my self-defense training, I put distance between us.

“Really, Alessio?” I backed toward the door, my chest heaving.

Alessio’s attempt had been half-assed. If he really wanted to take me down, I wouldn’t have slipped away.

I peeked past the enforcer. “That’s low, Father. Even for you.”

My father leaned onto the desk with both palms, pinning me with his coal-like eyes. “I’m proving a point, Adelina. You’re not prepared to be marching into anyone’s office and making demands like this.”

“We’ll see,” I replied, tucking my shaking hands behind my back.

Father sighed. “If you were prepared, you wouldn’t have come up here alone.”

“Seriously?” I narrowed my eyes on him. “Are you threatening my life now?”

He shot me a smile that chilled me to the bone. “I’m only showing you that you’ve got a lot to learn before you’ll be able to run business in the Yuma Triangle, Adelina.”

I didn’t look away, keeping my eyes on my father as I spoke. “I’m not here to take over your empire. But you will not control me or the MC any longer. Try again, and I’ll make sure you regret it.”

Don’s smile turned cold. “Be careful, Adelina. Stepping outside my protection is a dangerous move. La Famiglia and the MC are stronger together. The cartel is watching, and they won’t hesitate to exploit any weakness.”

“I’m aware.”

“You’ve won this round,” Papà said, “but this is a long game.”

“I’m done playing games,” I said. “I’m going downstairs to operations and sealing off the forty-third floor. It’s ours now. For the duration of this operation, I’ll decide who accesses the war room. You wanna know what’s going on, send me a message and I’ll come give you any info you need to know.”

I turned on my heel and lifted my chin to Papà’s enforcer. “Alessio.”

“Adelina,” he replied, eyes shifting between my father and me.

“Where’re you going, Adelina?” my father asked.

Without turning, I said, “To talk to Rafe and then to see my husband.”

As I slammed his office door behind me, my heart pounded with adrenaline. I wasn’t only fighting for myself. My men needed me, and I wouldn’t let my father or the cartel take what was ours.

Then, I opened the door again and smirked back at him. “Before I leave, though, you’re going to do something for me, Papà.”

“Am I, now? And what makes you think you have the right to make a demand after you told me in no uncertain terms how things were going to be?”

“You want the diamonds,” I said simply.

His features twisted for a moment, the lust for more power and riches stirring. “What is it you want?”

“Give your capo a call—the one who has an in with the LVMPD.”


Chapter Sixteen



Sas

“Where the fuck are you taking me now?” I grumbled at the fat officer ushering me down the hallway in cuffs. We were in a totally different area of the detention center than any I had seen so far.

The motherfucker snorted. “Somehow you qualify for family time.”

“I should have qualified at the first time I saw my wife.” When would they get it through their thick skulls that I was not guilty? At least not of this crime.

The officer gave me a jerk, sending pain shooting through my shoulder. “Watch it. Or I will conveniently make sure you never make it to the family visitation area.”

I chewed the inside of my lip. Conjuring up a way to taunt him further without provoking him enough that he won’t let me see Adelina. I steered the conversation toward my cellmate. This cop wasn’t the one who brought in Miguel. But he had to have known something about him.

“Hey. Tell me about my new roomie,” I said.

The cop stopped at a door without a window, a different room from when I had spoken with Adelina before. And Melanie.

He jangled the keys and slipped one into the lock.

“Picked up for a DUI. Don’t know much more than that. But I don’t think he’ll be there by the time you make it back. He’s got court this afternoon, and it looks like he’ll be getting free, unlike some other fuckers we know.” He pulled open the door and shoved me inside.

I stumbled into the room. “Isn’t there something on the books about prisoner abuse?”

Scanning the space, I saw a quaint seating area and a table and two chairs. The ironic part was there were no mirrors. No windows to the outside, no bugs. No speakers. Only a little sitting area and a table. And a digital clock on the wall.

The clock didn’t tell the time. But all the numbers were set to 0.

Officer Numb Nuts closed the door behind him and locked us both inside, using the key. Apparently, I wasn’t getting out even if I wanted to try an escape.

“Your wife will be here in a few minutes. We’ll set that timer.” He jutted his chin to the digital clock on the wall—more like a basketball clock than a real clock. “You get exactly fifty minutes. Gives us passing time for the next prisoner who will see his family. A more deserving one, I’m sure.”

“You’re gonna take the cuffs off at least?”

Numb Nuts quirked a brow. “When the buzzer goes off to let me know your visitor is ready, I will remove the cuffs and leave you in here. Now sit your ass down and wait.”

I didn’t have my ass in the chair before the buzzer outside went off.

The officer growled at me as he opened the door, allowing Adelina inside.

I didn’t look at her immediately. I didn’t want to see the freedom that she wore in her skin and in the clothes that she chose. I wanted to be out there with her, owning her, possessing her.

Fucking her until she couldn’t walk straight. Whatever the fuck landed me in this jail also kept me away from my wife. A wife who—while marriage was the last thing I wanted—was the sexiest damn thing alive. Something broke inside me after all her standing up to me, and now, there wasn’t a chance in hell I’d let her go.

The cop gave me one more sneer before he left.

The door closed behind Adelina. And the lock snicked into place.

Finally, I tore my eyes away from the legal pad sitting on the table and looked up at my young wife. Twelve years younger than me, she flaunted her youth in the baby-doll dress she wore today.

The cream color with the delicate yellow flowers and green leaves did things to me. Made my mouth water, cock fill, and fingers curl to rip it from her body. The frilly thing was too innocent for her. Too innocent for me. And sure as shit too sweet-looking for everything we were.

“Sas?” she breathed.

I didn’t say a word as I kicked the chair out of my way, stood up, and rushed for her. When I reached her, my hand came around her throat, needing to feel her swallow, to have her pulse under my thumb. I was angry at the whole fucking situation, at her, at my new cellmate, Miguel, at my brothers, at everyone that had even the slightest part in my presence here.

But most of all, I was pissed the fuck off at myself.

Too bad Adelina had to be the one I was going to take it out on.

Her hands came up to grab my wrists and her eyes went wide. Her doe eyes terrified as prey faced predator. I’m sure she would love to run and damn would I love to chase her.

But because we were locked in a small room, we would have to get creative. At least my hands were free. And we could do whatever we wanted for the next forty-eight minutes.

No cameras to see. Hell, even if there were cameras present, I wouldn’t mind fucking her on film. As long as I got a copy of that footage for my own private library.

I also wouldn’t mind humiliating her. And then giving her all the pleasure possible as a reward for her being a good fucking little slut.

I brought my lips down on hers, hard, in a bruising, punishing kiss. If I could consume her right here and right now, I would. Instead, I punished her lips, taking everything from the kiss that she was reciprocating so ferociously.

Fuck, this little girl was made for me.

We entered a battle, just the two of us. And I raked my teeth over her bottom lip. Then, she bit down on my tongue. I pulled back and narrowed my eyes at her, but her look only challenged me to press her harder.

I crashed my lips to hers again, tasting copper. Not knowing whose blood it was, hers or mine. Not caring either.

Backing off, I noticed a drop of blood blending with her red lips and licked it off, the taste rich and slightly metallic. And the sensation of her blood on my tongue made my cock twitch.

Between heavy breaths, I said. “How did you make this happen? You. Here.”

“My father. His capos.”

I squeezed her neck as her eyes went wider. “I don’t want your father helping me.”

“This. Was me.” Her voice was strained through her struggle to breathe around my grip. “I forced his hand.” Her fingernails dug at the back of my hand, clawing up and trying to pull away my fingers from her neck. “I made him arrange this.”

I searched her eyes and found truth. “You? Arranged to see me in private?”

“I didn’t get the fuck you promised me after making my pussy quiver all the way down the aisle. And making me come in front of everyone and their brother.”

That brought a smile to my lips. I had to admire her spunk, and that this bratty little princess was rising higher than her station. Would she go against Daddy-dearest on my behalf too?

“Sas, I . . .” The words fell silent on her tongue.

“What’s the matter, princess? Afraid of me?”

Her eyes went as hard and as dark as coal. “Fuck you, husband.”

“I’ll take that as a yes, wifey.”

“Take it as a no, asshole.”

“Must I remind you of how much your body purrs under my touch?”

At those words, a tremble ran through her before she stiffened. “Guess you’re nailing the reason I’m here.”

The admission made my cock jump, but it also caught me off guard.

I tilted my head. “Is that so?”

Backing up, I released her neck. I took several more steps backward appraising my new wife. Would she ever cease to surprise me? She was nothing like anybody I had fucked before. She was so much more than a whore thirsty for my cock.

Adelina stepped forward, straightening out her dress. To her credit, she didn’t even reach for where I had her in a chokehold. In fact, she held her head high as she followed me to the center of the room.

She moved in so close she had to crane her neck to peer up.

“You even wore my color.” I reached up and smudged her red lipstick across her cheek from the corner of her mouth. “How do you think it all look around my shaft?”

She raised a brow. “Looks pretty good on your lips.”

Every vibe she was giving off, there was something new. A dare. And more than that. Something more . . . experienced. Over the weekend she had done something with Graff. Or Rafe. Or maybe both.

Time for a test.

“Here’s how this will work, my Pretty Little Princess Adelina.” I stalked around the room at a slow pace, inhibited by the raging hard on that already pulled at my orange jumpsuit. Fuck, it would be nice if they had given me something a little better to wear on a date.

She licked her lips, making that fuckable candy red glisten.

“You had a little fun with my brothers, no?”

The way her eyes fluttered down and then back up at me gave me the yes I needed. My little slut was well satisfied. And now, it was my turn.

“You’re going to tell me everything. And I do mean everything, wifey. I want to know how Graff touched you. What he said to you. I want to know how Rafe kissed you. How dirty it made you feel. I want to know how you responded as they fucked you.”

I watched her for her reaction, but again, to her credit, she took it all in stride.

“If I sense you leaving out any details, there will be no pleasure. Do you understand?” I asked.

Her fingers twisted into the bottom of the baby doll dress hem. “Yes.”

Damn. She really did want what I was going to give her, didn’t she?

I’d had plenty of women beg for it, plenty of women who were crass and tried to take what they wanted. But the sloppy way they owned their pleasure made them less in my eyes. Showed me weaknesses I could use and throw to the side.

But not her. Not wifey.

Adelina was under my skin, despite how I’d tried to hold her off.

She stood there, waiting with all the patience in the world. Knowing that I am not gentle. Or kind. That this would not be attending to her needs, but mine. What I needed. Feeding the depravity in my twisted soul.

Still, she wanted whatever my warped brain would invent.

I circled her, musing over how exactly to torment her. With so few tools at my disposal, I had to be creative. There was nothing use in here. No curtains to bind her. The pillows on the couch and the chairs were secured, sewed down.

No material.

No sheets.

Nothing sharp that could be used as a blade.

No fire. Or ice.

Finally, my eyes landed on the table. On the yellow notepad.

I snapped my fingers and pointed, eyeing wifey. “Tear a piece of paper off of that.”

She walked over to the table and did as I ordered.

“Bring it to me.” I held out a hand.

Her throat worked as she swallowed, but she walked across the room and offered me the single sheet of lined yellow paper. With two fingers, I latched onto it and snatched it out of her grip.

“Ow.” She hissed and pinched her finger.

As she drew it toward her mouth, I grabbed her wrist and fixed my eyes on the welling red droplet. Looking deeply into her eyes, I brought her finger to my lips, sucking the droplet of blood that bubbled from the paper cut.

I let my tongue work along her finger, suckling like I would at her breasts or her clit. Her lips parted and she breathed audibly. Her chocolate brown eyes fixated on my mouth. Hungrily watching. Exactly how I wanted her.

Hungry. Needy.

I pulled out her finger, squeezed it again, and ran the drop of blood over my lips. And then I slanted my mouth over hers, her blood sealing our kiss.

I turned away with the paper in hand and slapped it against the wall. Looking over my shoulder at her, I said, “Come here.”

Adelina planted a hand on her waist and popped a hip. “Why?”

“Should I make you crawl?”

Memories from the bathroom passed behind her eyes.

“Oh, you remember that? Does it make you wet, wifey?”

She inhaled sharply and turned her head.

“Use your words, Adelina.”

When she snapped her gaze back to meet mine, they were on fire. “I’m fucking drenched, Sas. If you leave me like this much longer, I’m going to be standing in a puddle.”

“There’s my feral little slutty girl.”

Adelina lifted her chin. “Are you going to do something about it?”

“Not if you don’t get your ass over here, pronto.” Of course I was bluffing. I was gonna fuck her into the next century. But I definitely wanted to bend her will to mine first.

We stared off, and then I let my gaze wander up to the clock. A ticking timer. If we didn’t get started, we definitely would not finish. But Adelina was being as stubborn as I could be. In fact, I almost expected her to tell me to make her. But she didn’t.

“Those seconds are wasting away, pretty girl.”

Her leg bounced, knee jittering like she fought with herself.

When would she break? When would she give in to my will and let me own her like I wanted to? This was a game, though, and I wasn’t going to lose. I needed her to come to me. To follow my command. Then come for me.

After a second, she let out a groan and balled both of her hands into fists. It was the fucking cutest sight I’d ever seen.

Definitely bratty. Definitely pouty. And so in need of punishment.

And then . . . she walked over to me.

“Put your nose here.” I moved my hand so that I was pointing directly at the center of the paper against the wall. It was slightly above her head and would be a stretch. But I had faith that she would manage, given all of those come-fuck-me heels she loved to wear.

She scrunched up her face at me. “What?”

“You heard me, wifey. My arm is getting tired.” I kept my tone nonchalant even though my cock kicked with how badly it wanted her.

She crossed her arms over her chest. And shook her head. “No way am I doing that.”

But I didn’t miss the way she shimmied her legs together like she was squelching a need.

“Suit yourself,” I said, and glanced up at the ticking clock on the wall. “But we’ll spend the next forty minutes in here with me holding this paper on the wall. And you? Not getting anything you wanted?”

“You want it too,” she hurled the accusation at me.

“Ohh wifey. I want it more than you know. Difference between you and me? My control is gonna outlast yours.”

She twisted again.

I let my eyes drop to her legs and then back up to meet her gaze. After running my tongue over my lower lip, I said, “You see, there’s only one way you’re getting that itch scratched. Your nose holding this paper in place while I take advantage of your gorgeous curvy body.”


Chapter Seventeen



Adelina

Of all the degrading things, the ass was making me hold a piece of paper on the wall with my nose. I wouldn’t be able to fully see him, nor would I be able to watch what he was doing to my body. How was I supposed to enjoy myself that way?

The unfortunate, or maybe fortunate, part was that he was wearing me down, along with the clock and those red numbers ticking away on the wall. We had under forty minutes left. If I really wanted us to have our “wedding night,” it seemed I had no choice but to comply.

I seethed but stepped up to the wall.

“Good little whore,” Sas cooed in my ear, a low murmur that rumbled through my bones and into my core.

I opened my mouth to argue. But then I realized he wasn’t wrong. I was a whore for this. For him. And I was a whore for Graff and for a Rafe, too, and I really didn’t want to be ashamed of it.

“Okay, wifey. Here’s what we’re going to do. You are going to tell me a story.” His rough palms ran down the lengths of my arms, then he continued, “I’ll start. Once upon a time, there was a little slut, and she had two little men, and their names were Graff and Rafe.”

Sas leaned over and trailed his tongue from the bottom of my ear, down my neck and along my shoulder. To the strap.

He licked it off my shoulder, and it happily fell . . . exactly how my knees wanted to crumple.

I trembled. The paper slipped.

Sas’s body heat was immediately gone from my backside. I stretched higher onto my tippy toes to put it back in place, because I wanted him all over me. I could tell myself all day long that I’d come to give him an update, but that was a bald-faced lie.

I wanted his tongue on me, his hands, his mouth, his cock, everything. I needed it more than I cared to admit.

As soon as I was on my toes with the paper secured to the wall, his tongue came under my other ear and slipped down my neck in a wet trail. He licked off the second strap. And they both hung around my shoulders, my breasts the only thing holding up the flimsy dress.

My chest heaved as though it wanted to shed the material too. Something about standing here gloriously naked seemed a big F-U to the powers that be. The same officers who told me that this was not a conjugal visit but family time. Screw them.

Thank God I didn’t wear much, so stripping me wouldn’t be a big job. For him, getting out of that jumpsuit seemed worse than getting out of this little dress. Perhaps the jumpsuits were a tool to keep their dicks in their pants.

“Continue the story, Adelina,” he ordered.

I gasped in a breath. “We went hiking.”

Sas’s hands landed on the back of my neck and then he dragged them down my shoulders, the rough skin of his palms scratching along mine. He slipped his open hands onto the sides of my back and then all the way down my hips to my bare legs. And then he caressed my thighs and my calves and all the way down to my feet.

“So what you’re telling me”—he hissed in a breath and let out a deep, audible sigh—“is that you bared your pussy outside? In public?”

His hands started traveling back up my calves and then my thighs.

I whimpered rather than answering. And his touch was gone.

“Sas,” I whined.

“No story, no touchy.”

I closed my eyes and tried to settle my breathing. “Fine. Yes, I bared my pussy and my whole body to the world in the mountains near Lake Mead.”

“Under the stars?”

“No. The sun was barely climbing above the mountain tops.”

“Ah, so you’re a morning sex kind of girl?”

I gulped. Not really. But I’d developed an insatiable thirst for sex at anytime. “Is that a problem?”

He growled. “Not in the slightest.”

His hands came back to my thighs and ran up under my skirt. Wrapping around my lacy panties and pulling them up so that they strained against my pussy lips and between my ass cheeks.

“Continue,” he commanded as he kneeled behind me.

Damn, I wanted to see what he was going to do to me, but the paper would slip. When I felt his teeth graze my ass, I squirmed. Would he sink them into my ass cheek? Leave me with marks to remember him by?

My hips twisted, and the paper nearly fell. My heart pounded as I pressed my nose harder to the wall.

With my delicate undies in his hands, he locked his grip around my hips beneath my skirt and held me in place.

He bit harder. I squealed and twisted my hips to get away from him.

The paper slipped, and he removed his touch and his mouth. Horrified, I watched it flutter to the floor.

He pointed. “Pick it up and get back in position.”

The order was brusque and lacked any kind of emotion. How the hell did he turn off his arousal that way?

I picked it up and pressed it against the wall and resumed holding it there with my nose. He still didn’t touch me, so I blurted, “Graff started it.”

Sas came over and swept my hair into one of his fists. Damn it, if he pulled, I was going to drop this paper again. But he didn’t. He held it there. Almost lovingly.

“Go on,” he said.

“We were at some hidden hot springs in a pool that only came up to about my thighs.”

“And where was Rafe?”

As I said the next words, my core started leaking and it wouldn’t stop. “He was there, in front of me.”

My needy cunt wanted Sas right now, but she remembered my other two men as well. How much both their cocks stretched and filled her. She let the juices flow now, knowing that to be fucked like she wanted, she would need to be wetter than wet.

Sas’s hands moved to the insides of my thighs and trailed upward toward my weeping center. But he stopped just shy.

I mewled, and his fingertips dug into my thighs. I would definitely have bruises.

“What next?” asked Sas.

My next words flowed out like a waterfall. I told Sas how Graff kissed me on the back of the neck. And my husband stood up and kissed me exactly how I had explained.

I closed my eyes and remembered Rafe approaching me. And everything I saw in my mind’s eye, I recounted to Sas.

How Rafe’s hands had warmed my skin. How the kiss was velvety and contained so much pent-up love and frustration that it almost brought me to my knees. How Graff caught me when my body went absolutely weak.

“I will kiss you like that when your punishment is done.”

Punishment for what? I didn’t ask, because it felt more like foreplay.

Sas’s words made me tremble and kept me talking. “Graff backed up. Brought me backward, too, until he could sit on one of the rocks. He pulled me onto his lap, his cock between my legs.”

“Did he tear you open with it?”

“No. Not yet.” I panted. The memories were too close to the surface, and I recalled the stretch, the fullness, and how I came so hard it was blinding.

“I have seen that thick beast. Guess it is exactly like Graff to warm you up first.” Sas bent over again, and his hand landed on my slit. “Make no mistake, wifey, I would’ve ripped you to shreds.”

I rolled my hips, and little shaky whimpers escaped my throat. I wouldn’t have minded the invasion, the helpless feeling of being a victim taken for the pleasure of one of my men.

Death by cock and orgasm. There were worse ways to go.

Sas bit my ass again. “Keep talking.”

When I continued, his hand stroked from front to back and back a little further. The words were starting to fly so far away.

Until my husband touched my most secret hole. “Did Graff put his cock here?”

A single syllable emerged: “No.”

The strain behind it made me wonder if I was sorry he didn’t. But I wouldn’t regret how it did play out, because what they had done to me had been absolutely earth shattering.

“Keep talking.”

The way he said that sounded so detached, almost like a simple statement of fact. Like he was listening to me tell him about the weather or some news story, when in reality, I was working up to the first time I’d had two cocks in my pussy at once.

“And then Graff lifted me and buried himself.”

“Did he stretch you out?” Sas finger flicked over my clit, and I blew out a heavy breath, nearly dropping the paper. He tsked. “Careful not to lose your hold, wifey.”

Pressing my nose tighter against the wall. I answered his question, “Yes.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Yes . . . and no.” My cheeks heated with shame, but I wanted more of this attention. More of Sas’s talented ministrations on my sensitive nub. My next words were meant to dare him to react. “At least nowhere near as much as when both of them were inside me.”

Sas pinched my clit. Hard. Brutally.

I cried out as every muscle in my body tightened first against the pain bleeding into pleasure then to keep from dropping the paper.

He didn’t let go as he said, “Both of their dicks were in you at the same time? In your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Did they leave you loose?” he asked. “I’m not very excited about fucking a loose cunt.”

I clenched my jaw. And then challenged him again. “Feel for your fucking self.”

“You would like that, wouldn’t you, my little wifey whore?”

I kept my trap shut, waiting to see if he would give it to me.

He did. Sas slipped a single finger inside.

“Hrmmm,” he hummed.

Was it really only one? Because oh my God, his finger felt so satisfying as it reached up inside me and stretched me and made me remember him and Rafe and Graff and how hard I wanted to come right now.

My hips rocked slightly, seeking more, but he locked a hand around my side to hold me in place. I shook under his touch, but I didn’t let the paper fall. The blissed-out sensations started taking over again, and I didn’t know how to keep telling him a story.

Too soon, his finger was gone.

His body was no longer all around me. His voice was deadly as he said, “Did they both come inside you?”

“Yes” was all I could murmur.

But he demanded, “And they made you come.”

It wasn’t a question, but a statement, and my lower lips yawned.

I answered, “So hard.”

Suddenly there was a long thick arm wrapped around my midsection. An equally long cock spanned up the crease of my ass, pressing into me, making me more and more desperate to be filled.

“As hard as I made you come?” he asked.

I bit the inside of my cheek, relishing the pain. Sas dipped his head and sank his teeth into my shoulder, and I yelped.

“Answer me, Adelina,” he purred. “Give me the truth.”

I didn’t want to tell him no, but that was the truth. I had never come so hard. Not when using my own hand or my toys. Not with Sas, or with Graff alone, or in the individual encounters with Rafe and Graff on my wedding day, or with the egg-shaped vibrator in my cunt as I stood on the altar sealing my vows to Sas.

Being stretched that wide and being that full had one orgasm chasing another and my body a pool of desperate sexual energy. And I had devoured every last drop of pleasure.

Deep in my throat, I whined, still refusing to answer.

Sas flipped his head over to my other side and gave me another bite mark to mirror the first.

I hissed.

He gritted out, “You belong to me, Adelina. Your pleasure is mine. Everything you do is mine. Whatever is done to you is also mine. I give you these men and you take from them, but then you give it to me. Do you understand?”

I whimpered. “Yes.”

One of my husband’s hands dipped to my gaping lower lips. While the other came up around my throat and his cock still pressed into my behind. “Then tell me, wife. Did you come harder with me than with them?”

“No. I came harder with them.”

Sas let out a low groan behind me, and then his hand started working my pussy. Started making that desire build that pressure needing release. His hands were wicked talented. And standing on the tip of my toes with my nose pressed against the wall, I almost came, my inner walls starting to contract and release like they needed to draw on his cock.

Sas removed his touch.

I let out a long, complaining groan.

One of his long hands landed in the center of my back, pushing me forward and down. “Keep the paper on the wall.”

I did, as Sas pushed me into a bent over position, keeping my legs straight. Then he flipped my baby doll dress over my back. Grabbed onto my underwear. And ripped.

Shit, I didn’t have a replacement pair.

Like he read my mind—or I had figured out his master plan—he said, “You will be walking out of this room with my cum dripping down your thighs, Adelina.”

I sank my teeth into my bottom lip, unable to coherently put together a response. It sounded fucking amazing to have his cum sticky on my thighs. The way it had been with Graff and Rafe until I washed off in the hot springs.

“Tell me, wifey.” Sas spread my cheeks and blew on my wet core, all the way back to the tight ring he’d teased before. “Where would I have been in this menage you describe?”

“I don’t know.” I breathed heavily. I had been too lost to sensation. Nothing but a hormonal mess, ready to explode with my own need. Exactly like I was becoming now.

“Would I have been in your ass?” Sas slipped a finger into me, retreated and added a second. “Or in your pretty red mouth.”

“I don’t know how you could have been in my ass!” I shuddered at the thought, but my lower lips puckered at the mere possibility.

“I guess that means my cock would’ve been between those painted red lips.”

“That depends.”

He stopped with his fingers buried knuckle deep inside me. “On?”

“You.”

“Be more specific.”

“We talked about”—I panted, though he didn’t move—“how, how you would’ve been the one to call the shots.”

He chuckled then, a deep and satisfied sound, and then started fucking me with his fingers. “Damn, you’re so fucking wet for me.”

“Mm-hmmm.” The mumbled sound was all I could make as I concentrated on not dropping the paper. On the brush of my hot breath that bounced back at me from where it hit the wall.

“You like this little game.”

“Mm-hmmm.”

The way he talked and wanted me to tell him about things with the others . . .

The way he explored my body while I was tied up in a more figurative sense of the word . . .

All of it combined was unraveling me. The humiliation of being bent over and holding my nose to the wall while he explored my body so vilely seared through me like lava.

“Do you want to come now?”

“Mm-hmmm.” My brain was shutting off, giving into the pressure and tension rushing through my body. Building. And building some more until⁠—

With one more stroke, he removed his fingers.

“Oh-oh-nooo!” I sagged and moaned my disappointment at the emptiness.

Then Sas came around me and slipped the two fingers he’d fucked me with up and between my lips and the paper, right under my nose. “Lick your mess off me, wifey whore.”

Without question, I did, tasting my own musk on him. As I did, my empty core begged for more.

Sas praised me, “What a beautiful princess. And a cock-hungry wifey.”

My inner walls fluttered at the praise, and I licked his fingers harder—as hard as I could while still trapped against the wall.

“You know, Adelina? I would love to fuck your mouth right now, especially with those bright red lips.”

I hummed, but then kept licking.

Until he removed his hand. “But the clock says we don’t have time for that.”

My lips twitched into a snarl as he reminded me of where I was and why.

“Don’t worry, though. I will fuck your face another time, and I hope you’re wearing that red and lots of runny mascara, because I want to see black tears run down your perfect skin.”

I heard a zipper slowly ripping open and pressed my thighs together to try to get a little relief.

“But maybe, just maybe . . .” Sas mused.

To my right, in my peripheral vision, I saw him kick off his boots and watched as much as possible while he peeled the jumper from his long, ripped body. Then the standard-issue tighty-whiteys with “CCDC” stamped across the ass—Clark County Detention Center.

I fought my snicker—Sas wouldn’t wear something that old-manish—until my husband turned around and I caught sight of the length of his cock.

He came closer, stroking himself. “I really want some of that red on my dick.” He leaned down to look at me where I was still bent over. “Yeah. Let’s have a little taste.”

He brought the rigid head of his cock onto my chin. It barely fit between me and the wall. “Kiss it.”

I did.

“Good. Good. Now, taste my cum too.”

I darted out my tongue and licked the thick, salty precum from the crown.

Sas let out a long moan and ripped his cock away.

“Don’t let that paper go,” he warned again. “And hold on.”

I barely got my hands against the wall before Sas invaded my cunt in one ruthless thrust. He let out a long groan as his cock barged inside me.

“Damn. Fuck. You’re still tight, princess.”

I inhaled through my nose and rolled my lips between my teeth to keep from screaming. It hurt so fucking good, and I wanted to back up into him. But I was still held in this helpless position. Only able to hold on for the ride.

Sas’s feet were parted behind me to manage the height difference, and he retreated then pierced me again. He took his time, drawing out until I was almost empty again and then driving hard into me again, filling me, reaching so deeply I thought he may never leave.

Again, and again, he pounded into me as I braced myself against the wall.

Then, he grunted and pulled out. “Not working. Stand up. Nose still against the wall.”

I managed to straighten while creeping my feet forward until I was upright again. Then, Sas came up behind me and placed his long hands around my waist.

He lifted me, wrapped his arm around my waist to hold me in place, and ordered, “Arch your back.”

I did, driving my ass backward into him.

“Perfect.” He fisted his cock, found my entrance again with the head, and drove up inside. “Ah, so fucking much better!”

“Yes,” slipped from my lips on a whisper.

I needed him to fuck me hard. And with my feet off the ground and completely at his mercy, I was on the brink of losing myself to the pleasure and the floating high again.

With him seated so deep inside, he moved the arm from around my waist and pressed me into the wall. One hand stayed on my hip while his other hand came around my throat. The length of his fingers wrapped from ear to ear with some of my own juices smearing over my neck.

He growled in my ear, and the rumble sent chills over me.

“Oh-mi-go—Sas, this, yes.” My attempt at words came out as a mumbled mess, but it drew a satisfied purr from my husband’s chest.

With that, Sas pounded into me, punishing my pussy with his length, and I ate up every single thrust. In this position, his cock reached deeper than I imagined possible, to the sensitive spot inside that would send me soaring.

To the song of my moans and his grunts, Sas fucked me fast. Then slow. Then he rotated his hips, and I let out a long sigh-moan. I tried for a long time to hold the paper in place. I did. But with all the electricity flowing through my body, thinking was not a thing. I was getting so close, but the orgasm was millimeters out of reach.

My husband’s movements grew faster, more erratic. My head fell backward onto his shoulder as his fingers pushed into the sides of my neck. I felt dizzy. High.

Floating, as he rammed into me, like the yellow slip of paper fluttering to the floor.

Everything spun.

Then, Sas bit down on the curve from my neck to shoulder and kept fucking me, harder.

I squealed.

“Almost, wifey.”

The sound of my new pet name combined with the friction made my core clench around him, the pulsating only beginning.

“Yes,” I said again, because I didn’t have other words in my brain.

Sas’s hand moved from my hip around to my front and a finger dipped into my folds, finding my clit. He circled it and thrust his hips, spearing me over and over. The combination made the pulsation in my core furious, clenching and releasing around his steel-like dick.

The trapped pressure grew so intense it burned.

In my ear, Sas demanded, “Come with me.”

And as though my orgasm was his to command, I did.

My body locked up, and I screamed, “Saaaaaas! Oh, fuck. Yeeees!” as his cock thickened, his hips jerked, his finger still circled my clit, and he spewed grunts and groans until the warmth of our combined cum flooded my core.

We stayed that way for time unmeasured.

Until a ding sounded and we both glanced up at the timer.

“So nice that we get a two-minute warning,” I grumbled.

Sas pulled back, his cock slipping from my battered core. My inner walls worked against the emptiness, wanting him back like I still craved his body all around me. But my head cleared as my dress fell down to cover my ass and brush against my thighs.

My husband pulled back on the jumpsuit, tucking my lacey panties inside as he zipped up. I hid a smile and swished my thighs together, relishing in the evidence of our shared ecstasy.

“Fix your hair and that smudge of red across your cheek.” Sas said as a loud buzzer sounded and the door lock clicked open.


Chapter Eighteen



Adelina

The door slammed open with a bang, making me jump. A portly cop waddled into the room; his face twisted in a smirk that made my blood run hot.

“Did you get all the sappy shit out of your system?” he sneered, glancing between me and Sas.

Sas shot back before I managed to open my mouth. “At least the sight of my cock doesn’t make my wife sick to her stomach. That’s a fuck of a lot more than I can say for some people in this room.”

I covered my mouth to hide my snort of laughter at Sas’s retort and the cop’s responding scowl.

Even though the cop’s upper lip twitched like he wanted to shoot a feral snarl at Sas, he painted a smirk on his face and jerked his thumb toward the door.

“Time’s up. Let’s get Miss Parisi out of here.” He dragged out my maiden name, letting it sour the air like acid.

I clenched my jaw, the fury bubbling up like heartburn. “It’s Mrs. Tate.”

The cop stepped forward, his meaty hand reaching out to grab my arm. “Have it your way. Let’s go, Mrs. Tate.” The words dripped with sarcasm.

As he moved to escort me, I yanked my arm from his grip and turned to Sas.

I closed the distance between my husband and me in two steps, rose up onto my tippy toes, and pressed my lips to his. He devoured my mouth like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. But he held his hands at his side.

When I pulled away, the weight of his spiced-honey gaze and all the unspoken words between us lingered. We had attended to our marriage first before falling into the trap of discussing business. That’s the way it should have been. Yet I still regret not giving him an update on everything going on outside.

That ship, though, had sailed now that Chief Wiggum stood in the room with us. Not this guy’s name, but the only incompetent cop character that came to mind. And I hated The Simpsons. So, I didn’t care to learn his real name.

Incompetent ass of a cop.

“All right,” I said, voice hard, as I moved toward the door, keeping my eyes ahead.

The pig rolled his eyes, muttering under his breath.

“I’ll be back to take you to lockup,” he called out to Sas as he grabbed the door behind me.

Once outside, he drew the door closed and locked it. I started down the hall, and his hand found the small of my back. If it was to remind me where the power lay in this miserable situation, I would have none of it.

I immediately pulled away, my skin crawling.

“I can walk by myself,” I snapped, shooting him a sharp look.

His grin faltered, but he let out a slow exhale, nodding toward the hallway as we left Sas locked in that bleak room.

The cop chuckled. “You sure have a strange taste in men, Miss Parisi. Married to a criminal now, huh? Could’ve picked a better class of company.”

If he only knew that I had been raised to be as much of a criminal as anybody in a motorcycle club. Maybe more so. If he understood the criminal operations that controlled whatever dirty cop arranged for my access to my husband. How exactly would this bastard react?

“The way your husband’s case is shaping up,” he started, “you’ll be a prison widow in no time.”

That was it. I planted my hands on his thick chest and shoved him hard enough to back him against the wall. His smug expression faltered, replaced by surprise, but I didn’t give him a chance to recover.

“First of all,” I hissed, stepping closer, “my name is Mrs. Adelina Tate. Second, you don’t get to make assumptions about guilt when this country’s Constitution demands innocent until proven guilty. Or did you skip that part in training?”

His mouth opened, but I wasn’t done. “You, sir, are nothing when it comes to deciding my husband’s fate. Your job is to push paperwork and escort people around this detention center.”

“Oh, but I do have connections, little girl.” He cocked his head to the side.

I clenched my teeth, biting back the credentials I had from college. This slimy bastard didn’t get that much info on me. “And tell me, officer, what kind of connections do you think are available to me as the daughter of Massimo Parisi? Hmm?”

Fuck yeah, I was gonna use his name. It was unspoken, but everybody knew he was the Don of the Mafia in Las Vegas and the entire Southwest.

The cop’s mouth gaped like a fish out of water.

“Didn’t think you would have a response to that.”

“You’ve got a point,” he said, “but it doesn’t change the fact that your husband’s still in lockup with no release in sight.”

I pushed on him again, and his fat body thudded against the wall. “You have no idea the kind of pull we have. But I do. And while you’re busy throwing insults around, I’ll be out there figuring out who’s responsible for framing him.”

For a split second, I thought he might actually apologize. But cops like him? They never did.

Taking a step back, I gave him a withering look. “And one more thing. Don’t think for a second I can’t juggle clearing his name while managing the logistics of our other business. And I can do it all with my husband’s cum dripping down my inner thigh.”

The cop’s eyes went wide, and I reached down between my legs, stroking my finger through the mess. And then ran it along his jawline, slapped his cheek, and walked the fuck out the door.

I had a diamond heist to coordinate.


Chapter Nineteen



Graff

Tension coiled around my neck until I nearly suffocated, so I adjusted the mask hiding my face. It didn’t help. My hot breath blew about my nose and up my cheeks from the ski mask, adding more heat and moisture in the already sticky Georgia swampland.

None of the others had donned their masks, so I’d probably put the thing on prematurely. But my tattoos would give me away in a heartbeat. The others on this mission were fully covered by long black pants, skin-tight black turtlenecks, and black gloves.

To be safe, I kept all of me covered as much as possible.

Rafe flipped the magazine loose from his gun and slid it back into place, the repetitive motion the only sign he had any hesitation about our job here. Our new brother, more now that we’d bonded over Adelina, clearly had experience with covert operations. Outwardly, he seemed at ease.

Me, on the other hand. I was nothing but a bumbling rookie.

Rafe glanced over his shoulder at the screens in the tight surveillance van. Ward was on video, shoulders bent as he worked from the command central room Adelina had set up in Vegas. When I glanced over, my eyes searched for her in the background, and my chest swelled when I caught a glimpse of a red dress in the background.

No matter how in danger we were, she was there with us. At least in spirit.

Since she’d come to us and stuck to the MC’s side in this whole matter, I’d watched her change and grow by the day. To be a part of what and who she was becoming made me the luckiest man alive. Or one of the three.

Rafe did a sweep of the live streams pointed at the dark, tree-lined road, then cupped his hand over his mouth and muttered something to Ward through his headset.

I strained to listen but couldn’t catch the words. Ward’s fingers flew over his keyboard, and one of the screens flipped to something else, showing a screen split four ways with different feeds of the isolated road at night. All the videos had a greenish hue and reminded me of that old horror movie where kids ran through the woods with camcorders.

Blinking away the errant thought, I tried to focus as we waited. Each of my heartbeats kicked like a bass drum beating against my skull.

If the three Mafia men in the SUV a mile or so down the road were as nervous as me, they didn’t make noise about it. Wilde, in the second SUV ahead of the van, was all radio-silence too. Maybe I was the only dud here.

The MC had never gotten into this kind of lifestyle. We’ve done crash and grab jobs, but those usually went along with prospect hazing. I’d done a couple myself and then ridden away on my bike with the others. Those days were a hundred years ago, and we never hid in a van under the cloak of darkness with SUVs waiting in the wings for our escape.

This felt like a rich person’s crime. Too much tech. Too many gadgets. Too much planning and shit, making me shift in my seat and my knee bounce. I missed my pencils and sketch pad, and I tried to commit all this to memory so I could pour it onto paper later.

Hell, right now, I would take a napkin now or anything else to draw on. My other getaway was music. But they—being Rafe and The Warden—wouldn’t even let me wear my earbuds. I was going fucking nuts.

Then lights flashed down the street on the newly changed screen, and Rafe ordered, “Watch the car.”

“Incoming,” shouted one of the Mafia guys over the speaker. No telling which one.

“Looks like a van,” said another Mafia guy.

“Wilde, man, let’s get the C4 rigged up.” That one, I got. Massimo’s guy, Boomer.

The Prez’s voice from the second black SUV came over the loudspeaker. “Sit tight, no explosives yet.”

Rafe leaned over and pressed a button, a muscle pulsing in his jaw. “We only blow it if there is no other way out, Boomer. I’m not picking gemstones out of the grass for the next three days because you’re fucking trigger happy.”

Yeah, our ex-Marine had this sitch under control.

“Explosions draw attention,” Rafe continued. “Cops. And the last thing we need is more of the law breathing down our necks.”

“Rafe’s right,” said Ward. “Get the goods. Do away with the cartel or whoever’s in that truck. And get the fuck out of there.”

I watched the screen. The approaching vehicle was bigger than a van, especially the one we were in.

“It’s a U-Haul,” said Rafe, grabbing a second gun and dropping it into his second shoulder holster.

I rounded my shoulders, stretching the leather straps tightly across my back. I preferred to shove my gun in the back of my pants, but Rafe loaded us all up with firepower.

“Is that the cartel then?” I asked, almost sounding like a kid. I tried to clear my throat.

“Yes,” said Rafe. “Well, maybe. Most likely.”

He reached into a cabinet at the back of the van and pulled out a rifle, sliding it into the crook of his elbow, cradling it with ease. Every part of him remained calm, cool and collected. A hundred percent professional. Like he had done this a million times.

I didn’t know where the Mafia ended in the military began with Rafe. Maybe this was how the Mafia did business. Or it could be all Marines. All I knew was that he had been in the desert in the Middle East.

The way he took charge now made it seem like he’d been high-ranking and had this all down to an exact science.

“Get ready,” ordered Rafe, dipping out of the cracked van door.

The rest of our meager crew followed.

“They still coming, Warden?” Rafe’s voice echoed past my ear and then my earpiece in a low whisper.

“Coming in hot,” answered the Warden through the connection.

“Boomer?” Rafe called.

“Yeah, boss man?”

Rafe looked me in the eye—shaking his head no, likely to the boss man name—as he ordered, “Fall in behind, like we planned. No triggers unless they fire first.” Then he clapped me on the shoulder. “Let’s do this.”

We were close to the road, hidden between the old trees near Savannah, Georgia, that provided the perfect coverage as we hopped from the van. Joining Wilde and Teller at the SUV, we gathered the supplies and then rolled strips across the road. When we finished, four rows of small spikes pointed toward the sky.

Rafe set small trail cams up on either side of the road and flipped them on. A tiny red light blinked slowly showing the feed had started.

“Got it,” the Warden called in my earpiece.

Rafe pointed Wilde and Teller to the far side of the road, and we scurried into the tree cover.

Not a full minute later, yellowish headlights flashed as the U-Haul came down the empty road. All the intel Ward had dug up said they would be staying clear of the interstates and toll roads, and it had panned out.

I blinked the dancing dots from my eyes and palmed my gun. Too late to go back or tell them I was a shit choice for this job.

Rafe glanced at me over his shoulder. I gritted my teeth and gave him a curt nod. Seemingly satisfied, he faced forward again.

I released the breath I had been holding and then rolled to the balls of my feet, waiting for the attack.

Creeping up to the edge of the road, Rafe crouched down like a tiger about to pounce.

We had both sides of the road covered, using the trees and high grass as hiding spots. The plan called for blowing the tires at the right time for them to veer off into a flat, open area ahead. In daylight, everyone would’ve seen the outcome, so darkness was our friend.

I swallowed over the lump in my throat as my finger brushed the gun’s trigger.

Was it a bad time to admit that I had never hurt another person? Not physically. Never emotionally, either, that I knew of. It wasn’t the expectation of a tattoo-covered biker like me, but I didn’t wear that particular patch.

Even less expected—probably—was that I admitted to myself how scared I was.

I swallowed back bile as the U-Haul rolled over the spikes. Immediately, the van swiveled sideways. The brakes screamed as the truck careened toward the clear side of the road.

Precisely as planned.

The headlights pointed into the thick foliage.

We moved like a herd of bison. Strapped with so much equipment, we wouldn’t be quiet even if we tried, but the time for surprise and hiding had officially ended. Now all that was left was the siege.

The back of the U-Haul van door rolled open, and Rafe opened fire. Only to be met by more gunfire.

The barrage began, and ready or not, I was thrown into the fray. I brushed my finger over the trigger, telling myself to pull it—come the fuck on, Graeme, pull the fucking trigger!—as the U-Haul’s passenger and driver doors open.

More cartel members emptied out and aimed their guns in one slick motion. All the ones in the front seat had handguns. The fuckers in the back, though; they came loaded. The spray of gunfire and flashes blinded and deafened.

Warden said something in my ear.

The others did too.

But I heard nothing over the deluge of blood rushing past my ears.

Pull the fucking trigger, I tried to tell myself, but my finger was stuck.

Our second SUV pulled up and the Mafia men poured out. Boomer and his men as well as my MC brothers shot at the cartel. They ducked when the Barranquilla bastards shot back and then poked their heads up again to exchange more fire.

Rafe, like a fucking angel, descended from the skies in a blaze glory. With the M40 aimed for the U-Haul, he led the charge toward the back, Teller and Wilde on his heels. The Prez even knew to stay back.

What would Sas do? I asked myself, trying to inch forward and attack with the rest of my brothers.

Stupid, stupid question.

If Sas were here, as ruthless as he was, he wouldn’t hesitate to do the job. After all, he’d been the one to kill the bitch that kept Angel in that fucking sex ring.

One of the men from the cab of the U-Haul sighted me, his gaze locked with mine. I swung the barrel of my M40 around and gritted my teeth. I was a sitting duck, and if I didn’t fire, I would die. Adelina wouldn’t get me back, and she needed us—Rafe and me both—to come home.

Then we would bring Sas home together.

The Mafia went toward the front, exposing us in the back. And the guy who had me in view lowered his gun and smirked before lifting the barrel again. Finally, I pulled the trigger.

I had shot a gun many times before, mostly at targets or cans lined up on rocks like we’d done in the canyon. I had even shot at people before, doing my duty to my brotherhood. And I would do it until my death. Anything to protect my family. Blood. Sweat. Tears. Even murder.

I pulled the trigger again and didn’t stop, aiming straight toward the cartel dude beside the U-Haul. He fell, and then I caught sight of one in the back of the truck, aiming for Rafe.

“Rafe, duck,” I said into the mic on my wrist.

The bastard shot at Rafe, and our man ducked in the nick of time. I pulled the trigger again.

Once. Twice.

Again. Again.

One of my bullets ripped through the man’s neck, but I squeezed again. The next of my bullets blasted a hole in his chest. Crimson blood sprayed the inside of the U-Haul and pooled out of the guy. He swayed before falling from the back of the U-Haul truck as Wilde shot another guy in the back.

We weren’t done—there were more guys up front that the Mafia was dealing with—though my gun slumped to my side, dragging down my arm like lead. I would’ve crumbled too as the lump of the cartel member laid on the ground. His blood in the night looking like spilled ink.

His lifeless eyes were wide with the final shock, and the whites glistened in the moonlight. He stared directly at me, piercing my soul, and I stumbled back a step. Dead eyes followed me.

Very dead.

Like they saw me from the other side.

I had killed a man.

Two, I reminded myself, glancing over to the one at the side of the truck.

“Move the cargo now!” ordered the Prez.

When had the shooting stopped? I looked around as the dead cartel members splayed open—the bullets having ripped through them like knives—and I watched our team swarm the truck. My feet rooted me to the road, unwilling to move.

The Mafia raced toward the back of the truck.

When had all the cartel members died?

Rafe and Teller were still near the front, watching the surroundings.

I should do that too, right?

Rafe called out, “Gio, Sergio, Teller, Graff, load up the SUVs.”

Wilde swung his gun onto his back, the strap crossing his chest as he checked up and down the lonesome highway. Calmness returned to nature, a sense we had very much destroyed this night, and my ears still rang with the gunfire. Or maybe I had lost my hearing.

My body still buzzed, reminding me of the first few times I had ridden a motorcycle. My knees jerked like I was trying to find my footing again.

“Graff!” Rafe was watching me, his chest still. Not heaving like mine. He hadn’t even broken a sweat, yet my mask felt drenched against my hair and skin.

Swinging the automatic rifle behind me, I rushed toward the back of the U-Haul. Lights flashed on the road, and I hesitated. Fuck, more cartel? I grabbed my gun, but it was only Sergio driving up in the second SUV. Teller drove the second one back from up ahead near the surveillance van.

Both vehicles pulled up and opened their hatches, ready to be loaded.

My feet were stuck, though. In concrete blocks as the tide rose up around me.

“Graff,” Rafe said and jogged up to my side. He swiped the ski mask off my head. “C’mon, man. Let’s walk.”

Without the material over my nose, air came easier. And when I moved again, my knees popped. Everything in my body felt stiff.

“Take deep breaths.” He breathed with me. “You got this.”

As we stepped away from the scene, I started to settle.

Rafe clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Take fifty more steps that way, then walk back. Think of happier times as you do. I always pictured Adelina when I got like this.”

I nodded.

“I’ve been there. It’ll clear your head. Promise. I gotta get back.”

When I nodded again, he scurried back to the scene. I counted every step and breath as I walked away. And when I reached fifty, I didn’t hear the blood rushing past my eardrums any longer. My joints moved easily again. My fingers had stopped tingling.

And I felt grounded again. At least for now.

So I turned around and jogged to help my brothers.

Wilde and Boomer had cracked the crates to inspect the product, and by the time I got back everyone was hauling the goods to the SUVs one crate at a time. The crates were heavy, and there were lots of them.

I glanced at Teller. “Assembly line?”

“Good call,” he replied.

We lined up and started passing crates, and the work went faster.

“Hey!” someone called out, and I jumped, grabbing my gun.

Had the cartel finally come? The cops? We had taking too fucking long. I wanted to look at my watch.

“We got a girl!” called out Teller.

More fucking human trafficking? I still tightened my hold on my gun. The bitch might’ve been with the cartel, though. But then I saw her . . . and loosened my grip on my gun. The trigger wouldn’t be necessary.

Huddled behind the crates and chained to the wall, the girl—woman, I thought—was naked, covered in bruises and dried blood. Her eye was practically swollen shut. And those were the only apparent injuries.

“Give me something to wrap her up in,” Teller ordered to me, bent in front of her.

“The chains,” I said, unable to come up with anything else to explain why this was a bad idea.

We needed to help her, obviously, but she was chained up. We weren’t familiar with this chick. We didn’t know if she was a plant.

Fuck, I sounded like Sas—suspicious of everyone. He had used similar words about Adelina. I ran to the SUV and grabbed a blanket and handed it to Teller. By the time I got back, he had had managed to get the chains off her. He wrapped her up and then pulled her into his arms.

“Get out of the way.” Teller shoved past me, the woman in his arms.

“What about the . . .” jewel shipment? I grabbed another crate and passed it to the next man in line. Wilde could deal with Teller’s shit later.

“How much do we have left?” asked Rafe, taking the crate from Sergio’s hands.

“A couple more,” I said, checking over my shoulder.

“Leave it. We need to move,” he said, turning on his heel.

Boomer jumped up. “Nah. Fuck that. We take it all. Don’s orders. And then . . .” he shrugged.

I jumped down from the U-Haul and followed Rafe. They loaded the last bit into the SUV, and Boomer slammed the hatch. Then he walked to the passenger side backseat and grabbed the cases.

Teller hopped into the SUV with the girl in the back, then peeled off into the night. “I got this, Prez. You can go in the van.”

“Boomer!” Rafe called.

The man ignored Rafe as he and Sergio continued stacking the explosives into the U-Haul. Gio scurried back to the spike strips and gathered them from the road.

The three Mafia men hopped in the SUV and sped off after Teller, passing Wilde, Rafe, and me as we trotted toward the surveillance van. We made it about a hundred yards from the U-Haul, and then a blast knocked me forward, a gust of hot air flowing over my back.


Chapter Twenty



Adelina

BOOM!

I jumped and spun around to look at the screens.

Ka-BOOOOM, came a second explosion.

The deep rumbling explosion was probably muffled by the audio channels we were using, but my men were still too close if it was that loud. The pictures on two of the four screens in front of Ward jiggled violently and went white. Lines fluttered across them, and the feeds stopped.

In our forty-third-floor war room at the Parisi Hotel and Casino, I stopped chewing my cuticle and slowly lowered my hand as I watched the big-screen displays in horror.

“What the fuck happened?” I asked, moving forward. My stomach twisted, everything inside churning and clawing its way up my throat. I’d been pacing behind where Ward and his three proteges—Cipher, Glitch, and now Ghost—were monitoring the action.

Also helping monitor the intel, Ghost had headphones on with police call logs rolling up the screen he was watching. He didn’t seem to notice the explosions, and I wondered for a hot second if he was phoning it in. Where the other two prospects were now was anyone’s guess.

But with the situation on screen, I didn’t have energy to focus on the prospects.

One of Ward’s men pecked away on the keyboard, and the other—Glitch, maybe? Or was it Cipher?—said, “Something blew. Knocked out the cameras Rafe set roadside.”

“Are they okay?” I asked, coming to stand between and just behind Ward’s apprentices.

Ghost was probably closer to Sas’s age, but the other two were young, and I had never seen them around the club, but they wore cuts, nonetheless. They did not, however, wear club patches. Prospects at the most. The one on my right swiveled his chair to face me, so I caught his name on the cut.

Cipher.

“Think they got away,” he said, “but can’t be sure. You catch it, Ward?”

“Nah,” he answered, then held his hand to his earpiece. “They’re not answering either. You got anything on the ticker, Ghost?”

The prospect stroked his beard, and his dark eyes met mine before he answered, “Nothin’.”

I averted my gaze and rubbed my forearms where the hairs stood on end.

Then, to do something—anything—I grabbed my phone and stared at the silent screen as though I could use the stupid Force from Star Wars to make Rafe or Graff call and tell me they were alive.

My hands turned clammy, and I rubbed them off on my skirt as I fought the nausea rising like a dust storm.

“Don’t tell me you’re nervous, my daughter?” asked my father behind me.

Every muscle in my body went rigid. I had forgotten that he’d come down to monitor the operation too. I shouldn’t have, because I had to let him in. But he had promised he and his men would stay out of the action and just observe.

My attention had been solely focused on Graff and Rafe, trying to follow their movements through the darkened night. Everything else could wait until they were safe. The communications and static hadn’t told me much, but it seemed clear to The Warden what was happening at every step of the way.

But my full attention glued to the operation left me with a blind side.

I needed to remember that. “Of course I’m nervous, Papà. Don’t tell me you’re not worried about your brother out there.”

My father shrugged, and I rolled my eyes as I continued wearing grooves into the plush carpet.

My pacing had started as I tried to stay out of Ward’s way while still being connected. Once Rafe and Graff left the van, there had been too much going on in my earpiece for me to keep it plugged in. The sounds had been filled with rustling and then gunshots, and finally lots of orders about getting the crates loaded.

I’d ripped the thing out and thrown it on the desk in front of Ward.

Still, the screens kept me riveted. I watched, waiting and holding my breath for the second I knew everyone I loved out there was safe.

But that didn’t come.

“I didn’t realize you would be so concerned for your uncle,” Papà said, needling me.

And Graff, I silently added. I pointed at the screen. “He’s in the line of those bullets.”

“That’s the business.” The Don, not Papà, shrugged.

Cold rage washed over me as I realized that the explosion, regardless of who might’ve been in the line of fire, could be attributed directly to my father’s twisted views of business. I worked my jaw because he would give me that excuse every single time—this business was illegal and usually included guns.

Explosions were a norm.

It was dangerous.

Rolling my shoulders back, I walked over to where he sat behind a desk that he’d had brought in for himself. An act intended to remind us that he’d “helped” with this endeavor, as though anyone would call having Boomer on their team helpful.

“You, Father, are the reason we’re flying blind right now.” I seethed, curling and releasing my fingers at my sides.

He spread his hands and then steepled his fingers, “I’ve been here with you the whole time, Adelina. I don’t see how I could’ve given the orders for that.”

I leaned onto the surface, pinning him with my stare. “What exact orders did you give to Boomer?”

“Same orders I give to all my men in the field.” Father smirked. “Do the needful.”

“And you didn’t think twice about that order with your bomb-loving fixer?” I cocked my head to the side.

“He’s got the job for a reason, mia figlia.”

I sucked in a breath and closed my eyes for a split second to find my center. There was red around the edges when I opened them, but right now, I needed to focus on getting Rafe, Graff, and the others out. “When my men’s lives are on the line, it’s more than business. If you can’t get behind that, leave.”

“Your men?” He raised his chin, letting that little implied accusation simmer.

“Obviously not your idiot fixer or the cleaners, but the others, yes. You made them mine when you dropped me off at that shop in Park Ridge.”

My father waved a hand in the air as though he were brushing away a fly. “They’re all wearing Kevlar. Anyway, don’t you trust all the tactical skills Rafe gained in the military?”

Balling my hands into fists, I shoved them into my pockets. Detaching, I forced the expected calm and objective tone into my voice. “I understand, Father.”

I was done with this. With him and his nonchalance where people were concerned. But it scared the hell out of me that I might have to become everything I hated about him in order to stay sane and control my own destiny in this life.

“I would think so.” My father scoffed. “After what happened with your husband.”

“Yeah, you would think,” I replied in a low voice, resigning myself to the fact that my father would never be a family man. He would never allow emotions to tie him to people. In those regards, he was little more than the person who knocked up Mamà.

He wasn’t wrong in that Sas was proof of danger in this life—whether MC or Mafia. But the difference between my husband and father was that my father never showed signs of worry. At least Sas had thrown his body over mine when I’d been shot at. At least my husband stood up to the cartel’s Rojas brothers when they leered at me.

“You look tense, Adelina,” said my father. Fuck, he loved to hear himself speak.

I gave him a slow nod. “To be expected.”

“Perhaps you should join the women. It’s a, shall we say, less stressful place to be.”

I rolled my eyes. “Aren’t Mamà and Caterina out shopping?”

“Indeed.” He picked up his phone and started scrolling. “I told your mother to get a nice bottle of wine for tonight.”

“She does that every night.” She spent money like there was no tomorrow, causing more than one fight between my parents. But with everything I was learning about my father recently, I was starting to think Mamà was in love with money.

“Yes, but Caterina will have a taste tonight.”

“That’s rich!” I laughed. Caterina drank all the time and had basically been drinking wine since she was seven.

But his face was dead serious.

Raising my brows, I glared at him. Either he was being naïve or stirring the pot.

Fuck. The realization smacked me upside the head. Papà was distracting me from the heist that was seemingly over, but Rafe and Graff weren’t safe yet. I needed to focus on them, but he was still smiling at me, like he had when I was little, knowing it made me feel like the most special person alive.

What BS.

Now—between him and me—it almost worked again. I hated how he manipulated things so easily, refocusing me and removing the stress.

“I don’t have time for this,” I said as I turned back to the screens.

“Teller?” called the Warden. “Would you fucking answer?”

Ward pressed a button and then one more and the computer dialed again.

“Something happen?” I asked, crossing my arms and moving toward the action again.

“He sped off alone,” said Ward. “Teller!”

“What?” Teller answered.

“’Bout goddamn time.” Ward sighed

“What the fuck ya want?”

“Where you heading?” Ward asked, his voice steady, though the silence that followed weighed on my shoulders.

“Taking insurance back to LA,” Teller replied. Then, without warning, the line cut off with a cold click.

“Teller?” Ward said into the mic, his voice sharp now. “Teller?”

Nothing.

The absence of sound prickled down my spine like the chill of winter wind. Ward pushed away from the desk in his rolling chair, his hands resting still and heavy on the armrests.

Insurance? That single word hung between us, a loose thread. Something wrong about it, off in a way I couldn’t shake. There’d been a strange finality in his voice, like he’d said what needed to be said—and nothing more.

The hacker’s face was unreadable, no clue, no tell.

A knot crept up in my throat, and I swallowed, my mind circling. Insurance? Why wouldn’t Teller respond? What game was he playing?

I leaned closer to Ward, keeping my voice low. “What’s he up to?”

Ward’s eyes flicked to mine. He didn’t answer.

Whatever Teller was up to wasn’t sitting right.

Ward finally gave a shrug that said he really didn’t know. “I guess it has to do with the girl he found.”

“Girl?” I scowled.

Cipher piped up, “Missed that part, eh?”

I glanced at the map Ward still had up on the screen. Three red dots moved down the highway, one significantly ahead of the others. And then that red dot blinked out of existence.

“Goddamnit!” Ward banged on the desk with both hands and glanced back at the Don.

I strode over and bent beside him, lowering my voice. “What did he mean by insurance?”

Ward murmured for my ears only, “He’s got half the shipment in that SUV along with some beaten-up girl.”

“Do we still have enough?” I asked.

He pursed his lips. “No way to know until I set eyes on the goods.” His eyes flicked back to my father. “Bigger question: will we have enough after we give half to your father?”

“If that’s the case,” I said, “it sounds like Teller made the right call. Half of half is more than my dad deserves.”

My role in this pivoted. Now, I was working squarely for the MC. I’d should’ve accepted that fact as soon as my father made the deal for my hand in marriage. But I’d been in denial. Things were getting crystal clear now.

He always wanted me to spy on the club. While I crouched beside The Warden, my father’s eyes bored into the back of me, but I was done with his shit—and La Famiglia.

In that moment, I had truly joined the MC.

“Keep working, Ward. Get them back online,” I demanded, ignoring the Mafia presence in the back of the room.

My phone rang. Who the fuck was calling me now? I ripped it out of my pocket.

A notification came across the lock screen.

Graff: Heading back now. See you soon. Love you.




My finger hovered over the little phone icon. I wanted to hear his voice—to call him now—but I couldn’t. I had no idea where he was or if they were in danger still, and a ringing phone might be the ticket that got him shot.

Thankfully, a few seconds later, a sound came over the rigged-up computers. Hell, all the audio and visual equipment seemed tied into the system Ward had hooked up in this room.

Ward pressed a button. “Talk to me.”

“We’re good.” Wilde’s voice sounded like chimes from heaven.

My shoulders relaxed.

“Why’d we lose coms?” asked Ward.

After a blip of static, Wilde answered, “Shit was smooth until Boomer. Almost had to put the van in the ditch. We’re starting the drive back.”

I leaned toward the computer. “How’s Rafe? Graff?” I paused then added, “Boomer and his guys?”

“Everyone’s in one piece,” he replied.

In the background, Rafe’s hollow voice piped up, “We’re safe, Adelina.”

The knife in my gut twisted at the sound. It was the voice that said he was physically okay but might go dark at any moment. I sighed, only half relieved, and pressed the button again. “Non sparire, zio Rafaele, e torna da me.⁠1”

Wilde continued, “The Don’s men blew the U-Haul. Probably a good thing that any evidence is obliterated, but shit, that fucker’s reckless.”

Ward typed on one of the keyboards. “I’ll get in and make sure we’re covered on the cop front.”

“Setup some media monitoring on the sitch while you’re at it,” ordered Prez.

“You got it,” said Ward. “Grab an energy drink for the road.”

“Drive safe,” I added.

The line died.

I turned back to my father who remained behind his desk. “I’m not sure what your interest in these diamonds is, Papà, but you can go back to whatever it is you do day in and day out.”

“Money makes the world spin. I provided the men, the explosives, the van they’re using, and the SUVs. My interest is simple: return on investment.”

No matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t walk over and scrub that smug smile from his face. Another thing I needed to remember when playing with the big boys was that I needed to be utterly controlled at every moment.

Putting on my best business face, I deadpanned, “That’s not all there is, Papà.”

He pushed himself from the chair, buttoning the top sports-coat button. “Adelina⁠—”

“No.” I gave him my hand. “I’ve got another matter to deal with.”

Sas.

Massimo Parisi spread his arms like he would welcome me into a hug. “Mia figlia.”

But I feared that the embrace would be lined with razor blades. “I’m not doing this, Father.” I couldn’t bring myself to call him Don or Massimo aloud, but it was time to abandon the more affectionate terms.

I clapped Ward on the shoulder. “Thanks for everything you’ve done here.”

He stood and offered me his hand, something I hadn’t seen him do to anyone—Wilde included. “Once we’ve got everything wrapped, my boys will clear out our equipment.”

Clapping my small palm against his, I shook once, keeping my grip strong around his firm handshake. “Back to LA?”

“Yup,” he answered with a wink. “My palms are itching for my bella, if you read me.”

Something about my exchange with the Warden told me this was as close as I’d get to a thank you. I had purchased the equipment, but it was clearly now club property. And I was A-okay with that little fact.

Papà stood as I crossed to the door, so once I threw it open, I paused and glared back at him. “I’ll stop in upstairs when I’m done, and we can discuss without your minions.”

I stepped out and slammed the door behind me. Not letting go of the handle, I leaned back and dropped my head backward. “This is all my problem now, and so help me God, I’m going to make sure the MC comes out on top. Sas, hang in there. We’re coming.”



1 Don’t vanish (or fade away), Uncle Rafe, and come back to me.


Chapter Twenty-One



Adelina

Graff and Rafe are coming home soon, I told myself. Repeatedly. Still, I paced back and forth, cutting across the rug in my suite in the Parisi Hotel & Casino.

As soon as Father had taken me to meet the MC, Mamà had my old bedroom converted into her “office.” Although, I wasn’t sure what she needed an office for when all she did was make others do her bidding. Well, that and spend money.

Regardless, my once–safe haven was no longer mine.

Instead, my father set me up in a suite, calling it a nice home away from home for me. At the same time, he’d asked, “Is it as nice as what your new husband has given you?”

Every little memory of him, every word he’d spoken to me, all the uncaring and snarky jibes painted a new image of my father in my mind. One I really, really didn’t care for.

I was trapped here in Vegas, more by the absence of my men than because of my means. It was possible to hire a car and go, but I would be alone and too far away to help Sas. The thought of going back to LA now, even with Rafe and Graff, didn’t sit well when Sas was in jail.

I was back to where I started. Helpless.

Planting my hands on the arm of the couch, I hunched over and sucked in a deep breath. For a change, my breathing was fine, my heart rate steady.

My mind was the problem. Too many thoughts swirled around our predicament, and I tried to dodge the worst of them. I had never cared romantically about one man before, let alone three. I loved my sister. And despite her own pretenses about the glamor of her station in life, I loved my mother too.

Aside from them, I’d never cared about anyone like this before.

I felt like I was going to be sick.

This hotel had been my childhood stomping ground, a place that should offer a sense of safety and nostalgia. But that my father had all my things packed into brand-new, top-dollar luggage and delivered to this stock-issue suite proved there was nothing left for me at home.

Nothing for me in LA right now either.

All I had were two concrete rooms and a bathroom appropriated with all the things to make a big spender feel pampered on the forty-second floor. The floors above belonged to Massimo Parisi, his family, and the honored guests. Apparently, I didn’t even make that cut.

This, apparently, was what made up my new home.

Fucking delightful.

A knock rattled my suite door, and I pulled my head up. One of the non-patched MC members had been stationed as my guard, watching me and the surroundings like a hawk. Sas’s orders to the prospects Pip, Merry, and Ghost. I didn’t know which one was there now, but it also wasn’t important enough for me to go see.

I should’ve let him inside where it was more comfortable, but I couldn’t deal with myself, let alone another person. Plus, one look at him in jeans and a leather cut reminded me of my three missing men. I wanted them back in my arms.

The door rattled again, and a woman called, “Adelina, are you awake?”

Awake? As if it were possible to sleep.

If my prospect guard had thought the person safe enough to allow them to my door, then there wasn’t danger, but I checked the peep hole, anyway. Years of being a Mafia princess had taught me that.

Sas’s lawyer waited on the other side, and I dropped down from my tiptoes, opening the door.

“Come in,” I said.

After thanking the long-bearded prospect, Melanie Flemming walked into my suite.

The beard triggered my memory. Ghost! That’s the one.

His cold black eyes appraised me.

I had no words for him as I let the door close between us.

In some small way, the barrier between us made me breathe a sigh of relief as I joined my visitor.

Lanie gave my suite one long appraising look, doing a sweep around the room. Everything was still neatly packed away with the suitcases waiting under the far window. This morning’s room service sat untouched on the desk I’d had brought in when I’d ordered the furniture for Ward and the war room.

Finally, she turned her scrutinizing gaze to me. I still wore yesterday’s clothes, the black slacks and red shirt crumpled. I had kicked off my heels when my feet had started to ache, so that left Melanie about a head taller than me.

I bet the rest of me looked thoroughly disheveled.

“What can I help you with?” I asked.

“Good morning to you too.” Melanie faced me, wearing the same bitch-boss look she did in the jail.

She was all business, and I tried not to twitch. I needed to be like that.

“Good morning.” I forced myself to be nice and found it surprisingly difficult. “How can I help you? Is it about Sas?”

Her lips twisted as though her calling on me was something she wasn’t accustomed to doing. “I—ah. Well, I came to check on you.”

“I’m fine. Just . . . worried about Sas.” I clamped my mouth shut before adding Graff and Rafe to my list.

“Don’t worry about Sasquatch,” said Melanie dismissively. “He can handle himself.”

“I’m sure.” She didn’t need to tell me about my own husband. “But prison is hard.”

“It is only the county detention center, not prison,” said Melanie. “Although, he’s seen both before.”

“I know but—” I still didn’t fucking want him there. I wanted him with me—and Rafe and Graff. I wanted all four of us together, fulfilling the promise that Sas had made to me on our wedding day and the couple of times I’d seen him since.

My body thrummed with the thoughts of all of us together as well as the wonder about how Sas would orchestrate us. How much pain and pleasure would I get from having everyone at once?

“How are you?” asked Melanie, walking further into my suite and plopping down on the sofa. Apparently, she was staying awhile.

“I’m fine,” I said without thinking about my words.

Melanie gave me a skeptical look. “You must be used to saying that.”

“Are you not?” I snapped and then pinched the bridge of my nose to fight my growing headache.

“Fair. I’ve said those words a lot,” she admitted in a breezy tone. “Especially when I was younger and then throughout my career when I had to defer to someone—usually a man with a fat head because he had more experience than me.”

I studied her, considering it odd that she really did seem to understand. Our situations were different, true, but the fat-headed man part was spot on.

She patted the sofa cushion beside her. “Why don’t you sit? You look tired.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled but plopped down next to her.

The cushions were uncomfortably soft, and exhaustion gnawed at my bones. The couch drew me in like it would eat me alive if I stayed there much longer, so almost immediately, I popped back up and returned to the breakfast on my desk.

After pouring myself a lukewarm coffee, I asked Melanie, “Do you want a cup?”

“Yes, thank you,” she answered from behind me.

I poured her a cup too and then brought them both over. I had already gulped down half of mine by the time I sat down again. She sipped hers, all ladylike and shit, the way I’d been raised and had acted since I was a girl.

Given all that’d happened, I hated it. Every pretentious aspect of this game. I was ready for it to be over so we could go back to the clubhouse in LA and start settling into our lives.

“So, you’re really here just to see me?” I asked, the concept strange because the only girlfriend I’d ever really had was Cat.

“Yes.” She cradled her cup in both hands.

“And no business?”

“I’m not business all the time.”

“I have to ask so you don’t bill me for these hours.”

Melanie cracked a smile, and up to that point, I didn’t know if she had it in her. “There is no billing in the MC.”

“But other payments tend to happen,” I said skeptically.

“You’re still new to the MC,” she said.

“Aren’t you?”

She sipped her coffee and then shrugged. “Yes and no. I made a choice to move to Park Ridge with Angel, but I’m not like Bou. You know her, right?”

“Yes.” I would never forget the pregnant woman who jumped in feet first to the gunfight when I’d first met the club.

“I’m not a lifer,” said Melanie. “In fact, it has been quite a change in lifestyle.”

“From the DA’s office?” I took a sip.

“Or Stanford, or the FBI⁠—”

I nearly spat out my coffee. “So you were with the feds?”

“No.” She swallowed, shaking her head. “I turned down the offer.”

My brows climbed my forehead.

“It’s complicated,” she said, no longer wearing a smile. “A lot of things were happening, and I was tracking the Mafia.”

“You think that’ll make me trust you?” I asked. I had been a Mafia princess. It was literally my world for the better part of my life.

“I don’t expect you to trust me,” said Melanie. “At least, not yet. But someday.”

How about never? “I’m really close to kicking you out,” I admitted. “Doesn’t matter whose ol’ lady you are. Be straight with me, Melanie, because I doubt you’re really here out of concern for me.”

No one was that sweet, especially no one was once on the side of the law.

She arched an eyebrow. “Would you believe me if I said I needed some girl-bonding time?”

I rolled my eyes.

She flipped her hair over her shoulder. “You don’t have female friends?”

“I have friends,” I lied. I had Cat.

She chuckled. “I was a lot like you. Friends were the cops I worked with. Or the others in the DA’s office. Hell, I even had a friend with benefits there, but . . .”

“I’ve been surrounded by dudes in the club,” I said.

“There are others,” said Melanie.

“You mean the whores?”

She raised her eyebrows, anger flashing in her eyes. I didn’t realize she would go to bat for some bunnies who literally only suck dick and rock on cock. Then again, I only knew Kaos, and if that whore ever got close to Sas again, I would kick her ass and then lay into my husband.

“One of those whores,” said Melanie in a disapproving tone, “is Duchess, and she cared for Angel when he was young.”

I let out a snort. “Yeah, so?”

Why did I care about her old man?

Melanie shifted on the couch, drawing up one knee and leaning her elbow on the backrest, facing me. “You know . . . Angel held Sas’s position in the LA chapter before we moved to the Ridge.”

“Yeah, and why’d you ever agree to move to the middle of BFE?”

“That had to do with Maddie. But that’s a story for a different time.”

As she stood and crossed to my desk to pour herself another coffee, something shifted in my gut. A fierce need to protect my sister flared in my veins, and based on the hell Maddie had shared about her past, it made me curious what Melanie had to say. Perhaps Melanie and I did have something in common aside from needing to free Sas.

She returned to her seat, still facing me as she got comfortable. “So, Duchess. A bunny, right? One of the women you called a whore.”

I scowled. “Yeah?”

Melanie took a deep breath, followed by a sip of coffee, then stared at the liquid in her cup as she started. “There was this thing . . . before the Gambinos blew the MC’s PacWest Warehouse.”

Okay, now that tied directly to Sas. She had my attention.

“Tommaso Gambino’s wife, Amaranta—that’s the one Sas killed to save Angel.”

Idly, I ran my finger around the rim of my cup. “The bitch in charge of the trafficking?”

“One and the same.” She gave a sad smile. “Her son, Rock⁠—”

She choked on the name as though there was a deeper meaning, but I held my tongue, giving her space to share the rest of the story.

After another sip of nasty coffee, her voice sounded firmer. “Rocco Gambino. He stabbed Angel deep enough that it needed sewn up.”

Sensing something beneath the surface of her words, I asked. “Who was that man to you?”

Melanie laughed, an amused but knowing sound. “You’re intuitive. Smart. You’ll do good with us.” Then she stared at the unsweetened, uncreamed black liquid. “Remember the friend with benefits, I mentioned?”

My eyes rounded, brows raising in sheer surprise.

“Yeah,” she said. “I was fucking the old Don’s son.”

I let out a long, low whistle. “Dang, and I thought my way in was jacked up.”

“But that’s not the point. The point is: I’ve been trained to dress wounds as a part of my FBI training, but I couldn’t. Duchess sewed up Angel when Rocky left a gash on him the size of my forearm.”

“That doesn’t make her not a whore,” I commented, still nursing the dying embers of anger.

Then again, what was so bad about being a whore? When Sas called me that, it always amped up my arousal.

“Think a little about what you’re saying, Adelina. Liking or even loving sex doesn’t make you a whore. They’re people, too, with emotions like yours and mine.”

I changed positions, drawing my legs up crisscross style.

“Anyway,” Melanie continued, “The next time I saw her was when one of the men Angel sent to interrogate Rocky had been shot. Turned out to be her son.”

My jaw hit the floor as a searing pain blazed in my chest.

Smiling, nodding, Melanie said, “Yeah, she used to be an old lady when the club was Diablo. And before Wilde became Prez, she was the old Prez’s wife.”

“Oh.” I scrunched my brows together. “Shit.”

I stared at her, wondering what role any woman should play in this MC? I certainly hadn’t expected that.

“Yeah,” breathed Melanie. “Duchess has been with a lot of the guys in the club since Cain passed, but she’s also the closest thing to a mom many of those men have ever known.”

I wrinkled my nose. “That’s kinda gross.”

She shrugged. “Nothing’s exactly straightforward with this bunch, Adelina, and I think you understand that.”

Her gaze pierced right through me. It leveled me with the rest of the bunnies, but also with some of the ol’ ladies. And here I was, naïve and stupid. I didn’t even know what to do with one of these bikers. Still, I wanted three.

“While this is nice and all”—I cleared my throat—“is that all?” I walked over to the breakfast tray and dropped my empty mug, popping a grape into my mouth. The rest was probably cold and stale, but the fruit tasted delicious.

Melanie stood, smoothing down her slacks. She was in full lawyer mode again. “There is an unexpected hearing this morning.”

I stopped, nearly choking on my second grape, then swallowed it half chewed. “You could’ve fucking started with that!”

“The hearing won’t help Sas,” said Melanie.

“I need to shower and change and do my makeup.” I dragged my fingers through my hair and incidentally pulled out greasy clumps. I probably smelled too. “I need to be there.”

“He won’t be getting out,” continued Melanie.

“You’re a shit lawyer,” I snapped, echoing my husband’s earlier sentiment.

She frowned at me. “I’m being realistic.”

“How about you stop being realistic and do your job and get him out?” I walked into the bedroom and straight to the ensuite shower.

Melanie followed. “As soon as you stop acting like a brat and own your part in this.”

I spun around, ready to lay into her, but there were no words. She was right. It was the same message I’d given myself during the actual heist and while dealing with my father. What she had to say perhaps wasn’t what I wanted to hear, but she was there. Helping rather than hurting.

And that was more than I could say for my family.

I leaned onto the counter, opening myself to what she had to say.

“The judge won’t grant him bail on his history and what was found on his bike and person,” continued Melanie. Her voice was oddly stagnant.

“It wasn’t his,” I gritted through clenched teeth.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Melanie, and I hated her all-lawyer-like tone. “Put it to a jury, and the evidence speaks louder than unsupported claims of him being framed.”

“I was there when his saddle bags were packed,” I said. “I can be a witness.”

“There was a lot of time between when he got to Vegas and the wedding,” said Melanie, handing me a towel. “With a motorcycle, there is always a chance that someone can slip something on board.”

“That establishes reasonable doubt,” I said, dropping my pants. I didn’t care if she saw me naked. Many already had.

“That only works when it goes to trial. Not juries in these early hearings,” she said.

“Then what are we supposed to do now?”

“If we can find out who put it there, then that will drop a few of the charges.”

“Only a few?”

“He was still carrying an unregistered gun across state lines.”

“He wouldn’t have been caught if it wasn’t for the drugs.”

“Doesn’t matter,” she said, lips pressing into a thin line. “And it’s not his first offense.”

I rolled my eyes. “In this business, who doesn’t have priors?”

“That doesn’t help the case, Adelina.”

“Then what does?” I demanded, getting fed up with all this.

“We need to figure out who stashed the drugs to purposefully frame Sas,” said Melanie like it was simple.

I halted. “And what, exactly, do you propose I do?” The words were free before I recognized the sarcasm behind my tone, but I wasn’t taking them back. The lack of control I had in this situation was eating me alive.

She raised a brow again. “Hrmmm. Still thinking on that.”

Stripping my shirt over my head, I said, “You and everyone else.”

“All the bikes were there,” Melanie continued, “but his bike was the only one with drugs. There were enough drugs to have spread them out and plant on multiple bikes, but the person didn’t. So, why Sasquatch?”

I cringed, hating when people called him that. “How do we figure it out?”

She knitted her eyebrows together, thinking hard, drawing out the heavy silence between us. I threw my clothes into a pile and stared to undo my bra.

“I’ll get you another appointment with Sas,” said Melanie.

“How?” I asked. My father’s men had probably threatened some dirty cops with their lives or their families’ lives. “I’m sure you’re not going use my father’s methods.”

“I’ll figure it out,” she said. “Didn’t you see him a couple days ago though?”

Flames burst to life in my cheeks at the memories of our hour together. Not one second of it had been focused on anything but us. “Yes, but we didn’t, um . . .”

“Ah. Got it. If I get you another pass, save the sex until after the talk. He’ll probably dish more to you than me.”

“Didn’t you just tell me how close you all are?” I asked. Maybe I missed the point of her story and this girl-bonding time.

She scowled at me. “He’s your husband. And despite his growly nature, I can tell how much he cares about you. And trusts you, believe it or not.”

“How the hell can you see that?” I asked. He’d never done anything in front of anyone besides Graff and Rafe that showed he thought twice about me.

“I’ve got more stories about your husband, Adelina.” She crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes darting off to stare at something in the distance before she refocused on me. “Suffice it to say, he doesn’t show kindness easily.”

I laughed. “Understatement of the decade.”

“Precisely,” she said. “He shows it through challenges and pushing the people around him to their breaking points. I’ve got a scar to prove it.”

I recoiled. Her words took away my breath, and tears threatened to burn my eyes. Quickly, I blinked them away. I wasn’t breaking down in front of her, or at all.

Sas needed me, and I needed my other guys home. I needed my life back in order. But the kind words still made me falter, not that I expected Sas to ever say them. She was right; he didn’t show kindness.

My husband was a hardened man, and that aspect of him did things to me that I shouldn’t mention aloud to anyone. He called out the childish side of me, the brat who wanted everything her way, and then he tamed her with his rough touch.

Was it possible, though, that there was something softer in him I was missing?

With a curt nod, she said, “Among all the other calls I’ve gotta make, I’ll get you an appointment. Then, I’m hitting the books for the state bar exam.”

She rolled her eyes, and I scowled, not following.

Melanie stopped, seeing my confusion. “Since they denied his bail and keep throwing blockers, I’m going to need my license in Nevada.”

I slouched “More red tape?”

“Yeah.” She gave me a small smile. “But you sit back and be a good little wife in the law’s eyes and see if you can ferret out some info from that husband of yours. I’ll give you a call as soon as I have the time for you to see him.”


Chapter Twenty-Two



Adelina

After I showered, I felt like a new woman. But I had time to kill while I waited on Melanie’s call, so I climbed the stairs to the floor where the family suite was.

When I entered the only home I’d known, everything was quiet. I, however, no longer belonged in this place. It was all too pristine. Too much like a home pulled from the pages of Home and Garden magazine. My mother was nowhere to be found. The maids had already been through for the day, clear by the fresh bouquet of lilies on the formal dining table.

Leaving everything else in place, I ventured down the hall to the bedrooms. Mine had been the first door on the left, and it now stood open. A desk sat in the center that looked like it had been staged for Instagram photos. The décor had been changed to a soft teal and peach palette that made me want to vomit.

Pressing onward, I knocked softly on the door to Caterina’s room, hoping she wasn’t too lost in one of her fantasies to hear me. Her teenage world seemed so far removed from everything I was dealing with, and sometimes I envied her ability to stay in that bubble, even if just for a little while.

The door cracked open, and Caterina’s face split into a wide smile, her hazel eyes blinking up at me in surprise.

“Adelina?” she said, stepping aside to let me in. “What are you doing here?”

“Needed a break,” I said, walking into the room.

“Mind if I just finish this chapter?” Cat plopped back into bed, leaning against her headboard.

“Go for it,” I replied, happy to just be here with everything else on pause.

The bed was covered in pillows and blankets and a few stuffed animals I didn’t think she would ever outgrow. I spotted a book lying open on the nightstand. I think she’d been ten when she first picked up one of those books that merged fantasy and romance, and they’d become her escape. I had to smile at that.

I dropped onto the bed beside her, the soft mattress giving way beneath me, and it was like sinking into a cloud. The tension in my shoulders that had been there for hours—hell, maybe days—finally started to ease.

The chaos of the MC, the constant pressure of the Mafia, the decisions that weighed on me every second . . . they all seemed to fade, if only for a moment. Up here, with Caterina, in this quiet little pocket of the world, it felt far enough away that I could breathe.

I let out a long sigh, feeling the weight of everything ease, just a little. The scent of her vanilla candles filled the air, the kind of normal, girlish detail that felt a world apart from my new reality.

There were no gun deals or cartel threats in this room, no blood on the floor, no betrayals hanging in the air. It was just us, just the soft sound of Caterina turning the pages of her book, and for a second, I almost believed I could stay in this bubble.

She didn’t look up right away, too engrossed in her book—some thick novel with an ethereal woman on the cover, surrounded by what looked like warriors. She always had her nose in some story, lost in a world far less dangerous than mine. I envied her for that.

I glanced around her room, noting the posters of actors and musicians pinned to the walls, the soft pastels of the bedspread, the stack of books beside her. It was as if nothing bad could touch this place, this small slice of teenage innocence, and for a moment, I wondered what my life would have been like if I’d had that kind of peace when I was her age.

But I wasn’t sixteen, and I wasn’t living in Caterina’s world. My life was all sharp edges and dangerous decisions, not the softness that surrounded her here.

“You know,” I said, my voice cutting through the quiet. “I think this is the first time I’ve sat down all day.”

Cat groaned and shook her fist in the air, but she reluctantly closed the book.

“Cliffhanger?”

“Yes. But I can’t read when my favorite sister came to visit.”

I smiled. “Your only sister.”

“Whatevs.” She rolled her eyes. “So, let’s go back to that thing you said when you arrived.” She shifted, crossing her legs and hugging an oversized bright yellow teddy bear. “You never take breaks, Lina.”

She reached over and punch-nudged me. “And look at you? Sitting down? Not busy with some random plan.”

“Maybe I should start,” I muttered, not entirely joking.

She didn’t need to know all the details of my world, but there were moments when I wished I could just unload it all onto her. Tell her what it felt like to be caught between these two worlds, neither of which seemed to belong to me.

Caterina marked her place in the book and scooted it so it lined up with the nightstand. “Things must be getting bad if you’re hiding out here with me.”

I shrugged, trying to play it off. “It’s nothing I can’t handle.”

Her lips curled into a playful smirk. “Right. Because you’re so tough now.”

I laughed, nudging her back. “Don’t forget it.”

She looked at me for a moment, her playful expression fading into something more thoughtful. “You know, I’ve been thinking.”

“Uh-oh,” I teased, “Boys at school better watch their backs.”

She pursed her lips, nodding. I’d been trying to lighten the mood, but there was something serious in her expression that gave me pause.

Caterina sighed, her fingers absentmindedly brushing through the bear’s faux fur as she gazed at me with a look that made her seem older than sixteen for a moment. “I don’t get how you do it, Adelina. This life. I mean, I see it. Even though I don’t get to see you as much as before, I see the danger and the way it pulls at you.” She paused, her expression softening. “Why do you stay?”

I blinked, taken aback by the sudden depth of her question. Of all the things she could have asked me—the things I expected her to ask, like how Sas was doing or if I had met any of the new prospects at the club—I hadn’t expected this.

Caterina was usually wrapped up in her own world, filled with boy-crazy crushes, romantic fantasies, and stories of dashing heroes who always saved the day. Her world was one of harmless dreams, far removed from the bloodstained reality I lived in. But this was real.

The way she looked at me now wasn’t the same starry-eyed gaze she’d had when she was younger, back when she saw me as invincible, before the real dangers started creeping closer to our family. Caterina might have been young, but she wasn’t blind.

She’d seen the cracks, the violence that came too close to us, the secrets whispered behind closed doors. She had to have noticed the tension that followed me every time I walked through the door, the way I never fully relaxed even in the safety of our own home.

And despite her usual distractions, maybe she understood more than I gave her credit for.

“I hadn’t expected that question,” I admitted, leaning forward, resting my elbows on my knees. “What makes you ask?”

She shrugged, but I could see the conflict in her eyes, like she was working up the courage to dig deeper.

“I don’t know,” she said after a beat, her brow furrowing. “It’s just . . . I see you now, Adelina. You’re not the same. You don’t laugh as much, and I can tell that things are harder than you let on. I mean, I used to think it was cool, you being around the MC. Sas, Rafe, and Graff—they’re all around you so much.”

She paused, glancing at me curiously. “And they’re hot. Like . . . really, really hot.”

I raised an eyebrow, a small chuckle escaping me. “You’re still boy-crazy, Cat.”

“I know, I know,” she said, brushing it off with a wave of her hand. “But it’s more than that. I’m not stupid. You and them . . . there’s something, right? Maybe not all three,” she added quickly, as if not wanting to seem too nosy, “but I’ve seen how close you are with them. And it’s not just about looks anymore. You’ve changed.”

I stayed quiet, not confirming or denying anything, but my mind flickered to the complicated web of love and loyalty that connected me to all of them.

Caterina sighed, shifting on the bed and picking at the bear’s fur. “But that’s the thing, isn’t it? The MC, the Mafia, whatever’s going on between you guys . . . it’s not like the stories I read. It’s not a fairytale. So, why do you stay?”

“I don’t really have a choice,” I said slowly, choosing my words carefully. “It’s either this, or I let someone else take control of my life. Of yours. Of everyone I care about.”

Caterina’s gaze dropped to her lap. “I hate that this is what our family has become. We’re supposed to be better than this, aren’t we? Stronger?”

Her words hit harder than I expected, echoing the same thoughts I’d had a thousand times. But I couldn’t show her how much that doubt lingered in me too. I had to be strong for her, even if I didn’t always believe it myself.

“We are strong,” I said, putting my hand over hers. “And I’m going to make sure we stay that way. That’s why I’m doing all of this.”

Had I not gone into the arranged marriage, our father would’ve bartered off Cat, and that was the last thing I wanted to happen to my sweet and sassy little sister.

She gave me a small smile, though I could see the skepticism in her eyes. “Sure, but isn’t it exhausting? Balancing everything—your life, the MC, the Mafia and, you know”—her eyes glinted—“three men?”

There it was. I laughed, shaking my head. “I guess you are smarter than you let on.”

“Duh!” Cat leaned forward, her eyes wide with curiosity. “You and Sas and Graff? How does that even work? And Uncle Rafe?” Her eyes looked scandalous.

I guess it was a bit of a scandal, but it didn’t feel wrong to be with him that way. “It’s . . . complicated.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s such a non-answer, Adelina. Give me something juicy.”

I sighed, but I couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at my lips. “Look, it’s not like in your books, okay? It’s messy, and there’s a lot of history between us in a surprisingly short period of time.”

“But Rafe?”

“Well, there’s just a lot of history with him.” I shrugged. “But at the end of the day, we all care about each other.”

Caterina’s eyes lit up with excitement. “So, who’s the best kisser?”

“Oh my God.” I threw my hands in the air, laughing. “You are ridiculous.”

“I’m serious!” she insisted, giggling. “Come on, tell me. You know you want to.”

I rolled my eyes, shaking my head. “I’m not telling you that.”

Caterina crossed her arms, pouting. “Fine. Keep your secrets.”

We both laughed, the tension easing between us. It was nice, being able to talk like this, even if it was just for a moment. For a little while, we could pretend that everything was normal. That we were just sisters talking about boys and books, not women caught in the crossfire of a deadly world.

After a moment, Cat’s smile faded. “Do you ever wish things were different?”

I paused, considering the question. “Sometimes. But this is the life we have. And now I would lose so much if it all changed. I don’t want to change the good things I’ve found.”

She nodded, biting her lip as she glanced back at her book. “I guess... well, it would be nice if I could escape all of this, you know? Like in the stories. Where the girl gets to choose her own path.”

I reached over, tucking a strand of her dark hair behind her ear. “You’ll have that choice one day, Cat. You won’t have to be a part of this if you don’t want to.”

My sister’s gaze flicked up to mine, and for a second, I saw the hope. But it quickly faded, replaced by the reality of our situation. “Yeah, maybe.”

I didn’t push it. I knew she wanted to believe me, but we both understood that our family’s ties ran deep. The path out, if it existed, wasn’t so simple.

We sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of the conversation settling between us. I could tell she was thinking, probably imagining some romantic fantasy where she’d run away with a handsome hero and leave all of this behind. A small part of me wished that for her too.

My phone buzzed, breaking the quiet. I pulled it from my pocket, seeing Melanie’s name flash across the screen.

I answered, putting it on speaker. “Melanie?”

“Hey, I’ve got the meeting set,” Melanie’s voice came through the phone, calm but with a hint of urgency. “Detention center. You’ll be able to meet with Sas.”

My stomach clenched. It wasn’t an emergency, but the thought of seeing Sas still made my heart race.

“Thanks, Melanie,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “I’ll be there soon.”

The line clicked, and I slipped my phone back into my pocket. Caterina was watching me.

“Detention center?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “That doesn’t sound good.”

I gave her a tight smile. “It’s just a meeting. Nothing to worry about.”

Caterina tilted her head, studying me for a moment. “You always say that.”

I shrugged. “Because it’s true. I’ve got everything under control.”

She rolled her eyes but didn’t argue. “Be careful, okay?”

“I always am,” I said, standing up from the bed. “You stay out of trouble, alright?”

“No promises,” she called after me with a grin.

As I left her room and headed down the hallway, I couldn’t shake the feeling that things were shifting. I wanted so badly to shield her, but there was no shielding her from this life. Not completely. And as much as I wanted to believe I had everything under control, there were too many moving pieces, too many variables.

But at the moment, my husband was waiting.


Chapter Twenty-Three



Sas

Dressed in the standard-issued uniform, I shuffled into the visitor area in a long line of inmates sitting in a row of chairs. I hated jail—not specifically waiting in lines or the cramped areas, but jail was . . . boring.

I’d rather be in prison, where at least I had a place to exercise or shoot a few hoops with the other inmates. That was, as long as I kept myself out of solitary.

“Halt!” ordered my handler. Another young pig. How nice it would’ve been to hear him squeal, if only for a little distraction from the monotony.

Now, prison guards—some of those bastards could be tough, but at least they knew how to take bribes. These paper-pushing cops acted better. Like they were the right hand of some deity that had all knowledge and all power.

One of the uniforms sat behind a desk, checking his list, and called out a number. Another dude, about as disheveled as Miguel had been, stood up and scooted across the floor as much as the chains around his ankles would allow. The desk cop gave him a slip of paper and pointed to the line of tables separated by glass with small partitions between each.

Fuck them.

Fuck them all.

And the goddamn horse they rode in on.

The visitors would be on the other side and talk to us through those stupid 1950s telephones.

The cop who manhandled me now, pushed me right on past the line of chairs to the little cubicle at the end. When I rounded the corner and before I could even sit, I spotted wifey.

She looked haggard. Far less put together than her normal self. She was hunched over the desk, tracing something with her thumbnail.

Thankfully, the cop left me there without making a peep, and I paused to take her in. The clothes she wore almost blended in with the colors of this room. Drab gray that did nothing for her milk-chocolate hair. Her creamy-olive complexion really needed warmer colors. Or brighter.

Red, ideally.

She straightened when she noticed my arrival.

Everything had taken a toll on her. She forced her smile, but this situation wasn’t flattering on her. It wasn’t that she fit into visiting jail regulations—zero cleavage, little jewelry, nothing tight or see through—but the paleness in her cheeks showcased her exhaustion.

Her smile wavered.

She played with her wedding ring nervously. At least, she fucking wore it. A week ago, I wouldn’t’ve been so sure.

This sight, however, wasn’t the woman I’d claimed.

A low rumble filled my chest as I took the seat. Lanie would get an earful the next time I spoke with her. She had to work magic and bust me outta this place like yesterday. When we met yesterday, she said she was trying, but the red tape kept piling on. The latest thing was about the Nevada Bar Exam.

Adelina picked up the handset first, and I followed suit.

“Sas,” she murmured in a soft voice.

It sounded like not only had the wind had been taken out of her sails, but it had never even blown. And I wanted to murder anyone and everyone who made my wifey feel this way.

“Give it to me,” I ordered.

A desperate instinct flooded my veins, the need to own her pain as much as her pleasure. In this sitch, the pigs would be listening to everything we said, so we couldn’t be as open as I wanted. Adelina, though, was tough and smart. She’d figure out how to tell me.

“You look like shit,” she muttered by way of a hello. God, I adored the way she cut through everything and laid her thoughts on the table.

“You don’t look much better,” I mumbled.

My words must’ve struck a chord, because her cheeks flushed red. Fucking with her was my nectar of life, but I didn’t want her to believe that’s what I thought. Even in the drab, she was brighter than the moon and stars in my blackened night.

I ducked my head and lowered my voice, squeezing out words that felt foreign on my tongue. “Are you okay?”

Her eyes hardened. “I should be asking you that, but I don’t expect much has changed.”

“Jail is jail.” I shrugged. “I could be worse.”

She returned to tracing a groove in the table. “We didn’t get to talk last time.”

I let out a low growl into the receiver, remembering our messy lack of ‘talking.’

The corners of her lips curled, but she fought the smile. “Are you all right, though?”

I smirked. “Don’t tell me you’re starting to care about me, princess.”

“I’m princess again?” she asked, then scowled.

“You’ll never not be.” I leaned closer to the glass. “Unless you’re wifey . . . or whore . . . or my dirty⁠—”

“Okay, got the picture.” Her cheeks flushed again, but this time, there was a sparkle in her brown eyes. Her pink tongue darted out to wet her lips, and I gritted my teeth. If it weren’t for this fucking glass, I would claim that mouth and tongue.

She tapped her wedding ring against the table.

I didn’t have mine. It’d been taken when they booked me, and as much as I hated needles, I was now considering a tattoo over my left ring finger.

“How’s Graff?” I asked, trying to draw her out and get her thinking on her feet again.

“He’s fine,” she said. “Rafe too.”

I eyed her, hating the snipped answers. “Are they taking care of you?”

“You don’t need to worry about that.”

“I do,” I stated flatly.

Her eyes flashed up at me, her gears shifting, the retort on her lips ready to fly back at me.

“You are my worry, wifey.” Then, making sure she was paying full attention and reading the underlying message, I demanded again, “Are they. Taking care of you?”

“Yes,” she said breathlessly.

“How well have they taken care of you?” I purred in a low tone.

“Very.”

My cock twitched. If she wanted to play the short answer game, I’d go along. I would peel back her lips and make her tell me every little dirty thing they had done to her. “Give it to me.” In great detail, I didn’t add aloud. But I wanted every stroke. Thrust. Moan.

“Sas, we don’t have time,” said Adelina, schooling her face.

“Make time.” Fuck, I wanted to reach out, bust through this glass, and take her in every way known to man. Although, I’m sure the glass was bulletproof and would only shatter into a hidden netting.

She lifted one shoulder. “It’s not like they’re in town.”

Adelina glanced up at a clock on the wall—a real one this time, not the basketball countdown we had in the family room.

Hell, that knocked me back to the diamonds the MC had to deal with in my absence. “How’d things go at the”—I cleared my throat—“jeweler’s?”

I hoped anyone listening in would think it had something to do with the ring she kept toying with.

She scowled at me, then her eyes stretched wide with understanding. “They cleaned and resized it, but . . .”

“But what?”

Adelina let out a huff. “The wolf caught the rabbit.”

I closed my eyes for a few seconds. “Who the fuck told you to say that?”

“Sas,” she hissed through clenched teeth.

I flashed my eyes open at her and grinned, still liking when she was angry with me. I would take those memories into my dreams tonight. Life in jail gave me time along with three meals and medical assistance, but it wasn’t so bad. I missed my motorcycle. And my wife.

She pinched her lips at me, and I tried to rid myself of how hot her anger made me.

“Was the rabbit hard to catch?” I asked.

She nodded solemnly.

“Any wolves hurt in the chase?”

She flinched as though there was something else, but she answered, “Only rabbits.”

Good. So the MC made it out without anyone getting hurt. “How many”—I coughed—“bunnies were there?”

Now, it was her turn to shoot me a secret smirk. “More than the triplets at the clubhouse. But only one more, I think. Possibly two. It was hard to count with all the activity.”

I cracked my knuckles on the table.

“The wolves devoured the whole litter,” she continued.

I tried not to laugh at how awkwardly she continued with trying to paint the picture. Too obvious, though. “I’m sure the alpha will be proud.”

She knitted her eyebrows together, confused. How else was I supposed to ask about her father? Or Prez?

I exhaled, needing to change topics now that I knew my brothers were okay. “Lanie got you this appointment?”

“Yeah.” She worked her jaw. “She’s studying now, I think.”

“Oh, yeah. She mentioned having to get her license.”

“Right,” said Adelina. “She’s working hard on a way to get you out.”

“Tell her to look harder.”

“I am!” Adelina slapped her hand flat on the table. “But if she’s supposed to be so damn good at this law shit, then why the fuck can’t she get you out of here?”

“We can trust Lanie, Adelina, calm down,” I said.

“How the hell am I supposed to do that?” she snapped. “Everything I’d hoped for as a kid with my wedding has been ruined, and now I can’t even have a life with my husband because someone or something is making damn sure you’re stuck behind bars. It’s bullshit!”

“I need you to keep going for me, princess.” She needed to keep making things happen like she had been thus far. She needed to trust the club and understand it wasn’t like the Mafia. The brothers and their ol’ ladies were there for each other. Always.

I tilted my head to the side, and she glanced in that direction. A jailer was nearing us, watching us openly, with his hand on his baton.

She shifted back in her seat and slumped her shoulders, turning herself into a small, helpless woman. We both knew that wasn’t true, but she played the part well.

“Angel trusts Lanie. Same with the Prez,” I said.

“What about you? Do you trust her as your lawyer?”

“I do,” I said, surprising even myself. But when she’d ridden out to save my brother Angel, I’d decided Melanie Flemming was good shit. “You need to trust her too, Adelina.”

She eyed me under her dark, makeup-free eyelashes. She was beautiful either way, but she looked different, and she couldn’t hide anything behind the mask she normally wore.

“Your lawyer thinks if we can find out who . . .” She swallowed as she put thought behind her words, but I knew what she meant.

She was asking me who the fuck had planted the coke on my bike.

“I didn’t put it there,” I said.

“I know!” she responded immediately. “I know.”

The words burrowed deep into me. Good, because I wanted her to understand.

“Melanie said one of . . .” She flashed her eyes to the jailer nearest to us.

I pointed to the phone receiver. “Does the club have roaches?” I asked, again willing her to catch my meaning.

She widened her eyes and nodded.

“What did Lanie say?” I prompted Adelina, forcing her to look at me.

“Melanie said . . .” Adelina took a deep breath, and her shoulders trembled.

Fuck, I wanted to grab her and force her to look me in the eyes, make her imagine that it was only us. I didn’t fucking want her here—not in jail—but I needed to see her, like an addict needing his drug.

Pretty. Short. Curvy.

Smart as she was sexy.

Tight cunt.

Damn, this woman was my nirvana.

She was the only thing that kept me going.

Adelina rolled her shoulders back. “Your lawyer said that one package was found under your seat.”

She was cute when trying to hide what we were talking about, but damn it was a good way to bring it up. That much would be in the case file, so she wasn’t giving anything away to the roaches in the line.

Whatever we said here wasn’t confidential and could be used against me.

“Under my seat?” I asked, and Adelina nodded her confirmation. “That means whoever put it there knows their way around a bike.”

“My, um . . .” She scratched the back of her neck, not finishing her thought, but I knew what she was asking.

“Does he know motorcycles?” I scowled.

“He wouldn’t know, but he also wouldn’t do it himself.”

“One of his men?”

“I don’t know. They’re not exactly vehicle or mechanicy”—she rolled her eyes and flipped her hair off one shoulder, reminding me exactly how young she was—“or whatever people.”

“True.” They ran most of their operations from high-rise hotels.

She settled back down, leaning on her fist with the phone at her ear.

I almost expected her to blow a fucking bubble. “You sure you’re more than a day past sixteen?”

She smiled at that. “Wanna card me, old man?”

“That, little girl, will earn you a blistering.”

We both laughed for a second, but the humor faded in the shadow of Massimo Parisi. The Mafia Don rode around in a limo, and I had watched Rafe getting used to his bike and almost pissed myself from how hilarious it was. He’d known the basics when we rode out from the Ridge, but in the beginning, he’d ridden like he had a stick up his ass.

And then, there were all the suits and dresses at our “groom’s dinner.” Yeah, like I had any hand in that shitshow. Regardless, the Mafia was definitely not made up of bike-riding men. Not when their favorite clothes were suits and nooses.

“Someone else, then?” she prompted. “Who?”

“The bikes were out in the open,” I said. “It could’ve been anyone.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “But not just anyone would go to those lengths, Sas. I need details. Something for Lanie to go on.”

I huffed a deep breath. For once in my life, I was innocent, and now I needed to fight the charges in the legal way. Fuck.

“Perhaps someone in the car—” She glanced over at the guard. “At the car dealer?”

A weak coverup for the cartel, but I didn’t really want to discuss that again, so I snorted a laugh. “Which one?”

She frowned. Apparently, she wasn’t in a joking mood. Shame, because I needed someone to take my mind off this shit. I needed the memories of our banter and all the ways I’d pushed her to get me through these days filled with piss, shit, and a whole lot of nothing else.

“Sas,” she began.

“Come on, Adelina. Give me something for the spank bank.”

“I’m trying to help you.”

“Leave that to Lanie.”

“She’s the reason I’m asking.”

“Helping me is why she’s being paid.”

Her frown deepened. “She’s not making shit.”

I knew that already. It was her job with the MC. We didn’t have dues or other crap to make us formal, but people pulled their weight with skills. Give and take, and all that bullshit.

“Simeon,” she gritted out. Now shit was getting serious if she was using my given name, shitty though it was.

“Where’d you learn that tone?” Her mother surely didn’t strike me as a woman who knew how to pour all her scolding into the sound of someone’s name. That venom she infused came from somewhere else.

“My nonna,” she said, blowing past the question. “I need to know, Sas. To help Melanie help you.”

“I don’t know,” I said, popping my jaw.

“You don’t know which, ah, car dealer?” Her voice was getting louder with every word.

“Shhh,” I hissed, and she stiffened. After a second, I went on, “The dealer is keeping tabs. That reminds me . . . ask Melanie about Miguel. Oh, and make sure she’s gotten his info to the Warden. But it’s not them, at least, not directly.”

“Already done.”

“And? What’d the Warden say?”

“He’s a ghost. No prints, no ID. Nothing.”

“Well, hell.”

Her eyebrows pinched together, but she let Miguel drop and asked in a low voice, “If not the dealer, then who?”

I had been thinking about that question since the moment the police picked me up, and I still didn’t know. The police knew how to interrupt a party, and they had certainly crashed my fucking wedding.

Rude of them.

But the cartel and the Mafia wouldn’t get the pigs involved. If I was such a threat, they would shoot me while I was riding, maybe killing Adelina in the process. I didn’t want to think about the danger she may be in while I was locked up like a dog.

“Sas?” asked Adelina, raising her hand toward the barrier between us, but then she pulled back at the last second.

Still a jailer yelled, “Hands off the glass!”

And I wanted to rip the fucker’s vocal cords with my teeth for talking to wifey that way. Perhaps they had it right to chain me like a rabid beast.

She placed her palms flat against the table, like it would keep her upright. “What are you thinking, Sas? I can see gears turning in your eyes.”

“Shifting,” I corrected.

She shrugged. “Whatever. Who else was there?”

“Exactly—who else was there?” I asked, hoping she’d put the puzzle together on her own.

Adelina drew her eyebrows together, which made her look twenty years older. I didn’t like it one bit. Then, realization brightened her whole face. “Someone in the club? Who?”

“Do me a favor, wifey, and never play poker.”

“Sa-as,” she scolded.

“I don’t know.” I hated the words that seemed to keep popping out of my mouth, and I spat them out with venom. While I thought one of my brothers had turned against me, I couldn’t be sure which one.

“I’ll find out,” she promised.

“N-n-n-no you don’t.”

“Sas, we need you out⁠—”

“Snooping around the club will put you in danger,” I said.

“I’m already in danger. You’re in danger. We’re all . . . Christ! It sounds like a playground song.” She smacked herself on the forehead.

I chuckled. “I can handle myself, wifey.”

“I can handle myself too.” Fierceness burned in her eyes.

“I know.”

The fire in her eyes flickered for a second—she softened under my admission, my compliment—but then she said, “I’m going to find out who. For you, Sas.”

“Be careful,” I warned.

“I will,” she said.

“Make sure you keep Graff and Rafe close,” I said, and she pursed her lips. Was she still trying to fight it? “You three will be stronger together.”

“You need to be with us,” she said.

“Soon,” I promised, but I shouldn’t give a promise I might not be able to keep. “Go home and come see me when they’re back.”

“Why?”

“Need to tell ’em somethin’”

“You can tell me. Now.” Her voice ticked up as red blossomed on her cheeks. She already knew she wasn’t going to like my response, and I agreed. She would hate it.

But I would put my brothers in harm’s way long before I shoved her into the line of fire. “I need to tell them how to contact the car dealer.”

“I can do it,” she said automatically.

“Fuck, Adelina.” I swiped a hand through my hair. “No.”

“But—”

“I don’t want you more involved. It’s not your place.”

She scoffed. “You’re in jail. You’re one to talk. And I’ll be the goddamn judge of my place, husband.”

Fuck how I hated when she acted like a brat, even if my cock kicked. There was nothing I could do about it now. “Adelina, you know I’m shit at being kind, but⁠—”

“You think this is kind?” she interrupted. “Of all the big-headed things⁠—”

“Adelina, shut up.”

Her eyes bulged.

But I continued in a growl, “You will fucking do this, princess.”

A sly smirk crossed her face. Was this really how she wanted to play? Didn’t she know I would win?

“When my brother and your uncle are back, bring them here. I’ll tell them how to get in touch with the Roj—car dealer.”

“Fine.” She crossed her arms over her chest, tucking the phone in her shoulder, and sat back. “I’ll ask Ward.”

“I haven’t told him.”

“Doesn’t matter. He tracked them onto a plane. So unless you’re calling, um, long distance, there’s no point.”

“Long distance isn’t a problem,” I said.

“Then just tell⁠—”

“Adelina, I haven’t told anyone. And I can’t risk that kind of information with a princess,” I said in a low voice.

Her smile drooped, her eyes lowering. “You think I’m going to run to the king?”

I wanted to scold her for bringing her father into this, but something about her sinking posture made me think twice.

“Hey,” I said and waited for her to look back at me. “You don’t answer to him. The only king you serve is me.”

She took a deep breath and sat straighter. “And here I thought you a jester.”

I cocked my head to the side. “And you would be my whore.”

“Aren’t I always?” She flipped her hair over her shoulder. “And you like it.”

“Dang, cha-ching. Spank bank locked and loaded.”

She almost beamed. “Being a princess has taught me many things.”

“I don’t think your crown had anything to do with how you became my pretty little slut.”

“Time’s up.” A cop’s hand grabbed me under the arm.

“Wait.” Adelina jumped up, all the spunk right back in her eyes. “I’ll let you thank me in all the ways when I get you out of here, Tate.”

She slammed down the phone receiver. My balls drew up and my chest swelled with pride. That little thing was gonna be a force to reckon with, and I couldn’t fucking wait.


Chapter Twenty-Four



Rafe

The surveillance van rumbled down a long stretch of highway somewhere in Oklahoma. We passed a single-exit town called Henryetta, and Wilde had the gas floored. The diesel engine bemoaned the strain, but we all were eager to get back.

The sun streamed through the windshield, casted long shadows across the flat plains, and painted everything gold. Wilde’s squinted eyes fixed on the road ahead, his knuckles white.

Graff sat in the passenger seat, staring blankly out the window. The air inside the van was thick—heavy with tension, exhaustion, and too many things left unspoken. I crawled into the back and curled up on the hard floor, my body spent after the adrenaline high.

Also, every bone in my body ached from the long hours on the road. All the bumps bounced the back end and made my muscles scream. But damn, I was tired. If I caught a few Zs, I could take over for Wilde.

The hum and steady rhythm beneath us started to lull me, my eyelids growing heavier with each passing mile. I didn’t want to let my guard down—but my body had other plans. My head rested against the floor, and the vibrations began to pull me into that half-conscious state, where memories and dreams blurred together.

The van, my brothers, and the surrounding road all disappeared, and I was back in Afghanistan. The sun was blinding, and the air was dry, filled with the taste of dust and something metallic. My team moved beside me, adrenaline coursing through our veins as we moved toward the rundown house.

After stopping to check that my men were in place, I kicked in the door of a sun-beaten house, the wood splintering under the force of my boot.

Shouts echoed through the narrow rooms, commands in English and Pashto bouncing off the walls. My heart pounded, my senses on high alert.

Then I heard them—screams, high-pitched and terrified. My gaze snapped to the source—a family, cowering in the corner. My mind raced, trying to make sense of the unexpected scene.

The intel had said one of the most-wanted terrorists in the al-Qaeda regime was holed up here. Our orders: get in, put a bullet in his head, and GTFO.

But all I saw was a mother in her burqa, holding her children close.

Then the flash of metal—the glint of a gun in the boy’s hands. He couldn’t have been older than twelve. Instinct took over, my finger squeezing the trigger before I even realized what was happening. The gunshot echoed, and the boy crumpled to the ground. His blood sprayed across the dingy wall and drenched the woman’s robes.

Beneath the precisely aimed bullet wound in his forehead, his eyes were frozen wide with shock, life leaving them before he even hit the floor. The mother’s scream sliced through the air, through me, piercing deeper than any bullet.

My eyes snapped open, my chest heaving as I tried to pull in a breath.

Did I scream? Or call out in the midst of my remembered horror?

I met Wilde’s gaze in the rearview mirror, and the way he looked away made me think I did.

My heart rattled against my ribs, each beat echoing in my ears. I sat up, gasping, trying to shake the images from my mind. Sweat beaded on my forehead, trickling down the side of my face. The air inside the van pressed down on me, and I clenched my fists, trying to steady myself.

It wasn’t real—not anymore.

The men I’d shot during the heist weren’t kids. They knew their role in the criminal world. But it didn’t matter, because the nightmare felt real. The terrified screams chased by devastated wails, the eyes—one with a fleck of gold in the iris—they always felt real.

I rubbed a hand over my face, breathing deeply, trying to steady the shaking in my hands. Wilde glanced over his shoulder at me from the driver’s seat, but he didn’t say anything.

Good man!

There wasn’t anything to say that would make it any better. The fortune the military spent on therapists proved that much. I’d even tried therapy after my discharge, but no matter how many breathing exercises they gave me or distraction techniques, the guilt and horror still haunted me.

All I could do was push the memories back down to where they belonged and focus on the road ahead. Let the yellow and white lines for mile after mile numb me with monotony.

I lurched forward, the ache in my back making me wince as I moved up to the front of the van and nudged Wilde on the shoulder.

“I got it,” I muttered, my voice rough as I jutted my head, telling him to pull over.

Wilde glanced back at me, his eyes red-rimmed and tired. He gave me a look—one that said he knew better than to argue—and nodded, easing off the gas. The van pulled over to the side of the highway, the tires crunching against gravel.

Wilde climbed out, stretching his arms above his head, his joints cracking. I slid into the driver’s seat, adjusting the mirrors as I settled in. Graff gave me a side-eye but kept his mouth shut.

His face appeared drawn, exhaustion etched into his features. I knew that look—the weight of what we’d done, what we’d seen. It weighed heavily on both of us, but there weren’t words that would make it easier.

The road stretched out in front of us, long and empty, and there wasn’t anywhere near the joy and freedom of flying down the pavement on a motorcycle. Still, I squinted and focused on keeping the van between the lines, hoping it would be enough to keep my mind from drifting back to the past.

For a while, the only sounds were the tires on asphalt and the occasional eighteen-wheeler roaring past. After a while, I glanced over at Graff.

He kept rubbing his hands, his fingers twitching as if he was trying to shake off something that would never wash away. His eyes were hollow, staring out the window but seeing something else entirely. He didn’t sketch. Didn’t wear headphones.

He wasn’t him.

We were both lost in what happened during the heist—what we had to do. But neither of us wanted to be the first to bring it up.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice booming in the silence, though I kept my eyes on the road.

Graff didn’t answer right away. He kept staring out the window, his jaw tight.

Finally, he spoke. “Yeah”—his voice lacked any real conviction—“just tired.”

Lie.

But sometimes the lies we told ourselves were the only things that kept us breathing.

I didn’t push. The mask he wore right now was the same one I saw in the mirror some nights. The kind of tired sleep wouldn’t fix. The kind of exhaustion that settled in a person’s bones and stayed there, no matter how hard they tried to shake it off.

I tightened my grip on the wheel, the silence snaking around us. We all had our demons and Graff was meeting his. I knew better than anyone that facing them alone was easier, even if it wasn’t better.

Wilde’s snores from the rear gave us another rhythm to focus on, and after hours on end, the lines on the road began to blur before my eyes. I blinked hard, but it didn’t help. My eyelids were heavy, and every breath felt like a chore.

I shook my head, trying to stay alert, but it was useless. The weight of fatigue on my chest was dragging me down.

Up ahead, I spotted the flickering neon sign—a roadside motel surrounded by a vast desert. We’d passed through Oklahoma and the Texas panhandle, and New Mexico, while the hills rolled gently and mountains rose from the horizon far to the north of us, had a whole lot of nothing to look at.

This motel, alone on the side of the road, was the kind of place that didn’t ask questions. They simply took your cash and gave you a key. I pulled off the highway, the tires crunching over the gravel of the parking lot. Sand kicked up behind the van.

The long building was rundown. The doors all faced the lot, which in turn faced the highway. The curtains in every room had been drawn tight over the windows. Not much, but enough.

“We need a few hours,” I said, my voice thick with exhaustion. Graff nodded, not arguing. Wilde was only half-awake in the back, his head resting against the window.

The motel clerk didn’t say much as they handed over a key after I slid some bills across the counter. The room was exactly what I expected—small, smelling like a dusty attic that hadn’t been visited in a decade, and two itty-bitty beds covered in thin, scratchy blankets.

Carpet, worn.

Walls, a dull and faded orange.

But it was a place to crash, and that was all we needed.

Wilde claimed one of the beds without hesitation, already kicking off his boots before he even hit the mattress. Graff took the other, sitting down heavily on the edge, his shoulders slumping forward. He looked like he barely held himself upright.

I didn’t bother with the beds. Instead, I nodded at Graff, then dropped to the floor with a grunt. Wilde threw me a blanket, Graff tossed me a pillow, and I pressed my back against the wall, positioning myself so I had a clear line of sight to the door.

Old habits died hard.

The cold from the floor seeped into my skin, but I didn’t care. It was better than trying to sleep on the mattress, where the springs would probably dig into my ribs and squeal every time I tossed or turned.

The noise would keep my brothers awake, and that defeated the purpose of the stop.

I closed my eyes, hoping for a few minutes of rest, but the images from my dream were waiting for me. The child’s eyes, wide with shock, the mother’s scream echoing in my head. I tried to force the images away, to push them back down where they belonged. But they lingered, like ghosts.

I opened my eyes, staring at a cobweb on the ceiling. Wilde and Graff’s breathing slowed, steady as they drifted off. It was familiar—being the only one awake, the only one who never found peace.

Shifting slightly on the floor, I sighed, trying to get comfortable. But sleep wasn’t coming.

Not tonight.

Not with those eyes and that golden fleck in a sea of brown staring back at me every time I closed my own.

Before I knew it, the first light of dawn seeped through the edges of the curtains, a dull glow that barely lit the room. Wilde stirred first, stretching and yawning, his joints cracking from the movement. He glanced over, frowning when he saw that I was still awake, sitting with my back against the wall.

“Didn’t sleep?” he asked, his voice rough from the night.

I shook my head, no.

The fatigue pulling at me didn’t run deep enough to override the horror and make me zonk out.

“I’m good,” I said, pushing up to my feet. “Let’s get moving.”

Wilde didn’t argue as he pulled his boots on, and his stoic presence seemed to take off the edge.

Graff had slept, tossing and turning, but he did settle after a while. Regardless, he still looked like he’d been ridden hard and put away wet.

“You tight?” I asked, worried that the shit back in Georgia might have broken our normally calm-as-water tattoo artist. The guy had thick muscles and had precise aim with a gun, but jobs like we just pulled didn’t suit him.

“Coffee would be supreme.” He scrolled through his notifications.

I spotted a message notification from Adelina, which he swiped away and put in his earbud. At least that much was a sign he was trying to get back to himself. But I worried that he was ignoring Adelina. I kept notifications turned off and hadn’t checked my phone, but I made a note to do that once we were on the road.

We got out of the room, the unexpectedly chilled morning air biting as we walked to the van. In the back, I sat forward until we each had coffee in hand and fuel in the tank. As Wilde pulled out of the truck-stop, Graff leafed through a spiral-bound notebook he’d purchased, popped in his second earbud, and started scratching a mechanical pencil across the lined paper.

Glancing at the map on Wilde’s phone mounted on the dash, I found our ETA. We’d be ten hours on the road today. So much better than the twenty-two we’d driven before stopping.

I slumped down in back, letting the road vibrations lull me as much as possible. Sleep still felt like it would be miles and miles away, so I took out my phone, needing something—anything—to distract me.

Checking my messages, I did find that Adelina had texted, so I drew a deep breath and opened the message window.

Yesterday, 10:16 a.m., Adelina: Graff said you guys are fine, but I still need to hear it from you. Just let me know, okay?




Yesterday, 2:03 p.m., Adelina: I know you’re busy, but please say something. I need to hear from you, Rafe.




Yesterday, 5:22 p.m., Adelina: You’re really making me chase this, huh? At least tell me how it’s going. Are you still on track?




Yesterday, 8:11 p.m., Adelina: I’ll stop bugging you, I promise. One word, please. I need to know everything’s still good.




Yesterday, 11:48 p.m., Adelina: I don’t care how late it is, wake me when you’re close. I’ll keep my phone on.




Today, 6:57 a.m., Adelina: Morning. Hope you got some rest. Are you heading back soon? I need to know when I can stop worrying.




I stared at the bubbles on the screen until they blurred, then blinked my eyes back into focus. Not much of a texter, I typed out a quick message.

Today, 8:19 a.m., Rafe: Good morning, tesoro. We’re about 10 hours out. Can’t wait to see you.




Another message came across as I started scrolling through the photos of Adelina, but my stupid brain wasn’t working enough to hold a conversation. The first words in her message that flashed across the top of the screen were, “Oh thank God!” so I ignored the rest and kept flipping through photos.

Almost every picture I’d ever taken was of her. There were pictures from years ago, back when things were simpler, though maybe not easier.

One caught my eye.

It had been her sixteenth birthday, but Adelina hadn’t wanted a party like others her age. I had escorted her and Caterina to Tivoli Village for a shopping day followed by some live music.

I remembered the day like it was yesterday. Adelina had been all smiles, her laughter carried by the wind. And, in the late afternoon, she and Cat had run across the street thrown off their shoes to dance in the fountain. I’d snapped the picture from some distance and zoomed in on Adelina.

Her hair had whipped around her face as she laughed and played in the water until the police chased them out. The photo showed her head back in a fit of laughter, a carefree moment frozen in time.

That day had been a turning point. Watching her, so full of life, so young and beautiful had stirred an urge I’d been denying for a long, long time. And then, at the concert that night, when she’d sat so close to me on the bench in the piazza a sheet of paper wouldn’t slip between us, I’d realized how dangerous it was for me to stay.

She had been sixteen. I had already grown into a man. The weight of what I felt for her was too heavy, too real. It was the kind of thing that destroyed people when let out into the open. The kind of thing that could’ve put me behind bars, with no chance of protecting her at all.

That’s why I’d made the decision to join the Marines, putting distance between us because all the efforts I’d made to keep her safe would’ve been tarnished if I’d stayed. It hurt like hell. But my leaving had protected her, even though it meant tearing myself away from the one person who made everything worth the battle.

With a deep breath, I swiped through more pictures.

Ones she didn’t know I’d taken. There was one of her at the warehouse in LA, laughing at something Graff had said, her eyes bright, her smile wide. She hadn’t known I was watching. She didn’t know that I still watched her like she was the only light in pitch dark.

And she was.

The one and only thing that mattered to me when everything else fell apart.

The whole damn world could burn, and I would still find her and shield her with my body. I would take the scorch marks.

For her.

I smiled, bittersweet. We’d found our way to one another. The situation remained complicated, but it was easing the more we worked through it. And we still had lots of shit to hammer out.

But we would be back soon, and I’d have her close again.

Hours passed in a blur, the hum of the road keeping my mind busy. Eventually, Wilde pulled into the underground garage of the Parisi Hotel and Casino. The place was waking up, getting ready for the evening crowds when all of Vegas came alive.

Wilde found a spot and parked, cutting the engine. For a moment, there remained the three of us sitting there in stagnant silence.

Graff didn’t say a word. He opened the door and stepped out, walking away from the hotel entrance without looking back. A frown tugged at my mouth as I watched him go with the notebook tucked under one arm. The job we’d pulled ate at him—something from the heist he needed to shake off.

I’d been there before, so I let him go without question.

Wilde did too.

Before stepping out of the van, I let out a long breath. We all had our battles, and sometimes, there was nothing to do but go to war alone.


Chapter Twenty-Five



Graff

Red flashed before my eyes. It crept in at the edges like the time I’d been so angry with my sister for getting the compound raided. When I blinked, it trailed up my vision like the entrancing taillights streaming through the night. And it splattered across my trembling hands.

But my hands hadn’t been covered in blood. The U-Haul had, but not my hands. It didn’t matter how many times I repeated that to myself, I had killed a man.

True, both the cartel men wanted to kill me—and would have—but their blood still stained my soul. I had to do it. Rafe made that clear. He eased the burden a little with his spiel about the things done in the heat of battle, but it only worked so much to wash the blood from the halls of my mind.

The vacant eyes of the man haunted me, lifeless orbs, because I had stolen the light.

After leaving the hotel, I’d wandered about Vegas for hours on end, and now, I found myself at the Clark County Detention Center, sitting in a little cubicle, waiting for them to retrieve my brother.

The sad thing was . . . I belonged here more than Sas. I should be locked up for killing someone—for cold-blooded murder. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw those dead eyes, so I forced mine open, fighting against the fluorescent light overhead. The high-pitched whining screeched in my skull.

I had done a lot of shit in my life. Some of it illegal. I had never flinched at my duties to the MC. I had never hesitated to do my job, no matter how illegal. I chose this life and my brothers, and I would choose them again.

But—murder?

I didn’t relish that. And had never taken another’s life. My brothers had, but it was one of those things people carried in secret. They acted like it was another day, another dollar. Perhaps it weighed on me more than most, and that notebook I’d purchased on the road? It was a mess of my emotions poured out on the paper in dark charcoal lines.

They would’ve been red if I’d thought to get a red pen instead of a mechanical pencil.

Rafe carried around the scars too, and I wondered how many of them started like this. Then again, with the open wound in my soul, did I really want to carry around another’s trauma?

Tap-tap-tap.

I jerked my head back, bringing myself out of my spinning thoughts.

On the other side of the table with the glass barrier in the middle, Sas towered over me, standing with his hands in handcuffs and ankles chained. He picked up the phone receiver.

I did the same, and before I could speak, he said, “Careful of roaches.”

I gave him a nod, but really, I wasn’t here to talk about all the shit going on with the club. Not the cartel. Not the Mafia. I wanted none of it at the moment.

“Sas,” I said at last in a rush of breath, but I had nothing to follow up with it.

What was I supposed to say? Things—bloody things—threatened to bubble out, so I swallowed them down.

Knitting his eyebrows together, he demanded, “What’s wrong?”

A lump grew in my throat, and I hacked like a plague victim. Sas only watched me, burning determination in his eyes.

“Graff,” said Sas in a low voice, sinking into the chair, “what the fuck?”

It made me lift one corner of my mouth in a half smile. I had to be careful, though, because roaches.

“We went hunting.” I wasn’t sure how else to admit what I did. Or my guilt.

Tough guys in an outlaw MC didn’t get wrapped around the wheel like this about casualties of the business.

After another sigh, the words eked out. “I killed a deer.”

Sas swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “A deer? Is that all?”

I nodded. It was too much.

Silence stretched between us.

Of course, he wouldn’t understand. He probably hadn’t faced this . . . whatever the fuck it was. He had killed guys before—cartel, Mafia, probably others—so this was no big deal.

Kill or be killed.

I had to do what I had to do!

“First one?”

“Yup.”

“Tha’s hard,” said Sas, lowering his head to make sure he was in my eyeline.

“It shouldn’t be,” I said.

“Why’d you come here?”

I wanted to chuckle at his question, but no kind of humor would come. “Honestly? I don’t fucking know.”

“Killing an animal is tough shit, brother. You’ll get past it.”

“You felt this way?”

He shrugged. “You and I are different creatures.”

“I wanna forget it,” I said.

“You don’t get to choose once it’s said and done.” As much as Sas could, he was being understanding. A leader.

“How did you get over it? After your first . . . deer,” I added.

“Don’t compare yourself to me.” He looked away and at the bland beige cubicle wall.

“Fuck, man.” I ran my hand over my head. “If it means I can’t function anymore, I’d rather be like you.”

The man, gruff though he was, was built for this lifestyle. So much more than me. We had been together for what? Eight years? Nine? He was my brother. But more than that . . .

Sas was like the other half of me. Not romantically, but in a way that almost made us one whole person. We’d never talked about shit like this, neither of us easily expressing emotion. Well, he was more quiet about it than me. But this was us. The one us.

He shifted on the seat, the handcuffs and chains clanking against the metal table legs before rattling back to the seat, a jarring sound that made my teeth clench. How did he live like this?

I thrived on noise, lived for it. The rumble of engines, the pounding music, the chaos of the clubhouse, it was all life to me, and it never bothered me in the slightest.

But this place? Everything was a fucking scream, each sound layered on top of another until it became a cacophony that clawed at my senses. The buzzing fluorescent lights, the clanging metal, the hollow echoes . . . noise was different here.

Oppressive.

Maddening.

Even with everything I’d gone through, it made me want to recoil, and I tried not to let it show.

“You need to go be with our girl,” said Sas, his tone carrying the weight of his position in the club. An order.

But my mind stuck on the ‘our girl’ part. Sas had never attached to someone he’d fucked, and I didn’t expect that of him now. But the fact that he called her ours admitted his need for her. More than that, it admitted there was a relationship.

The problem right now? I wanted to keep my torment as far away from her as possible.

“Adelina doesn’t need this shit,” I mumbled.

“When was the last time you saw her?”

“Before we left. Up in a canyon Rafe took us to.” I watched for a sour reaction to Rafe, but it didn’t come.

Instead, he smirked and nodded like he was well-versed in our little escapade. “Listen to me, Graff. She’s turned into someone we—fuck, can’t believe I’m about to say this.” He scratched at his goatee.

I raised my brows. “Someone we what?”

“Need,” he breathed, then immediately sucked in a deep breath. “I need her, you need her, and so does Rafe. I’m done fighting it, but you and I both know I’ll never be her everything.”

I blinked rapidly at him, then cocked a brow. “They giving you sugar IVs around here?”

“Shut the fuck up.”

But he’d done it . . . pulled me out of the depths I had been sinking into. I didn’t know for how long, but the conversation with him helped.

“That’s a bit of sweetness I’m seeing in you,” I teased.

“Fuck off,” said Sas.

“Nah, not in the mood.”

We stayed silent for several minutes after that, then Sas said, “She’ll take your mind off of this. Trust me.”

I gave a curt bob of my head and pinched the bridge of my nose. With my eyes closed, I was right back in the U-Haul. The cartel’s guys dead. Their blood everywhere. I’d stepped in it to get the jewels and accidentally kicked him.

“Do it,” ordered Sas, voice hard. “Go see Adelina. Now.”

I flashed my eyes up to him. Focusing on him helped. I needed him more than I had ever known.

“You’ll be surprised, brother,” Sas said. “I’m tired of this bullshit with the—uh, Caz and crew. But this shit has made our girl shine like a fucking diamond.”

“She was pretty lost when we were with her at the hot springs.”

Sas laughed. “I know. She told me.”

My eyes flitted back to meet his, surprised. But then again, I recalled Adelina saying she had to give it all to Sas. So this was what she’d meant—that he would make her tell him everything. How humiliating that had to be for her, but I’d be willing to bet it made her all sorts of horny.

He bellowed a laugh then. “I know all three of us are good for her, and I’m fucking okay with that.” He leaned forward. “But you know better than anyone how much of a controlling bastard I am.”

“You made her tell you.”

“Every detail. And then I fucked her pretty little cunt.”

I let out a low whistle.

“Trust me, brother. She’s one hell of a woman to handle us all.”

Despite myself, I chuckled.

“Between her father being a royal dick and all the shit we’re managing, we’re turning her into a fucking queenpin.”

I swallowed over the lump in my throat. “Is that really a good idea?”

“Yup. Most brilliant idea in the world. Our queenpin.”

The guard wandered over, tapping Sas on the shoulder, and he stood, cutting our visit short.

“Get the fuck out of here. Talk to her. Get your head and cock screwed on straight.” He dropped the receiver back in the cradle and shuffled away.

That meant I had to go too, but I watched as he disappeared through the door with the pig. He never looked back at me, though I willed him to.

Outside the detention center, the Vegas heat slapped me upside the face. Dry heat that was still too hot. If I’d brought my bike—thankfully, they’d released the ones that were clean—I could’ve gotten on and ridden off, escaping the heat with a bit of wind therapy. But I’d been so wrapped up in my head I hadn’t even considered my ride.

I glanced at the street and the cabs passing by.

Really not wanting to deal with a cabbie, I put my hands in my pockets and started the long walk back to Parisi Casino and Hotel.

To Adelina.


Chapter Twenty-Six



Rafe

My heartbeat pounded like it was trying to tear its way out of my chest; every thud warned me off as I stalked through the hallways of the Parisi Hotel and Casino toward Adelina. I knew this place like the back of my hand.

Every turn, every shadow, was familiar.

Tonight, however, I wasn’t walking with the casual ease I tried to maintain. Tonight, I moved with purpose, a storm building in my head. I didn’t give a damn about the dirt and dust and possible blood from all the bodies that had fallen. All of it trailed from my boots, onto the plush carpet.

Who gave a fuck about carpet?

Massimo had men to clean it. Like always.

Or the walls? They looked fragile, and I wanted to rip my hands through the plaster, taking this whole damned place down, brick by brick.

A prospect was standing outside Adelina’s door, pretending he was some kind of guard. He straightened when he saw me coming, eyes wide. Good. He knew better than to get in my way.

Even if my brother had bought me my rank, I was still an officer, and he still had to respect that.

“Leave!” I barked.

He stammered, and I fought the urge to pull my gun on the young pup.

He was a bit taller than me, but I came right up in his face. “Do you have a problem with direct orders, soldier?”

I tamped down a wince at the word, then corrected myself. “Prospect.”

His mouth worked like a guppy, and my vision was starting to drift, reality slipping through my fingers. This kid needed to get the fuck away from me before I did something we’d both regret.

Or something that would have Wilde on my ass.

He said something.

I didn’t hear.

Then, something pried my fingers off the kid’s cut before he ran away down the hall. I stood there, watching after him, and the hallway began to reform in my vision.

Shit! That was close. I needed Adelina. She was the only one who could halt my spinning. My plummeting into an abyss with absolutely no return.

I knocked on the door, then braced myself with both hands on the jamb.

The door opened, and she was there. “Rafe!”

Before I reacted, she threw herself against me, her body colliding with mine.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, holding me tight, her breathing ragged and hot against my skin. Each breath she took, I felt, her chest rising and falling in sync with mine.

I closed my eyes, taking in the scent of her hair, the warmth of her against me, letting her breaths fill my lungs. Something woke up inside me, something that had been lurking in the dark corners for too long, itching to break free ever since we’d gotten back from the East Coast.

“Back inside the room,” I growled, my voice rougher than I intended. I caught the door as it was about to swing shut, pushing it open and herding her back inside before it locked us both out.

Still in my grip, she stumbled, and I caught her before she fell. My legs moved as I dragged her further inside, past the makeshift office she’d set up in the living room, the kitchenette, and toward the bedroom.

Massimo had given her one of the nicer suites. How considerate of him.

“Rafe, what’s wrong?” she demanded, trying to twist around in my grasp. I tightened my hold, and she gasped. “Stop, you’re hurting me.”

Fuck. That wasn’t what I wanted. I let go, stepping back, but the need to keep her close still roared in my chest. My vision started darkening at the edges, and once that happened, I would no longer be here with her.

I would be there. In the Middle East, weighed down by Kevlar.

Fighting dead demons.

At war with the carnage I’d sewn.

I needed her here, with me, inside me, me inside of her, filling the emptiness that had been gnawing at my insides for days.

She rubbed her arm, her eyes never leaving mine. There was that look—like I was a train wreck she couldn’t tear herself away from.

Adelina had always loved the broken ones.

Even the starving kitten she’d saved as a girl.

She was the salve to my broken and bloodied heart.

Her hand came up to cup my face, and I flinched away before settling back into the touch I needed so badly.

“What happened, Rafe?” she asked, her voice gentle, like she was speaking to a scared animal. Maybe I was.

I’d killed enough men, torn them apart with my military-issued automatic weapons, and there was nothing gentle left in me. Women, children—when they screamed, it was fucking music, and I’d let it pump through me, get my blood moving.

But the songs took me into the void of darkness. The place I might one day never return from. It was easy to kill with the right tools. It was even easier when I liked doing it. And that’s what the Marines had done to me. Made me okay with killing.

The blood on my hands wasn’t a result of my orders; it was a part of me, and right now, it felt like it was all about to spill over.

It drained into my cock.

“Rafe.” She brought her other hand up to cradle my face. Her fingers were like ice because of the AC, but that was good.

Cooling.

Calming.

I needed to be bathed in ice water. The blood rage was deep in me, squirming in my belly like a parasite. It wanted more.

“What happened?” she asked.

“The blood,” I mumbled.

“Was it bad?”

I scoffed. “No. I’ve seen worse. The blood sprayed like a fucking paintball. All over the jewels. In every crevice. It crusted, made the diamonds hard to clean.” My vision blurred as I drifted. My voice sounded hollow as I continued, “I’ve cleaned before. Weapons. Clothes. Hair. Skin. Everywhere, even my cock.”

It twitched.

It wanted.

It hungered to be buried deep inside of Adelina.

She furrowed her eyebrows together. “Rafe, are you okay?”

How the fuck was I supposed to be okay? I wanted to be balls-deep in my niece. My fucking blood! But I’d been there before. With her and Graff. I’d been in her mouth before her wedding. And before that, her words . . . the ones that tore me apart and built me back up came floating back:

“Without the Mafia and MC, this is us. It’s never been normal, and I don’t care anymore. I don’t want normal. I want . . . I want you, Rafe.”

I turned away from her, unable to tell if she was real or a threat. If she was there for me, to take away the blood and make it all better. To touch her would spell disaster with the way my mind and body were reeling. The scent of her berry shampoo crept up my nose and filled my thoughts.

“What happened out there?” she asked. “Was it bad?”

“No.”

Fuck, why does she keep asking if it was bad? That proved to be how innocent she was, trapped up in a tower like the princess she was, needing a prince charming to save her. All she got was monsters, more in the MC. Yet her words still haunted me.

“I want you, Rafe.”

“It wasn’t bad,” I continued. “I’ve seen worse.” So much worse.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Her voice was closer now, and I walked further away.

I should’ve walked the fuck out of the hotel room. Straight of the hotel. Onto a highway and boom! Hit by a car and let my blood stain the pavement.

But Adelina was gravity.

She held me in orbit, and even through the haze of jumbled and bloody faces, I came back to the here and now.

“No.” I didn’t want to talk about it.

Not the blood.

Not the heist; that went well. Everything was executed according to plan while I was going to shit.

Not the . . . “War—” The word fell from my mouth, dangling between us.

“Rafe.” She came around the front of me.

Why the fuck did she have to do that? I didn’t want to see her face. I couldn’t trust myself to see her face. I needed to⁠—

I grabbed the front of her blouse, driving my fingers into the fabric, and then managed to find one of her tits. Why did she hide them? I tore off her shirt to expose her, taking her perfect nipple in my mouth and sucking.

“Rafe?!” She gasped.

And I planned to suck her nipples until she came, screaming my fucking name.

Only mine this time.

Her hands found their way into my hair, and she pulled at the back of my head, but I wasn’t about to let go.

“Oh, oh . . . Rafe!” Adelina’s nails dug into my scalp.

Releasing her nipple, I said, “I need you, tesoro.”

“Then take me, Rafe. Do your worst, because I know you won’t hurt me. Not really.” Her molten brown eyes bored into mine.

Pulling her closer by the ribcage, flush against my body to show her how deadly rigid my cock was right now, I crashed my mouth to hers. I licked and nipped and sucked her tongue like I’d been in the desert for days without water and she was all that would quench my thirst.

She bit back.

Licked.

Pulled me to her and dug her claws into my shoulders.

“Rafe.” She whimpered and dropped her head back, giving me access to the column of her perfect throat.

Without thought, my hand came up and wrapped around it, then I stopped moving entirely.

I had her windpipe under my palm. A small squeeze and she’d fall to the ground.

Dead.

But I couldn’t have her dead. Because without my anchor, my salvation, I would kill every man I met. Still, I felt her pulse. The blood that gave her life, and I watched her vein flutter in her neck.

When my eyes met hers again, there was nothing but desire there. Nothing but adoration, concern, and . . . love. No matter how much I didn’t deserve it, this amazing woman loved me. She’d loved me since she was a kid. She’d been the only thing that gave me purpose.

Now, she was all that was saving me.

I dropped my hand back to her ribcage and lifted her with ease.

Her legs came around my waist as her arms draped over my shoulders. Her fall of dark brown hair fell in a curtain next to our faces, and she pressed her lips to mine.

Gentle this time.

A promise.

But it turned vicious, daring me to take her.

Throwing her onto the bed, I climbed up until my body covered hers. “I’m not stable right now, Adelina.”

“I know. I’ll bring you back, Rafe.”

Our lips collided like the first strike of battle, fierce and unforgiving, a clash that shook through me like artillery fire. Her breath was hot, a searing wave that broke against my defenses, and I met it head-on, every inch of me braced for the onslaught.

We were in the chaos of war, a frenzy of tangled tongues and bruising teeth, a desperate struggle for control that left me raw. Her fingers twisted in my hair, pulling me closer, like a soldier gripping a rifle, and I pushed back, my hands anchored at her waist, refusing to yield.

The world around us fell away, replaced by the sound of our heavy breathing, like the rush of soldiers charging into the fray, and in that moment, it was both destruction and salvation. We tore into each other, each kiss another salvo, each touch an explosion that scorched every nerve.

No retreat, no surrender, only the raw, violent beauty of it all.

When I pulled back, both our chests were heaving, and I stood on my knees to rip the shirt over my head. I had already destroyed hers, so I ripped the shreds of fabric away from her body and then yanked her skirt off, then her lacy panties, until she was lying gloriously naked before me.

The spoils of my lifelong battle.

I kicked off my boots and pants as she reached for me—a wordless welcome home.

The hotel room around me darkened, my vision narrowing in on Adelina. My tesoro.

I swallowed, something thick clogging my throat, but then wheezed out. “Adelina, I can’t be⁠—”

“Don’t be nice, Rafe. Be brutal. I’m not breakable.” She arched her back. “And goddamnit, I’m ready for you to fuck me. I’ve been ready for years. Just us here. You and me.”

As I searched her eyes to see if she was telling me the truth, she grabbed my hand and brought it back to her throat.

“I promise, Rafe. You won’t break me.”

She left it unsaid that she was about to put me back together one piece at a time.

Wrapping my fingers around her neck, I fisted my cock with the other hand and drove into her in one sure thrust.

I cried out, a yell that might’ve sounded like a dying wolf—visceral and raw, a noise that embodied my pain and defiance. I growled as her pussy squeezed my length so delightfully. I arched my back, fighting off the tingle in the base of my spine.

Who the fuck knew how long we stayed like that, but holy fucking balls it was a perfect release—not orgasmic, but the release of death. The making of something new. The melding of us. We had always been destined to be together in one way or another.

Wrong? Who the fuck cared?

Right. Yeah. It was righter than right even if society would frown on us.

“Rafe,” Adelina rasped.

I released my grip on her neck and settled my weight on top of her. This was heaven and hell all at once, and I needed to let it sink in.

Her hands cradled my face again, tracing around my hairline and across my stubbled jaw. “You’re safe, my Rafaele. Il mio angelo custode. Capisce?⁠1”

“Capisco,” I breathed. “Sempre⁠2.”

Then her hands planted hard on my bare chest and ran up and over my shoulders until she had both her hands wrapped around my neck. Her fingers laced at the back, and her thumbs sat along my jugular and carotid.

A devilish glint flickered in her eyes, and she ordered, “Now give me all your pain and torture and make me come.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I pulled back my hips and drove into her as though I could squeeze my whole body inside this beautiful, sexy woman. I rocked my hips fast, then slow, then fast again, encouraged by the gorgeous sounds that dripped from her mouth.

Then whole time she watched me with an intensity that made me let go of absolutely everything else and just be here, making love to the only woman I’d ever wanted in my life. As I plundered her core with my length, she started putting pressure against my vein and artery.

It tripled the sensations, making my spine tingle from the base of my skull all the way down to my ass. My balls tightened and my cock thickened as I slid it in and out. Over and over.

My vision started to darken under the pressure of her thumbs, and her pussy started pulsing around my cock. The sensations were too much. Her pants and moans grew louder, and she bit down on her lip hard. But the whole time, she refused to take her eyes off me.

Even as her lips rounded and her body locked up, she put more pressure on my neck, and I came so fucking hard my heart may have actually stopped. The whiteout behind my eyelids made me think I’d somehow made it into heaven versus hell. I soared like a bird in the clouds as my cock kicked and spurted inside Adelina.

Home.

The only place I belonged.

But then, she took several long breaths and looked away. And I felt sick.



1 My guardian angel. Understand?

2 Always.


Chapter Twenty-Seven



Adelina

Rafe slumped on top of me but managed to fall to my side. Still, his leg was slung over me, and his head landed on my chest.

“Tesoro, I’m so⁠—”

“Don’t you dare apologize,” I barked and turned my attention back to him, letting my fingers run idly over his muscular back. “That was . . . intense.”

I’d only turned away to take a breath and staunch the emotion the insanely powerful orgasm let float to the surface. And hide the resulting tears that prickled at my eyes. It’d been my small attempt to try and mend the fissure that’d formed in my heart when he’d come to me broken and raw.

Seeming reassured, he laid his head over my erratically beating heart, and both our ragged breathing settled toward normal. The warmth of his skin against mine felt like the perfect blanket, the comfort I’d known all my life. Living, breathing, protecting, muscular nostalgia.

I needed this man to know that his place wasn’t in the war. It wasn’t killing and hurting others. It was at my side.

He’d always been my guardian, and I would never let him go.

“It’s okay, Rafe,” I murmured, running my fingers through his hair. “I have you now.”

He moaned like my words were a balm to whatever was so broken in him. And after several long moments, his breathing evened out.

As Rafe slept on my chest, I stared up at the darkened ceiling, thinking about all three of my guys.

Sas would never admit it, but I wondered what shaped him into the hard man he was. Graff appeared well adjusted, but Rafe had crumbled in my arms. On my body.

He grumbled then opened and closed his mouth a few times before turning away from me in his sleep. In a matter of seconds, he was once again letting out soft snores with his face half-buried in pillows.

I draped a blanket across his naked backside when goosebumps broke out across his skin. It offered little protection against the outside world or the war he fought in his mind, but it was what I could do.

Small things to show I cared.

A knock rattled the suite door, and I sat up. I glanced at Rafe, but thankfully, he didn’t stir. He needed sleep to erase the dark bags hanging under his eyes.

Slipping out of bed, I grabbed a robe and tied it around myself. At the door, I rose to my tiptoes to peek out and found Graff on the other side. I blew out a low breath, grateful he was home but unsure about letting him inside.

Rafe needed time.

In my curved view of Graff and the hallway, he looked toward the elevators and then hung his head. When he glanced up and I caught the shadows hanging around his eyes, I let out a small gasp and slipped out the door.

“Graff?” I asked in a low whisper.

The prospect was nowhere to be found. Come to think of it, he’d been gone when I opened the door for Rafe a few hours ago. I shook that off, because Rafe had probably sent him packing when he arrived.

In Rafe’s state, I didn’t want to bring Graff inside, fearing that it would add fuel to Rafe’s fire. Rafe had trusted me with his pain and demons, and I wouldn’t violate that.

This wasn’t a time for us to all be together. But Graff needed me too. He looked . . . terrible. My heart fractured again. At this rate, someone was going to need a broom and dustpan to sweep up all the shattered pieces.

Tears threatened again, but I swallowed them, making myself strong when Graff so obviously needed me to lean on.

I moved in for a polite hug. He kept his distance too, glancing up at the camera through which Papà certainly watched every time I came or went from my room. Rafe inside was one thing, and I felt pretty sure my father wouldn’t assume we were together. But allowing Graff in would raise flags.

With one arm around his broad shoulders, I whispered in his ear, “Go to your room. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

“Have you seen Rafe?” he asked, his breath like rancid meat. When was the last time he ate or showered or brushed his teeth?

What the fuck had happened out there? And why the fuck was no one telling me?

“Yeah. He’s sleeping.” I rolled my eyes back toward the door.

“Go take a quick shower,” I said, letting my gaze drift down his wrinkled shirt. I needed one too after the mess Rafe and I had made. “Ten minutes. Promise.”

I hated letting him go, but I opened the door and backed up. He lowered his gaze, shoved his hands in his pockets, and walked down the hallway.

After my shower, I pulled on yoga pants and a sweatshirt then slipped out of my suite. Eyes were everywhere in this place, but with no prospect on guard, I didn’t have to worry about being followed.

Sas might lose his shit that the prospect was shirking his duty, but he couldn’t do shit about it from a cell. That wasn’t my immediate problem.

I shoved my hands in the front pouch of my hoodie and moved quickly toward Graff’s room.

As I passed the elevator bank, the Prez called out, “Adelina.”

I flinched but managed to plaster a smile on my face before turning to Wilde. Strange that he happened to be walking down the hallway at the exact time as me.

“Prez?” I said, turning on my heel.

Then, I licked my lips. The customs in the MC said that’s what we should call him. It wasn’t that I didn’t respect Wilde, but the whole Prez thing felt sticky coming out of my mouth.

He glanced down the hallway toward my room. “Where’s the prospect?”

“Oh, he went inside,” I lied, knowing that would come back to bite me.

Wilde’s icy blue eyes spoke volumes about how little he believed me. “Doing what?”

“Peeing.” This was getting worse. I cleared my throat, wanting to palm my face for my poor attempt, but I’d committed now. “He needed to use the restroom, so I’m letting him use it.”

Wilde raised his eyebrows, questioning me. “And you’re sneaking off?”

“I’m going to Graff’s room,” I said. “It’s just down the hallway. I think there’s an infection or something up with my tattoo.”

“Sounds like a problem for a doc,” he said.

“I’ll have Graff take a look first,” I said, walking down the hallway, and Wilde fell into step with me. “If he doesn’t have a solution, I’ll stop by Papà’s clinic. It’s probably nothing.”

Wilde jerked a nod. “Sas’ll be up my ass if something happens to you.”

I smiled up at him. “I thought you were the president. Why are you scared of him?”

“Not scared. Keeping an eye on you for him. That’s what we do in the MC, watch each other’s backs.” He left hanging that it was how they differed from La Famiglia.

If it wasn’t for my personal escort to Graff’s room, I would believe it wasn’t anything personal. But then he knocked on Graff’s door for me, so hard that I thought he might wake up the whole damn floor.

With no immediate answer, Wilde called out, “Graff!”

“You coming for a tat checkup too?” I asked.

“Not exactly,” said Wilde. “But you need to make it quick. He needs sleep before heading out tomorrow.”

Panic spiked, but I tried to keep my face neutral. “Where’s he going?”

“Park Ridge. Takin’ a third of the shit back to Bou’s shop,” said Wilde.

“In addition to the other half that already went back to LA?” I quirked an eyebrow.

Wilde eyed me sideways but made no comment.

I considered pushing the topic but thought better of it. If I said too much, it would tip the balance in his favor. And while he might be president of the MC, they were playing in a world I was bred to rule.

Wilde lifted his fist again, ready to pound again, but the door swung inward.

Graff leaned on the handle. “Prez?” His voice sounded thin, groggy.

He had a towel slung around his neck and his wet hair curled on his forehead. His tatted and ripped torso was bare and glistening with water droplets. His jeans were on, but unzipped, revealing his deep V and the happy trail to his thick length.

Wilde glanced down at his form, as did I, but for entirely different reasons. My mouth watered and my core clenched, despite the tenderness from the abuse Rafe inflicted.

Under Wilde’s scrutiny, though, Graff zipped up and dried off.

“Walk her back to her room when you’re done checking her tattoo.” Wilde handed him a set of keys and then stalked down the hallway in the direction he came.

Graff thankfully didn’t ask, allowing me into his room. I closed the door as he moved inside and dropped the keys Wilde had given him on the dresser. I tried to act casually as I neared him and not stumble over anything, because we were covered in darkness.

My eyes took a second to adjust enough to see his shadowy outline, shoulders hunched and head hanging low.

I approached slowly and ran my hand down his shoulder. “What the hell happened out there that has both you and Rafe so off?”

My voice was soft, but the tension in the room might shatter at any moment.

Graff flinched beneath my touch, his shoulders tightening before he released a long, shaky breath. He didn’t turn to face me, his gaze fixed on some invisible point in the darkness of the room. The silence dragged on to the unsteady rhythm to his breathing.

Hitching.

He was always my steady one, calm, and even sweet. This wasn’t him.

“Graff?” I whispered, taking a step closer.

His back was a shadowed outline against the dim light filtering through the curtains. The room was so silent I could hear him swallow, but no words came out. Hesitation and torment brewed inside this man I thought unflappable.

I stepped around him, brushing my fingers lightly down his arm. I stripped the towel from his shoulders and rested my other hand against his chest. His heart pounded beneath my fingers, strong under my palm, but frantic.

My own chest tightened. I cupped his cheek, and after a long, agonizing second, he finally locked gazes with mine.

The pain there was raw.

Deep.

Torment untouchable with words.

His eyes filled with emotions that looked ready to strip him of all I adored in him—his creativity, love for music, balance to the other men in my life. And his want for me, for all of us.

I looked up at him, his towering frame a silhouette, but my eyes had adjusted enough to make out the small details in him. The lines of his tattoos and the lines dragging at his once-bright eyes.

He seemed so far away, not only in height but in the way his pain kept him locked in his own world. I needed him to know I was here, that I wasn’t leaving him to deal with this alone. I would give him my all, like I had given to feed Rafe’s needs.

Spotting a nearby chair, I dragged it over and stepped up. It creaked slightly under my weight. Now, we were almost eye to eye.

I leaned in, pressing my forehead against his, my hands resting gently on either side of his neck. “Feel me, Graff.”

I needed him to know that, despite everything, I was here, and I wasn’t going anywhere.

He squeezed his eyes shut, his breath shuddering as he let it out. His shoulders sagged with the heavy, unspoken burden.

Slowly, he pulled away from me, his gaze darting to the nightstand. He reached for a worn, dog-eared spiral notebook, the edges curled and frayed. The front cover had scuff marks and smudges. He handed it to me wordlessly, his fingers lingering on the edge for a moment before letting it go.

I looked down at it, confused.

He chuckled once—a joyless sound—and refused to meet my gaze. “I got that on the ride back from Savannah.”

“It looks like it’s been through a war.”

“Might as well have been,” he said. “Go on.”

Opening the front cover, I found a mess of lines making no sense. It was dark, so I turned, moving to the bathroom where a dim stream of light spilled out from a cracked door. The smell of minty hotel soap on warm air filtered out, and I opened the door wider, stepping into the soft glow.

The pages were filled with dark pencil scratches, the lines jagged and aggressive. Some pages were filled entirely, each stroke more violent and chaotic than the last, forming abstract shapes that twisted and turned in every direction. It was like staring into his trauma—seeing the storm, the confusion, the rage.

This was something I would’ve expected from Rafe, not my sweet Graff.

His pain pierced my heart and lodged in my throat. None of this experience could’ve been seen on the surveillance equipment.

There were no coherent images in the fragments of emotions spilled out in graphite—a mess that captured everything he would likely never say aloud. The intensity of his pain and frustration bled through the pages.

Dark, chaotic, and yet vulnerable.

I closed the notebook gently, careful not to bend the fragile pages. Leaving it on the dresser, I returned to where Graff stood, still little more than a shadow. He looked up at me, eyes wide and unsure and glistening in the dim light. Something told me he was bracing for judgment, for rejection.

I stepped closer, taking his face between my hands.

“Graff,” I whispered, my voice catching. “You don’t have to carry all this alone.”

His eyes closed, a pained sound between a sigh and sob escaping his lips. He sank onto the bed, wrapped his arms around my waist, and pulled me to him. As I stood between his spread thighs, he clung to me like I was the only thing keeping him from falling apart.

“I killed him,” he rasped, the words almost lost in the space between us. “I—I shot him. And part of me wanted to do it.” His voice cracked, and his body trembled against mine.

I didn’t pull back, didn’t recoil from the confession.

Instead, I lifted his head and brushed my lips against his, a shadow of a touch. He hesitated, then surged forward, capturing my mouth with a desperation that bordered on frantic.

He wasn’t soft; he was rough, needy, like he was desperate to have something inside other than pain and guilt. I let him take what he needed, my hands sliding up to cradle his face, my fingers threading into his hair.

He broke the kiss, his forehead dropping to my shoulder. “I don’t want this in me, Adelina,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “This darkness . . . I don’t want it.”

I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him into me as tightly as possible, like my arms were enough to hold the pieces of him in place.

“Then let me take it,” I murmured against his ear. “Let me help you carry it. You don’t have to do this alone, Graff.”

He lifted his head, his eyes searching mine until the angst in his gaze broke free.

Slowly, he kissed me again, this time with trembling gentleness. Every stroke of his tongue said he needed to be seen for who he was before he’d killed, to be held, to be more than the monster he feared he would become.

I kissed him back, letting my touch communicate what I couldn’t say in words—you’re not alone; whatever it takes, I’ll be here with you.

Our kiss deepened, and his hands moved up my back and over my shoulders, pulling me closer. Then he reached for the band of my sweatshirt.

I helped him pull it over my head, baring my breasts to him.

Reverently, he cupped them and then suckled one before moving to the other. My head fell back on my shoulders as I relished in the sensations traveling between my nipples and my core.

With Rafe, there hadn’t been much, or any foreplay, but this . . . this would be slower, more deliberate.


Chapter Twenty-Eight



Graff

Adelina planted her hands on my chest and pushed me backward onto the bed. She unbuttoned my jeans and worked them down my legs, allowing my straining cock free.

Despite my shower before, all the twisted and dirty guilt still covered me in grime. She was my oasis, the place where I could wash myself clean.

The dark room enveloped us like a deep well. For now, it was only us—my pain, her comfort. A fragile promise of good. A connection to remind me of the best things in life.

Things that were possible for us if all this other shit took a flying leap off a towering cliff.

But this would suffice, if only for tonight.

Sas had been right. Her presence and her touch soothed the rage and confusion.

She stripped her yoga pants and climbed up my body, kissing the weeping crown of my cock, my lower belly, over my abs, each of my nipples, the spot where my heart beat wildly under her ministrations, and then my neck.

When her lips met mine, it was like stepping into cool, clear water after wandering through a desert. I’d been parched—my throat dry, my soul cracked and crumbling beneath the weight of everything I’d carried.

Her kiss was different now than I’d tasted before. More mature and nurturing even though it’d been less than a week since I last held her close.

The strokes of her tongue were soft, like a gentle stream washing over me, cleansing the dirt and grit from my skin. Each touch was a wave, rolling in, breaking down the walls I’d started to construct around my pain, stripping away the blood that had stained my skin.

She slipped her hands into my hair as her light weight pressed into my body. A slow, steady tide pulled at the darkness that clung to me, loosening its hold. Her lips moved against mine. Her perked nipples grazed against my chest and eased the ache.

With every move she made, Adelina washed away layer after layer of blackness.

She was tender—we were tender with each other. She enjoyed Sas’s rough hand and Rafe’s desperate need for her. And after Savannah, I wasn’t sure what I could be to her. But I swear, she was hell-bent on showing me.

Each second in her embrace felt like rain falling over scorched earth, quenching the fires that burned within me. I didn’t realize how much I needed it until her kiss reached those parts of me I’d forgotten. The art that poured out of me on the ride home was dark, twisted, ugly . . . but I was starting to see color through the shadow.

She was finding the parts of me that still believed in something good. She was water, and I was drowning in the best possible way. She washed me clean again, if only for now.

Her parted legs allowed her slick pussy to slide over the length of my cock, the underside. And though I didn’t want the feelings to end, a different need coursed through my blood. I wanted to bury myself inside her, to have her inner walls drawing more from me.

I broke the kiss, my hands moving from her sides up her back. I plunged my hands into her hair and fisted them both, putting tension on her scalp and pulling back her head to expose her beautiful neck.

“Graff,” she let out on a needy breath, and I pulled her closer, kissing my way up the side of her neck and then sucking hard.

The demon inside me needed to mark her, to claim her as his master. He needed to give her everything so he could rest.

I was coming alive again beneath her, and it had to be the most glorious thing in the world. Letting go of her neck, I nipped her earlobe and said on a harsh whisper, “I need to be inside you.”

Even from where my cock sat between her lower lips, I felt her pussy clench.

“I want that clenching all around me, Adelina, bella.”

“Yes,” she said. “I need you too, Graff. All of you. The dark and the light. The color and the gray. Everything.”

I seized her mouth then, kissing her with all the love stirring within, but also with the pain and need. My horrible actions may have decimated me, but finding myself in her was proving to be the highest of highs.

When the kiss broke, we were both breathing hard, the urgency building to a point that we needed to be one. I grabbed the base of my cock as she lifted up and positioned her core over my head. As she sank down onto me, in a torturously slow motion, I threw my head back into the duvet and bit down on my bottom lip to keep from exploding too soon.

She let out breaths through her o-shaped lips as she adjusted to my girth, then she leaned forward, placing her forehead against mine and looking through my eyes into my soul.

When she apparently found what she was searching for, she sat up with my cock buried to the hilt, dragging her hands down the sides of my face, over my scruffy jawline, and down my chest. She found both my hands with hers and intertwined our fingers, and then she rotated her hips, finding her rhythm.

A beautifully broken cadence.

Our eyes remained glued to one another’s as I let her set the pace.

Until the sensations threatened to detonate and nature took over.

Pure instinct.

I rocked up into her, loving the wetness of her warm sheath.

Adelina met my every thrust, and together, we rolled like the ocean. We were the tides, rolling toward shore and retreating to build bigger, more intense waves. The waves crashed and built and crashed again as I slid in and out of her slick heat.

“Graff . . . oh, Graff. I’m gonna—” Her brows drew together as her eyes closed in pure ecstasy and her teeth sank into her lower lip.

Watching the beauty of her climb to orgasm on top of me was the pinnacle of my existence. “Come for me, bella.”

And when her body locked up and her fingers gripped my hands as her walls pulled against my cock, I shot upright, latched one arm around her waist and the other on her shoulder. In two more deep thrusts, I was coming too.

A slow, sensual, perfectly healing orgasm ripped through my body.

How long we stayed like that was anyone’s guess, but eventually, I rolled her to the side, keeping my softening cock inside, and pulled the covers over us both.

Hours later, with the sun streaming through the crack in the curtains, Adelina stirred in my arms. We had slept, not moving, until dawn. Although I had no idea how late it was when we’d finished.

Regardless, I felt lighter this morning. Sas had been right about her, but I’d already known how amazingly strong Adelina would be one day. Strong enough to take three rough men, strip us of our hurt and inhibition, and build us into something unbreakable.

Had she truly been no more than the spoiled rotten Mafia princess Sas first believed, we would all be somewhere else right now. Perhaps Sas wouldn’t be in jail, or maybe the lights would’ve gone out in Georgia for both Rafe and me.

I kissed our girl on the top of the head. “Good morning, bella.”

She paused as the cloud of sleep dissipated and then giggled. My half-erect cock thickened again inside her.


Chapter Twenty-Nine



Adelina

Trembling with the aftershocks of another amazing orgasm around Graff’s cock, I closed my eyes and let my mind dream of a place where Sas and Rafe and Graff and I lived free from all the shit. No more Mafia. No MC. No cartel.

He brought me back to the now when he pulled out and fell to my side, spent.

Graff buried his head in the crook of my neck and let out a soft cry. Tears washed down his face, and I soaked them up with my hair.

“I don’t want to be parted from you,” he said. “I have been away for too long.”

I braced myself for what I had to say, no matter how much I hated it. “I don’t want you to go either, but you have to. For the club.”

“I know,” he said, words filled with disgust. “And I will.”

“I would go with you if I could,” I said, “but Sas needs me.”

“And Rafe.”

I pulled back, searching his face.

Graff gave me a small, sad smile. “I know that job ripped a bandage off a deep wound of his. Rafe can pretend all he wants. He can try to hide it, but I saw him after we blew that U-Haul and over that thirty-hour drive.”

“Do you think . . .” I didn’t know exactly how to ask what was on my mind, so I fumbled through it. “Do you think he saw your pain too?”

“Yeah.” Graff drew designs on my naked belly. “I guess trauma is a funny thing. Alive and writhing like a serpent. Beasts call to beasts.”

I smiled and tried to lighten the mood. “So what’s my beast?”

Without hesitation, Graff said, “Your father. And Rafe.”

“Rafe?”

“Yeah. You two are like . . . what’s that thing called? Star-bound?”

“Star-crossed?” I asked. “Like Shakespeare? Romeo and Juliet?”

Graff shrugged. “Dunno. Never read it.”

“How’s it possible that you haven’t read that? Wasn’t it required reading in school?”

“I was homeschooled,” he said as though it were the most common way to learn.

He continued to trace patterns, and when I glanced down, there was a mandala in white where his nails traced along my skin.

“Besides,” he continued, “reading’s not much my thing.”

“What? Really?” It caught me off guard with how deep his memory always seemed, how he could recall the exact details of something he’d seen once and capture it with pencil and paper. To me, he seemed savant-like. “As in you don’t like to read or . . .”

“As in, I have to try really, really hard. I’m slow at it, because the words look like they’re dancing around the page.”

“Oh,” I said, stupidly silenced by his revelation.

He chuckled. “How’d we end up on that? We were talking about you and Rafe. Star-crossed, yes?”

“I guess we needed someone to give us permission to take a chance.” I ran my fingers through his hair again. “Someone like you.”

He huffed against my chest, and I felt his small smile.

Shifting, I clasped his head in my hands, forcing him to look at him. “This has hurt you too. And I’m sorry.”

I kissed his forehead, and he took a deep breath. It shook us both. “I’ll get everything settled here, you’ll get the diamonds to Park Ridge, and then we’ll meet in LA. We’ll be a proper family.”

Well, whatever a family like us looked like.

We showered together and dressed, and when I moved toward the door, Graff caught me by the wrist. “Thank you, bella. I think you saved my life.”

I had no words, so I raised onto my tip toes and kissed him, pouring how much I thought he’d done the same for me into the kiss. He didn’t know it, but that day in the rain had been the first glimmer of hope I’d had since my father sold me to the MC.

Breaking the kiss, I swiped my thumb over his lips. “Be safe, love.”

I left Graff’s room, the door closing softly behind me as I stepped out into the dim hallway of the Parisi Hotel. My heart was still heavy with the lingering warmth of Graff’s touch mixed with the sorrow that stole a piece of me. I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head, but everything felt tangled—Graff, Sas, Rafe, and this endless, looming sense of duty.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, pulling me back to reality. As I walked, I pulled it out and glanced at the screen.

Melanie: Hearing for Sas at 10 a.m. Appeal on bail. Need you there. Lloyd D. George Courthouse.




The knot in my chest tightened. Of course there was a hearing. Another hurdle for Sas, and it was my job to be there, to fight for him, no matter how chaotic everything else had become.

I sent Melanie a quick thumbs up and slipped the phone back into my pocket, my pace quickening down the carpeted hallway.

As I neared my room, I paused, glancing up at the corner of the ceiling. I knew he was watching—my father.

I knew he would lie and say they were all over the place, but the real reason was that the man needed control. He couldn’t resist keeping an eye on his daughter, seeing who she was with, what she was doing. He might have even watched me leave Graff’s room moments ago.

Without hesitation, I raised my middle finger to the camera. Let him see it. Let him stew.

I pushed the door open and slipped inside, closing it softly behind me. The room was dim, morning light streaming around the curtains. My eyes adjusted, and there he was, still there.

Rafe sat on the edge of the bed, his head down, his hands clasped together like he was trying to find a reason to stay grounded. His eyes lifted to meet mine, and anxiety fluttered in my chest.

Despite the shower, Graff’s scent still clung to me, his touch lingered on my skin. I hesitated for a second before pushing the thought away. I had nothing to hide from Rafe—nothing I would be ashamed to show him.

I crossed the room, and without giving myself time to second-guess, I cupped Rafe’s face and leaned down to kiss him. His lips met mine, rough and urgent. His hands slid up to grip my waist. I kissed him slowly, letting it say the words I couldn’t manage right now, hoping it would soothe with whatever turmoil was storming behind his eyes.

He pulled away, his nose brushing against my cheek. “You smell like him.”

Rafe’s voice held a mixture of undefinable emotions. Jealousy, maybe. Pain. Acceptance. It was complicated, like everything else between us.

“I do,” I whispered, brushing my thumb over his jawline. “I won’t lie to you, Rafe. I won’t ever lie to you.”

He stared at me for a long moment, his eyes searching mine. Then he nodded, slowly, and a small smile tugged at the corner of his lips.

“I know,” he said, his voice softening. “It’s just . . . everything is so fucked up right now. I was worried when I woke up and you weren’t here.”

“Better now?” I smiled.

“Much.” He wrapped both his arms around my waist and pulled me close.

I let out a shaky breath, pulling back. “I need to get ready. There’s a hearing for Sas this morning. I have to be there.”

He gave me another long look, his gaze heavy, and then he stood. “I’ll drive you.” He leaned down, pressing a kiss to my forehead before he stepped back. “I’ll go get ready, grab some coffee, and see what Wilde’s got planned for the rest of the day. Then I’m coming back for you.”

I nodded, my heart aching with a thousand different emotions as I watched him leave. The door clicked shut behind him, and for a second, I stood there, staring at it, trying to pull myself together. Then I turned, heading for the bathroom.

I had to be ready—for Sas, for Rafe, for Graff. For all of us.

From the closet, I laid out a pantsuit on the bed. Next, I pulled out a lacy pink bra and matching thong. Then, I ran my hand along the bottom of the drawer for the tiny silk pouch with two rings still nestled inside. Inside all my bras, I’d had a little pocket sewn in the center so it would rest over my heart.

I didn’t know when the right time was to gift my men the rings, but I wanted to be prepared. I slipped the silk pouch inside and put on my bra and panties.

Before I donned my suit, though, I entered the bath to do my hair and makeup. When I finished, I dressed and crossed to the full-length mirror as I put in earrings.

I checked myself more than once, each time manipulating another piece of me: hair up or down, bright lipstick or nude, too heavy of eyeliner, maybe different clothes to cover more cleavage.

Stop it, Adelina! I was fidgeting and it needed to stop.

While I always liked to look put together, I never toiled over myself this much. No, this fidgeting was just a matter of running down the clock until the moment I needed to leave. My nerves were getting the better of me, leaving my hands trembling, and I balled them into fists.

I had been strong for Rafe and Graff, so I couldn’t lose control of myself now. Or ever. My guys needed me. They had taken care of me. Sas in his gruff and demanding way while Rafe always acted as my guard. And Graff with his now-tarnished sweetness had cracked me wide open and put me together as a new woman.

No, that wasn’t exactly true. I’d been a girl before them. A bratty child at that. They had made me a woman, and one who now refused to exist under the Don’s thumb.

I needed to take care of my men. Unfortunately, that was easier said than done.

Graff had surely already hit the road, and that left a void in my heart. But we would all join him as soon as Sas was out of jail.

Where the hell was Rafe?

I checked the time on my phone—still a couple hours to go. But sitting in this room was making me crazy.

Screw it!

I whipped open the door and stumbled when I came face to face, well my face to his chest, with my father.

Behind him, the prospect, Merry, gave me an apologetic shrug. And further down the hall stood Alessio and Papa’s regular limo driver, Marcello.

“Adelina,” Papà greeted me in a tight voice.

I cringed. Fuck. I’d told myself I wouldn’t think of him as Papà anymore, but old habits die hard. Regardless, this was one man I didn’t want anything to do with.

Flipping my hair over my shoulder, I pasted a pained smile on my face. “Father.”

“I was hoping I might find you,” he said.

The prospect stiffened, holding himself off to the side. His fingers twitched like he might reach for his gun if I voiced the order. I wouldn’t, though, because my father’s guards wouldn’t blink twice as they painted the carpet in this hall with Merry’s blood.

Slowly, I lifted my gaze to the surveillance camera hanging from the ceiling—a dome to appear inconspicuous. But still, it was an all-seeing, always-watching eye.

Big brother in the form of a criminal mastermind.

“This is your hotel,” I said to my father. “I’m sure you can find anyone you wish with a short visit to the security office.”

He let the comment slide.

“I would like to speak with you, mia figlia.”

I checked my phone and lied, “I’m late.”

In truth, I should still be waiting for Rafe to return with our coffees in hand to take me to the hearing.

“You’re heading to the courthouse, yes?”

I locked my jaw but nodded. Don Parisi was a shark that smelled blood in the water. I knew where this was going. As did he.

“Let me drive you,” said my father.

I didn’t have a choice.

Groaning, I unlocked my phone and texted Rafe.

Adelina: Meet me there. I’ve got business with my father.




My phone buzzed before I could slip it back into my clutch, but I ignored it. Rafe had been through too much, and I was more than capable of handling my father.

“Merry?” I barked.

The young prospect—probably older than me, but younger than most of the MC by probably seven years—jumped at my call, sliding over to my side. “Yeah?”

I tipped my head toward my still open door, and Merry slipped inside.

Lifting my chin to my father. “Give me five minutes.”

He started to follow me inside, but I pressed my hand holding my clutch into his chest. “You can wait here, Father.”

The lines around his eyes crinkled, but he stepped back, clasping his hands in front of his body.

I closed the door and crouched in front of the safe in the room’s closet.

“What’s up, Adelina? What can I help with?” asked Merry, his voice quivering.

“I want you to go to Wilde and tell him that I’m riding with my father to the hearing. Just in case.”

“I can go with you.”

“No.” I finished punching in the code.

Reaching inside, I pulled out the small SIG P322 and the two magazines Rafe had given me before they left for the heist.

“Shit, Adelina, let me go with you! Prez is going to have my head. Then Sas will.”

“No, Merry. I know my father, and I’ll make it to the courthouse unscathed.”

At least, I hoped I would.

I grabbed a different clutch and slipped the gun, magazines, my phone, and lip stain and gloss inside.

“One way or another,” I mumbled under my breath.

“But—”

“Don’t but me. Wait until I’m gone, then deal with Wilde, and if you see my uncle, tell him the last time you saw me I was fine.” I held out my purse to point at him. “Read me?”

His eyes rested on the bag, but clearly, he still envisioned the gun. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Tell Rafe to meet me at the courthouse as soon as he can. Then, I want you to take this”—I handed him my family key card—“and go to the P level in the garage. Grab a limo and meet us at the Clark County Detention Center. If everything works out, we should be ready by noon. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Now, go.”

He left.

The door closed behind him, and I touched up my red lips before joining my father.


Chapter Thirty



Adelina

I’d ridden in my father’s limo thousands of times, both with and without him. This time felt different.

Alessio slammed the door in my face, locking me inside. He slipped into the front passenger seat and as soon as the door closed, Marcello pulled away from the curb.

My father sat opposite of me with his legs crossed. His black suit was the same black as the limo’s interior. Old cigar smoke lingered in the leather seats, and no matter how many times they had been cleaned with some lemon-scented treatment, it still reeked.

Tiny waves of amber liquid jiggled in the glass bottles filled with expensive liquor at the small bar. Scotch, probably, but I had no taste for the shit my father liked. It smelled like stinky gym socks.

Pity, though, because I needed a drink to be around my father. However, with the hearing and the gun resting in my lap, I also needed to also keep my head on straight.

“You look nice today,” began my father.

I guessed he had to start somewhere, but the small talk caught me off guard.

“Thank you,” I replied in a clipped tone.

“I thought you would be wearing more elegant heels.”

It was hard to wear formal heels on a bike, so I’d opted for lower, chunkier heels. Riding with Rafe might’ve meant the old truck or the bike, so I’d chosen my attire carefully. Pants and low heels. A safer option than the skirt I’d first considered.

“Did you really get me into this car to talk about my footwear?” I asked.

“I didn’t force you, Adelina,” said my father, that old scolding tone lingering in his voice no matter how much he tried to hide it.

I scoffed.

My father growled, “Don’t, Adelina.”

“Why did you insist on driving me?” I demanded.

My father narrowed his eyes on me, calculating. Was he concocting the best punishment for me? Or possibly the best way to teach me another lesson?

Perhaps he would take me into his infamous bloody room and show me all the ways he tortured people. I had already seen it as a child. The fear had always been deep in my belly that he would tie me up and take a knife to my skin, cutting me where it hurt the most. The way he had with all the men he tortured for the Mafia.

“Look, I don’t want to be part in your Mafia business,” I said to my father. “I never wanted to be. Even now, I don’t. And I certainly don’t want my husband involved, either.”

My father said, “Mr. Tate is the one who brought the deal to the table.”

“Sas,” I corrected him. “And trust me, I’ll be having words with him about that.”

“And you believe he’ll listen to these . . . words?”

I shrugged. “Honestly, there’s obviously no way I can control him. But once hears me out, I would put money on him backing me—until death do us part, remember?” I smirked at him.

Also, I had Graff and Rafe. If my words didn’t work, perhaps my other men could talk Sas out of getting in bed with La Famiglia. Graff, especially.

My father arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you telling me you have no interest in going after the Rojas brothers?”

That shot a hole straight through my gut, but I didn’t twitch. Instead, I drummed my fingers on the purse in my lap, working to keep my expression entirely neutral. “I personally don’t.”

“But the MC does.”

I wouldn’t feign innocence in this. “There isn’t anyone in the MC who wants a war with the cartel.”

The words out in the wild, I snapped my mouth shut. It was more than I should’ve revealed.

He didn’t move a muscle, didn’t give off any signal to tip me off as to what he game he was working now. But his words challenged me. “You think there will be a war?”

“Don’t play with me, Father,” I snapped.

“I’m not playing, Adelina.” He spread his hands and re-clasped them in his lap, twirling the ring on his right pinky finger. “Testing you, yes. But not playing.”

“Don’t do that either,” I said too quickly, but then I narrowed my eyes. There was more that he wasn’t saying. Things like why he would bring up the Rojas brothers that I should probably try to ferret out. But I really wanted no more of the conversation.

We both stayed silent as the limo pulled to a stop at an intersection. I kept my eyes fixated on his, refusing to look away or give him more information until I understood what he already knew. Whatever came next, he wasn’t getting the better of me now. Not like he’d done the last time I’d ridden in his limo.

The time he’d sold me off like chattel.

Remember that, Adelina, I told myself. Never forget the lengths this man will go to to get what he wants.

“It’s funny, Daughter, how you think you’ve cornered the market of keeping tabs on our rivals. I’ll admit, though, your hacker is good. What’s his name?”

I raised a brow at him. If he truly didn’t know, which I suspected was a farce, I wouldn’t say.

He waved his hand as though dismissing the thought and continued, “The Rojas brothers—nay, the whole Medellín Cartel is working the MC hard. After all, weren’t they why the jewel heist became a thing?”

I scrutinized him like he scrutinized me, my eyes a reflection of his. Caterina had our mother’s eyes—a hazel that picked up the colors of whatever outfit she wore. I’d often envied her of those eyes rather than my brown so deep they almost appeared black.

I caught my reflection in the tinted windows, seeing my father mirrored back to me. “You wanted to be in on it too.”

“I’m an entrepreneur,” he said simply. “And I’ve had my eyes on the New York market for a long time.”

I laughed. “Always looking for the next move in business.”

“You know that about me, Adelina. You’ve always known.”

“Which is why I’m getting fine with the fact that I’m not under your wing anymore.”

My father painted on a small, rare smile. “You need me still, even though you’re fighting it.”

“You need us as much as we need you,” I threw back at him, but I’d walked right into his trap.

“Which makes you one of the MC. Neck deep.”

“I don’t have the kind of connections you do. The MC doesn’t have that far of reach, either.” I was only an old lady.

Like Melanie and Maddie.

Not a bunny but definitely a whore for my men.

But then there was Bou. Pregnant Bou. The First Lady in the club, who was strong enough to bring a baby into this world.

Could I be someone like Bou someday? Prove my usefulness.

“You have all the right connections,” said my father. “You have been strategically placed.”

“By you,” I snapped, baring my teeth. I didn’t care if I looked like a rabid dog.

“More than me,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “As if that matters when you’re the one calling the shots.”

“Fine, Adelina,” he said with a huff. “You see through my façade.”

“I have seen through it for a long time,” I said. “But it was never as close to me as it is now.”

“Oh, it always was, mia figlia.”

I gritted my teeth at the familiar, no longer wanting his little Italian terms of endearment.

“The difference now is that you are no longer pretending to be one of the carefree Mafia daughters. You’re no longer acting like you belong in a mall, shopping for frivolous things like your mother. You don’t want the charity event planning or the champagne brunches Neomi loves so much, do you?”

Fuck! He had me pinned like a voodoo doll.

“Bullshit!” I spat, but it lacked the venom I wanted to spray at him.

He ignored my language this time.

“You are no longer hiding. You have grown into a smart businesswoman, Adelina.” he said, his tone changing, taking on that note of approval I had spent my childhood chasing. He studied me now, his eyes sharp and calculating, but more lurked behind them—something close to pride.

I studied him back because the compliment didn’t resonate. It wasn’t right. Or genuine. But there was something about the way he looked at me, like he was assessing his work. The satisfaction in his eyes made my stomach churn.

“Look at you,” he continued, his voice quiet, thoughtful. “Not the little girl hiding in the shadows of men, afraid to get her hands dirty. No. You’ve stepped into the game and put yourself on the board. You’ve become ruthless, Adelina, like me. That’s what it takes to survive in this world.”

An uncomfortable heat rose in my chest. I hated that word—ruthless. It was everything I had never wanted to be. All the cold, calculating nature of my father that allowed him to use his family as pawns.

But here I was, back in his limo, dealing with Mafia business, a gun in reach, trying to protect the men I loved. Part of me knew he was right. I had changed and stepped into his world, and now I was playing a role I never believed I would.

He leaned back, a smile playing at the corner of his lips, a rare expression that held no mockery, no condescension.

He looked pleased. “You know, I think you’re more like me than you’d like to admit. It’s not a bad thing. You’re strong. Decisive. You understand that sacrifices have to be made, and you’re willing to do what it takes.”

I had to clench my jaw to keep myself from snapping at him. He wanted me to see the world through his lens—to see power and control as the only things worth having. He wanted me to become his successor in spirit, if not in title.

“You think I want to be like you?” I asked, my voice low, dangerous. My fingers twitched on top of my purse.

He shrugged, as if the answer didn’t matter. “Whether you want it or not, it’s what you’re becoming. Learning the rules. Stepping into the arena. You, my daughter, are not only surviving—you’re fighting. And you’re winning.”

A chill run through me.

Winning? I wasn’t winning. I was clawing my way through a nightmare, barely managing to keep everyone I loved alive.

But to him, that was victory. To him, ruthlessness, manipulation, and power were everything. And he was proud of me for it. That I had learned to use people, to maneuver them like pieces on a chessboard.

At twenty-two, I had gone through more shit than other girls—no, women my age. The girls I had gone to college with were still playing at entry-level corporate jobs, getting ready to spend their lives in a grind that only benefitted the narcissists at the top.

But I faced an entirely different kind of narcissist right now. One whose blood flowed through my veins too.

Was this what made me a woman? Because I no longer looked for my father’s approval. Nor did I fear his rejection. My younger sister needed both, but she would’ve had a rude awakening when she finally made it through college—assuming our dear old dad had similar intentions for her in the back of his mind.

I turned my gaze away, staring out the window at the cityscape passing by. The courthouse rose in the distance, its gray facade looming. A reminder of where we were heading. A reminder of Sas.

With a deep breath, I turned back to him, my eyes hard.

“You’re wrong, you know,” I said. “I’m not doing this for power. And I’m sure as shit not doing it to win.”

He arched an eyebrow, his expression unreadable. “Define the word win, Adelina.”

“I’m doing this because I have people I love. And I will do whatever it takes to protect them.”

“So, to you, that’s winning.” He shrugged.

“No, Father. That’s what makes me different from you.”

He smiled again, and it made the hair on my neck rise.

The limo slowed, and he glanced out.

“We’re here. But before you go, Adelina,” he said, “consider this. Love is to be used. It’s like any other tool in this world, whether you like it or not.”

When the wheels stopped, energy to move thrummed through me. Without another word, I pushed the door open and stepped out, my low heels clicking on the pavement.

I didn’t look back. I wouldn’t give him that satisfaction.

Ahead, at the top of the steps, Melanie, in her business coat and pencil skirt, waved me over.


Chapter Thirty-One



Adelina

Melanie was waiting for me on the courthouse steps, a computer bag slung over her shoulder and her mobile phone in hand. Her sharp gaze swept over me before she gave a curt nod of approval.

“You ready for this?” She was all business, but there was concern beneath it.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” I gave her a small, tight smile.

The courthouse loomed above us, all cold concrete and authority, and I took a deep breath before cresting the final step. Melanie led the way through the revolving glass doors.

People hurried through the bustling entryway and filed into the security lines. The metal detector buzzed intermittently, punctuated by the chatter of guards and attorneys. Melanie gestured for me to follow, and I did—until I froze.

My hand instinctively clutched my purse and the hard outline of the gun beneath the leather.

Melanie stopped and looked back at me, her eyes going wide when she saw what, I’m sure, looked like terror on my face.

She placed a hand on my forearm. “What is it?”

I leaned in, keeping my voice barely above a whisper. “I brought my gun. I didn’t know what my father’s plans were.”

Melanie’s eyes widened, but she didn’t miss a beat. She nodded once, lips pressed into a thin line as she pulled out her phone and typed a quick message. A moment later, her expression went soft, reassuring. “Angel’s on his way. He’ll take care of it.”

She pulled me off to the side, and we watched the river of people.

“How’d you manage to get a hearing?”

Melanie smirked. “You’ll see.”

An objection formed on the tip of my tongue, but Angel appeared from deeper inside the courthouse, shutting me up before I started. I doubted he intended to cause a stir, but the man had an uncanny presence.

People naturally moved out of his way as he stalked toward the exit. His dark hair fell around his shoulders with that white streak catching the brightness of the fluorescent lights.

One woman, a lawyer by her looks, turned to stare at his broad-shouldered and steady movement. He didn’t seem to notice her or anyone else, always bringing a silent measure of calm with him as he moved through chaos.

I followed his stoic and fixed gaze to Melanie, and she smiled back at him.

He pushed through the exit turnstile and veered over to us.

“My Lanie,” he said with his soft lilt, and I could hear her real name in the words. Not just Lanie.

Then, he crashed his lips down on hers.

I looked away, rubbing the back of my neck and wanting to have that. The sensation of being claimed in public. Damn the onlookers who gasped at the outrage of it all. They were only jealous they didn’t have such passion in their lives.

After a second, I cleared my throat.

When they came up for air, I fished in my clutch and pulled out my phone.

“Here,” I said, handing him the bag.

“Not really my color,” he said as he turned it over and inspected the red leather.

Melanie curled her body next to his, resting a hand on his chest. Loudly, she said, “Take it to the car for us, would you? It’s got all the paperwork inside.”

I’d been trying to be careful not to draw any unwanted attention—well, no more than the huge biker had. Damn, even I struggled to take my eyes off the sharpness of his cheekbones and the double scar through his brow. Sas was taller, but Angel took up more space.

“No problem, my Lanie. Knock ’em out in there.” He dropped another kiss on her lips before tucking my clutch under his arm and walking away.

Melanie watched him go for a beat, letting out a soft sigh of clear appreciation, then turned back to me, her eyes focused.

“Let’s get through this,” she said, leading me through the security checkpoint and into the main hallway.

As we walked, Melanie spoke in low tones, explaining what I should expect. “This is an appeal of Sas’s bail. We’re going to argue for a reduction or for the judge to reconsider his eligibility for release. It’s all going to come down to how we present Sas, and, honestly, how we present ourselves too.”

I frowned, glancing sideways at her. “How did you get this through so fast? I don’t understand the normal timeframe, but this seems . . . expedited.”

“Oh, it definitely is.” Melanie shot me a small, knowing smile. “I had help. A friend in the DA’s office in LA—my ex-boss, Grey Rollins called in a favor.”

“What the hell’s that mean?” I worried it was the kind of favor my father often called in.

“Don’t worry. Nothing illegal. Grey found me a co-counselor here in Vegas, Harper Fitzgerald. They’ve got the right connections to get a hearing on the docket quickly.”

She paused, her gaze flicking toward the end of the hallway where the courtroom doors stood. “Harper has almost everyone’s ear in the Vegas legal system, especially when it comes to defense work—anything from murder cases to civil rights violations. Their name alone gets shit done.”

As we approached the courtroom, my nerves buzzed beneath my skin. It felt like a thick rope had been wound around my midsection and someone was ratcheting up the tension with every step we took. Melanie stopped outside the doors, turning to face me fully.

“Listen,” she said, her eyes serious. “You need to be perfect in there, Adelina. The judge will be watching you as much as she’s watching Sas. It doesn’t matter that you’re not the one arrested or charged. The way you act, the way you react—it’ll all be under scrutiny.”

I nodded, swallowing the anxiety rising in my throat. I figured that everything I did today would impact Sas’s chance of freedom, but to hear it made me almost nauseous. I had to be my best for him. For us.

Melanie turned to the person waiting by the door, holding out her hand. “Adelina, this is Harper Fitzgerald.”

They were a little taller than me, but their slight frame seemed to carry a presence much bigger than their size. Harper wore a sharp, dark suit that fit them perfectly, the fabric hugging their lean figure.

Harper stepped forward, offering me a nod but not a handshake, their eyes flicking over me with a quick, efficient assessment. “Adelina, nice to meet you,” they said, their voice clipped and direct.

Their hair was slicked back, but with enough volume at the front to give a sense of deliberate style, and horn-rimmed glasses framed their eyes.

“Nice to meet—” I began, but they had already turned, their focus shifting back to Melanie.

“We’re short on time,” Harper told her, their tone leaving no room for hesitation.

They gestured towards the courtroom doors, more “all business” than Melanie, if that were possible. Harper’s fingers briefly pushed the horn-rimmed glasses up their nose, narrowing their eyes on me.

“Adelina,” they said, voice sharp but not unkind, “you’ll be sitting right behind your husband. The judge will notice you. You’ve dressed the part, so that’s a point in your favor.”

I nodded, swallowing the nervous lump forming in my throat.

“You do understand your role here, right?” They looked to Lanie, likely to confirm she’d prepped me enough.

Melanie gave a single nod.

Without waiting for anything more, Harper turned, heading through the doors with brisk, purposeful steps.

Melanie lingered at my side. “Take a breath, okay?” When I gave another nod, she said, “You’ll be great.”

“You’ve had a lot of experience with families of . . .” I waved toward the courtroom, letting the motion finish my meaning.

“Let me tell you something. Harper’s a hardnose, and I’ve worked with lawyers like them before. No emotion. That’s both a strength and weakness for them, but you and Sas have the best of both worlds with us teamed up for his defense.”

Inside the double doors, Harper glanced over their shoulder. “We don’t have time for second thoughts, Adelina. This hearing is as much about you as it is about Sas. Stay focused and stay strong. You’re representing more than yourself in here.”

I forced my feet into motion.

Harper checked their watch. “Ten minutes. Remember, Adelina, no matter what happens in there, you’re the strength behind your husband. Show the judge that.”

“Adelina!” came a voice from behind me.

I turned, my heart skipping a beat as I saw Rafe running toward us, his face flushed. He’d put on a suit, but it stretched so tightly across his shoulders I thought it might rip at the seams.

Relief washed over me as he came to a stop at my side, grounding me in a way nothing else had managed since I had stepped foot in my father’s limo.

“Adelina,” he repeated.

The energy sparked between us, and the sense that he wanted to touch me so badly. I wanted that too. But now was about my husband, and only him. Once we were all free, the rest would follow.

“Why didn’t you wait? I could’ve ridden with you and Mass.”

“I’ll explain my father’s conversation later,” I said quickly, my eyes searching his, hoping he understood.

“Sure thing. Is it about time?” He glanced into the courtroom—all dark wood and stuffy.

“We’ve got to get seated now,” Harper said, their voice calm but firm. “We can’t enter once the judge takes the bench.”

The courtroom was a cold, imposing space, filled with the quiet murmur of people settling into their seats. We took our places behind the defense table, and I reached for Rafe’s hand, squeezing it tightly.

A court clerk stood up off to the side. “The Honorable Lauren Hargrove.”

The words reverberated against the wooden paneling, and immediately, everyone in the courtroom rose to their feet in unison. The rustle of fabric and the shuffle of shoes on the polished floor filled the silence, and my heart pounded as I rose alongside the others, my eyes fixed on the door at the front of the room.

Judge Hargrove’s gaze swept over the room, and I caught a glimpse of the tired frustration in her eyes. She looked like she’d been pulled away from something she deemed far more important. She gathered her robe as she took her seat.

The same court officer stepped forward, commanding us to take our seats and giving the pre-hearing instructions to the audience. As much as I tried to focus, tried to calm the pounding of my heart, it didn’t work.

“We’re here to hear an appeal for The State versus Simeon Tate.”

The side door opened, and Melanie entered, followed by Sas, and then Harper. Sas’s eyes locked onto mine immediately, and my breath caught. He looked tired, worn down, but there was a fire there, a determination that hadn’t been extinguished.

I held his gaze, letting the warmth of Rafe’s hand still in mine ground me.

The judge dropped her gavel, the sharp crack echoing through the room.

“This court will come to order,” Judge Hargrove announced, her voice carrying a note of impatience. “I want to make it very clear that I was called in during my week off to handle this special case, so I expect all parties to be efficient and respectful of my time.”

Her eyes flicked between Melanie, Harper, and Sas. I held my breath, a cold sense of dread curling in my stomach. This wasn’t going to be easy, and I had a sinking sensation that whatever came next was not going to be in our favor.


Chapter Thirty-Two



Sas

I walked into the courtroom, and the first thing I saw was Adelina. She was sitting in the front row, her eyes finding mine the second I crossed the threshold. A wave rolled over me—relief, love, anger.

Whatever it was all blended together like a potent cocktail.

Seeing her there, sitting strong and proud, grounded me. My woman.

Wifey. Always at my side, even when everything else was falling apart.

And Rafe came too. I dipped my chin in a silent acknowledgement.

The judge, an older woman with steel-gray hair and sharp eyes, tapped her gavel, and the room fell silent. She scanned the paperwork in front of her with a cold and unreadable manner, and tension squeezed my chest like a vice.

Her expression seemed disinterested, like she’d already made up her mind before we even stepped into the room. This wasn’t going to be an easy sell.

“Mr. Tate,” Judge Hargrove began, “you are here today for an appeal regarding your current charges: possession with intent to distribute, specifically the five kilos of cocaine found on your motorcycle.”

“Your Honor,” Harper Fitzgerald, my co-counsel, began, their voice even but direct, “we believe the evidence presented against my client, Mr. Tate, while incriminating on its surface, does not tell the full story. We’d like to propose an alternative to prosecution.”

I stood straight, my hands at my sides, and gave a curt nod in support of Harper’s words. Melanie was standing to my right, her presence a small comfort, and Harper to my left.

Harper stepped forward, “My client has pertinent information regarding individuals involved in the cartel operations responsible for orchestrating these events. He is willing to cooperate, which we believe warrants a reconsideration of his detainment.”

The judge’s gaze moved to me.

“Is that so?” She didn’t sound convinced, not by a long shot. “Mr. Tate, these charges carry a mandatory minimum of ten years and possibly a life sentence. So, what exactly are you proposing?”

I swallowed, my voice steady, though the tension in my gut didn’t ease. “I’m willing to help the authorities track down the men responsible for the cartel connections—the Rojas brothers. The information I have could help put an end to their drug-trafficking operations.”

The words tasted like ass passing through my lips, but both Melanie and Harper had made it utterly clear I wouldn’t get out without giving the prosecution a bone.

A murmur came from the back of the room, and I could feel the eyes of everyone on me. Harper paced a few steps back and forth, then stopped with serious eyes locked on the judge.

Judge Hargrove leaned back in her chair, taking me in. She didn’t buy it—not yet, at least. I couldn’t blame her. A guy like me, standing in front of a judge like her, with charges like mine? It reeked of desperation.

But Harper’s voice cut through the tension. “Your Honor, Mr. Tate understands the gravity of his actions and the allegations against him. We’re not here to excuse what has happened, but rather to offer a pathway toward resolution. My client has information that could be crucial in dismantling cartel operations—specifically, a faction of the Medellín cartel’s activities that have affected the entire Southwest.”

The judge tapped her fingers thoughtfully against the gavel. “Why should I believe any of this? Men like Mr. Tate aren’t known for their honesty.”

Harper nodded, acknowledging the skepticism. “We understand your position, Your Honor, and we are prepared to offer proof of Mr. Tate’s willingness to cooperate. He has already shared preliminary information with federal authorities, which has been verified to an extent. We are asking for a chance—for Mr. Tate to continue this cooperation under your conditions. He isn’t asking for freedom without accountability.”

The judge studied me for a long moment, the silence stretching unbearably. Lanie placed her palm face down on the table, the signal she said she’d give when I needed to sit tight.

Finally, Judge Hargrove glanced down at her notes.

“Mr. Tate, stand.” She leaned forward.

Harper turned and gestured me up.

“What you are proposing involves handing over information on a global crime ring’s criminal activity. This would be in exchange for your release.” She paused, looking up at me with those cold eyes. “Do you understand the consequences such an action might carry?”

“I do.” I answered simply, the way Lanie and Harper had coached me.

The judge continued. “If you agree to this—under oath in a court of law—you understand that your freedom will come with stipulations?”

Swallowing the words I wanted to throw at her, I answered, “I do.”

Shit, this was worse than getting married.

“You will be monitored, Mr. Tate.” She laced her fingers and leaned further forward. “And should you fail to comply with the terms, you’ll find yourself back here, facing more severe charges.”

I nodded, even as my ribcage closed in on my lungs. “Understood, Your Honor.”

The judge pursed her lips, thinking for a long moment, then said, “And why should I consider this, given your past record and known associations with criminal organizations?”

I swallowed hard and cut my eyes over to Melanie. She nodded, a silent “just like we practiced.”

Taking a deep breath, I answered, “Because I’m not the man people are painting me as, Your Honor. Yes, I have ties to the Rojas brothers, but it wasn’t by choice. They came after my family, after the people I care about.”

Pausing, I let that sink in. It wasn’t a hundred percent true, but it was my word against the Rojas brothers. And they weren’t here right now to say otherwise.

I continued, “But I’m not here to make excuses. I’m here to make a deal.”

The room went silent. I could feel Adelina’s eyes boring into me from behind, but I didn’t turn around. I had to project confidence at all costs.

Calm, cool, and collected, Lanie had said.

The judge arched an eyebrow. “A deal?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice firm. “I have information on the Rojas brothers and their boss. I’m willing to hand it over, but only if I walk out of here today. Not just on bail, but with immunity for the actions tied to their operation.”

A murmur spread through the room. The prosecutor shifted uncomfortably in his seat, clearly not expecting me to come out with this kind of leverage.

The judge’s gaze sharpened, and she leaned forward. “You’re asking for immunity in exchange for information? How do I know what you have is worth it?”

I held her gaze, refusing to back down. “I have details on their drug routes, their money laundering schemes, even the locations of their safe houses. I’ve been in deep enough to know things no one else does. I can give the Medellín cartel to you on a silver platter.”

The judge leaned back in her chair, her fingers tapping on the desk. “And what happens if I grant this request and your information turns out to be worthless?”

I didn’t flinch. “It won’t be. You’ll see. I’m giving you names, dates, everything.”

The judge tapped her gavel again, the sound echoing through the room. “Very well. Against my better judgement, I will grant a conditional release, pending your cooperation with law enforcement.”

She turned to Harper and Melanie. “Mx. Fitzgerald, you will report to the court in six weeks to with an update on the progress toward stopping the flow of illegal drugs into our country.”

“Yes, Your Honor,” Harper said.

“Both of you,” she said to Melanie and Harper as she removed her glasses. “Make sure your client understands the gravity of this situation. I will not hesitate to revoke this if there is any indication of misconduct.”

Harper gave a firm nod, their gaze steady. “We will, Your Honor.”

A weight lifted, just slightly. It wasn’t freedom—not fully—but close.

Adelina sucked in a breath behind me, her presence grounding me even as the judge continued speaking.

“Mr. Tate, your cooperation must begin immediately.” The judge looked over the courtroom, her expression stern. “Court adjourned.”

The gavel hit the block once more, and with that, it was over.

As the judge stood and exited, Harper’s hand rested on my arm.

They gave me a slight nod and shot a thumbs up to Adelina. “You did well. Both of you.”

Melanie leaned in, her tone a mix of relief and warning. “We need to move quickly on this, Sas. The Rojas brothers aren’t going to be easy targets.”

“No shit,” I hissed at her. “I gave you all the contact information.”

Lanie nodded. “Yeah, and since Ward said they flew out, maybe luck will be on our side and have the feds chasing the cartel down to South America.”

“Sure as fuck hope so.” My gaze drifted to where Adelina sat. Her eyes met mine, and I could see the relief there, mixed with determination. We were far from finished, but at least now, we had a fighting chance.


Chapter Thirty-Three



Sas

If I had to take a gamble how why the judge gave me a continuance, it would be Adelina. Not the Parisi side of her but how she appeared in court—a well-dressed, composed, supportive and innocent wife. Everything about the look screamed “woman with money” and “upstanding citizen.”

If only the judge knew the whore she was for me in private.

Melanie and Harper had coached her well, not that she had likely required much with her larger-than-life presence.

After out processing, I held a bag with my belongings. The detention center had a line of small cubicles with curtains off to the side, where I changed back into my wedding clothes. The brand-new jeans and collared shirt itched along my skin, but the cut and boots I’d insisted on wearing felt like home.

When I emerged from changing, Adelina had fished my wedding ring out from the bottom of the bag.

She held my hand. Such small, delicate fingers with her wedding ring in place grasped my monstrous hand. She squeezed and her warm brown eyes met mine as she slipped the black band back in place.

Once there, she pressed her fingertips over her heart, between her breasts, and gave me a small smile.

I flexed, staring at the ring and thinking how I would never remove it again.

Giddiness in wifey’s features shone through and shimmied down her body. My cock had given her the same tremors, and she was now hungry for more. She was so easy to read—her pleasure in putting on the ring again as well as how she stood close and refused to break contact. She wanted me again.

Why? I didn’t know, but it twisted things around inside me until I didn’t recognize the man inside who would do anything to have this woman.

As I stepped through the turnstile at the courthouse—partly free, because I was only out conditionally—the weight of all the shit hadn’t lifted yet. The judge’s order meant a reprieve. But it also meant my ass would be dragged back to Vegas and jail if I didn’t follow through. The bitch of a judge had made that perfectly clear.

Guess that meant one of the Rojas brothers, at least, had to survive.

Our new lawyer friend, Harper—a slight person, wearing old-man glasses, who honestly confused the hell out of me—had reiterated that much before they left us at the clerk’s desk.

At the moment, I wanted my bike and the open road, but my bike was still in police custody. And wouldn’t be released anytime soon.

The courthouse doors slammed behind us. The warm sunlight on my face cut through the darkness that had been my life behind bars. Rafe stayed close, eyes darting. Always on alert. Adelina led us toward the parking lot, steps confident. Clearly, she already had a plan.

We moved past rows of black limos, until she veered toward one at the end. Pip stood by the door, trying to look like he belonged there. Leather cut barely hidden under a driver’s jacket.

Swinging the door open, he nodded at Adelina. “Ma’am.”

“Pip, you look ridiculous,” Adelina said, a small smile cracking her otherwise tight face. “Where’s Merry?”

“Best I could do, ma’am.” Pip’s grin broke through as he tipped his hat. “Merry stayed back at the hotel.”

“Another biker flick?” she asked.

“Yup. The Wild One,” answered Pip.

Adelina scowled. “Not familiar.”

“It’s an old one. Marlon Brando. Fifties, I think,” he replied.

Scratching at my goatee, I glanced around the lot. “Seems The Godfather had more fun before he became Don Corleone.”

Adelina opened her mouth, likely to throw in another quip, but I threw out my hand to silence her.

Across the lot, a flash of movement—a figure stepping between parked cars. The smirk, the slicked-back hair. So different than the grime he’d been wearing when he came into my cell at the detention center.

A rep of the Medellín bastards for sure.

Fucking Miguel.

He turned, his eyes locking with mine, and a slow smile spread across his face like he knew something I didn’t. My blood ran cold.

“Fuck,” I muttered, grabbing Adelina’s arm, pulling her behind me.

Rafe shifted his weight, eyes narrowing in on Miguel. “Who the hell is it?”

I ground my teeth. “My cellmate for a night. Knew he was a goddamn plant.”

“Let me see!” Adelina pulled on my shirt, trying unsuccessfully to look over my shoulder.

“Ward may not have found shit, but he’s gotta be a fucking cartel messenger.” I pushed her behind the door. “Get in the car, wifey.”

“A Rojas?” she hissed, but then she crawled inside, seemingly searching for something. “But they’re not in the country anymore, right?”

Rafe shook his head. “No clue if the Warden got eyes on the Rojases, but that’s not one of the brothers.”

“No, it’s not. Pip,” I called to the prospect. “Gun?”

Miguel—that fucker—waved at me. He had hinted at the cartel getting its due, and here he was, apparently calling it in. But he wasn’t coming at me. Instead, he strolled casually toward a waiting black SUV.

“Eyes out for the Rojas brothers,” I ordered Pip and Rafe. “I wouldn’t put it past those bastards making an appearance too. Especially if we didn’t get visual proof of them boarding that plane.”

And then, I heard a click.

A magazine sliding into a gun. My muscles froze until I felt a nudge against my thigh and peeked down. Adelina held out a locked and loaded pistol.

I could bend over, kiss her, and fuck her silly with how much I appreciated her right now. But I had to deal with whatever setup this was first. I wanted my .40 rather than this itty-bitty .22, but it would do. Palming the tiny gun, I trained my eyes back on Miguel as the door to the back seat of the SUV closed.

The driver, a clean-shaven man with a fresh haircut, glanced over.

Dark hair. Tanned complexion.

Not as young as Pip and Merry.

But I knew the fucking traitor. His stank filtered all the way across the lot, even if he’d removed his tell-tale pointy beard.

Ghost.

Or that was what we had called him in the MC.

“Rafe, you see?” I muttered to my brother.

“Who?” Adelina peeped at the same time Rafe answered, “I see him.”

Ghost—or the former prospect we called Ghost—walked around the front of the limo and slipped in. I started to move, but Adelina grabbed me around the wrist.

She demanded, “Who?” Then, “Sas, what’s going on?”

The SUV pulled away from the curb before I got my wits back.

“That bastard,” I spat, bile burning my tongue.

“Who was it?” asked Adelina. “Besides the Rojas brothers.”

I spun on her. “Did Ghost ever protect you while I was on the inside?”

“Ghost?” She pinched her eyebrows together.

“Long hair, pointy beard. Think faster,” I ordered. How much had that fucker been around her?

Her eyes rounded—a definite, “Yes.”

“Yeah, and I hated it when he was there. It always felt like the temp dropped around him,” she mused, then tried to get a view.

I pushed her back inside. “Doesn’t matter. His blood is mine.”

But he wouldn’t die a fast death after helping orchestrate all this shit. He would have to live thorough torture I planned make sure he felt before he took his last breath. And if he’d gone anywhere near Adelina, I would rip off his cock and feed it to the dogs.

I didn’t have dogs, but The Warden did. Vicious things that would rip the balls off a man in a heartbeat as soon as they crossed onto Ward’s property on the coast.

Shit, even if Ghost never came near wifey, I would enjoy watching Ward’s Dobies devour his nads.

“We should get out of here,” said Rafe in a low tone. “The police are watching.”

“Let them fucking watch.” I wanted my revenge. “We need to follow.”

Rafe clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Not now, Veep. Not here.”

“Let’s go home,” said Adelina in a soft tone.

But we weren’t going home. I was stuck in Vegas. Now, and for the next twenty years if I didn’t give evidence leading to arrest. And now that the police had gotten my DNA, they might bust me for every crime the MC ever committed. Not that we’d left much evidence behind. Hell, most of it blew when the Gambinos had bombed our warehouse down at the docks.

And other crimes, I’d made sure had been well hidden . . . until Ghost fucking planted shit on me. The coke we brought back from the hole under the dockside warehouse was locked in the safe in my room back at the LA clubhouse. No one had that combo but me, so I had known all along the shit wasn’t ours.

Still, it wasn’t like I could hand that over as evidence of my innocence.

“Sas, please.” Adelina touched my cheek, bringing my face down to hers.

When had she gotten out of the limo?

She raised to her tiptoes and kissed me on the mouth, parting her lips to allow my tongue in, but I held back. I knew what my pretty princess wanted, but everything I saw was covered in red. I needed to get that fucking bastard.

“Sas, I need you,” she murmured to me, voice husky. “It’s been too long.”

So needy.

But how in the middle of all this betrayal?

“Weren’t my boys taking care of you?” I shot a look at Rafe, who waited back with red tinged cheeks.

The desire for her twisted on his face. And she’d told me how he and Graff had taken her. Neither would hide their attraction to my wifey.

They would also never get their fill of her. Neither would I, but our princess was trouble.

Dangerous and addictive.

“They were,” she answered my question. “They did.”

I slid my tongue into her mouth, enough for a taste. “Tell me all the things I don’t know, wifey.”

Maybe it would distract me for a while . . . long enough to make sure she was safe while I hunted down my enemies. I kissed her again, not allowing her to answer. Wanting both to hear all the details and to devour her whole.

Her efforts were working to distract me. Her moans rumbled against my tongue as she balled her hands into my jacket. Finally, I pulled back, though that small taste of her only made me crave more. I had to have everything about her.

She was an obsession I didn’t want to shake.

“Let’s get out of here,” she gasped, cheeks flushed.

I smirked down at her. “No snide comment?”

With her body pressed against mine, she slapped a hand down on my crotch. “I can tell what you want, Sas. We’ve got time to deal with the cartel, but let’s make sure you’ve got backup first. And I don’t want to waste any more time before I get reacquainted with you.”

The Rojas brother and that fucker Ghost had already been wasting our precious time. I lifted my eyes in the direction the SUV had gone, but it was already out of sight.

I needed to track them down like wild beasts. But what was a little more time?

She wasn’t wrong about the backup thing, and it was well past time I claimed my wife.

Adelina kept her body close to mine, distracting me with her curves. Her touch. The way her hands moved over me, and how her breasts pressed into my abs.

Fuck this woman made me weak, but at the same time, she also made me feel like the strongest man alive.

I gave one last look down the street, but the SUV was long gone now.

“Fine.” I released the magazine and handed both that and the gun back to her. “Get in and let’s go.”

Rafe circled to the far side and slid inside while I followed Adelina into the back. Pip closed my door before I reached for the handle.

When Pip slipped into the front, I lowered the dividing window. “Did you get those plates?”

“I did, Veep.” His eyes met mine in the rearview.

“Good job.” Paying attention to those kinds of details was one of the first things we taught prospects. “Call Prez and The Warden. Give them the details and get ’em looking. Also let them know about Ghost.”

When I got my hands on him, he’d regret the day his sorry ass was hatched.

Anger built in me again, so hot it might burn this city to the ground. I could breathe fire and decimate every casino on the strip, starring with Parisi Hotel and Casino. And when Vegas was as barren as the surrounding desert, then where would all the would-be sinners go?

“Keep your eyes on the road, Pip,” Rafe instructed, then he glanced at me. “I’m already texting both Wilde and Ward the license plate and giving them the down low on Ghost.”

“Call them,” I ordered. I should’ve called them—I was the fucking VP. That was one of my prospects that had betrayed us.

Adelina pressed a button beside her, raising the divider again.

“I’ve got it,” said Rafe, his tone firm. Final.

I growled at him. How dare he speak to me like that? But he ignored it entirely.

“Text Graff too. Tell him to get back here from Park Ridge ASAP.”

“Done,” answered Rafe.

“Sas.” Adelina crawled back over to me. Her hair tumbled down her shoulders, and she had undone the top buttons on her blouse. Her breasts swelled before my face, and I licked my lips.

Her small hands grabbed for my cock like the beautiful little whore she was. She let out a soft moan as my cock stiffened under her touch. I’d lost all self-control with her that she could so easily reduce me to almost three-hundred pounds of lust.

When had I become so easy?

As Adelina trailed her kisses down my neck, dragging her body against mine, I curled my fingers into her hair and then looked past her. Rafe was on the opposite side of the limo, watching us with his dark, hooded eyes.

I gave him a look that invited him to join, but Rafe shook his head. “Nah, man. This is all yours. I’m happy to watch.” He grabbed his crotch, his bulge already apparent.

If that was what he wanted, so be it. I’ve never been shy of fucking with an audience. I wish she was wearing a skirt to pull up and make the show even better.


Chapter Thirty-Four



Adelina

The limo came to a halt in the midafternoon Vegas traffic as I basically dry-humped my husband. Tourists were arriving and making their way to the hotels for their first night of gambling and debauchery. But I didn’t mind if it took hours to drive three miles, not as long as I had Sas here. And Rafe.

The thing that irked me, though, was that even though we’d gotten Sas out conditionally, we were still missing a part of us. I hoped Graff made it to Park Ridge okay and I would see him soon.

Tangling his hand deeper into my hair, Sas pulled my head back, away from him. He pulled so hard my spine arched from my skull to tailbone. It hurt, but at the same time, the pain stoked my desire, and upside down, I could see Rafe watching with lust-filled eyes.

“Do you want me rough like this?” growled Sas, then added, “Wifey?”

“Yes,” I gasped out. “However you want.”

After being strong and controlled for both Rafe and Graff, I craved the ability to let go with Sas. To have my will stripped, allowing me to simply feel. My ass was on the edge of his knees, slipping, and he let go.

I fell, but Rafe caught me under the arms, whispering in my ear, “Do you want me to stop him?”

His voice sounded husky, though, like he might actually want to see this show play out between Sas and me. My uncle, as usual, waged war against his own desires, and I needed to reassure him that he shouldn’t.

I reached up, running my hand down his jaw line. Keeping my voice low, for only his ears, I said, “No, Rafe. This how we are. Enjoy it like I see you want to.”

He gave me a tight nod and helped me up.

“Take off those rich-bitch pants,” Sas commanded, his upper lip snarling. “Then bring your naked cunt over here.”

It shouldn’t surprise me, but it did. It seemed like a switch triggered in him, and I dropped my jaw. And regardless of my ingrained reaction, my lower belly grew heavy with want.

“Sas,” Rafe warned.

I rested a palm over his hand and looked into his eyes, reassuring him, “It’s okay.”

He searched my eyes, and I nodded, apparently allaying his worries enough.

I stood—mostly—stripping the slacks from my lower half, leaving me in my blazer, a camisole, and a pink lacy thong.

“Panties too,” Sas said, glancing out the tinted window at the stopped traffic.

“That’s your job.” I gave him a coy smile.

He turned back to me with his lips thinned and his brows raised as if to ask, How dare you? “If I take them off, wifey, they will be in shreds. Tiny scraps littered all over this expensive back seat.”

“And?” I shrugged.

It wouldn’t be the first pair he destroyed, and when he’d done that before, my desire had surfed the wave of adrenaline through my blood and straight to my pussy. Something about his more beastly nature called to my own.

His tongue swiped out and over his bottom lip, then he reached for the controls and the divider lowered. His eyes remained on me, but he called over his shoulder, “Pip?”

“Yeah, Veep?” The prospect’s eyes bulged when he caught sight of me in the rearview mirror.

Rafe growled and Pip averted his gaze.

“How close are we?” asked Sas.

“About three lights away,” he answered from the driver’s seat. “Couple minutes if traffic will move.”

I rolled my lips between my teeth and started to lower myself out of view, but Sas barked, “Stand the fuck up, Adelina.”

When I straightened, my head bent against the skylight, and I caught Rafe adjusting himself. Damn if I didn’t want to eavesdrop on his thoughts right now.

“Remove that jacket,” Sas snipped. “And the thing under it.”

I hesitated, and Sas reached up, grabbing my jaw between his thumb and forefinger. “You really going to disobey me now?” His nostrils flared.

Did he smell how wet I was? How much I leaked for him as he ordered me around like this?

“Pip,” my husband called out. “We parking in the underground?”

“That’s the plan.”

“Good,” said Sas as he reached for my chest, grabbed the silk fabric of my cami, and ripped it from my body.

I trembled.

“Second thought . . .” Sas’s eyes devoured my body and the matching lace bra-panty set between the lapels of my blazer. “Keep the fucking jacket on.”

My eyes flicked up to the front, the half-lowered divider, and the clear view of Pip’s face in the rearview. Sas chuckled and pressed the button at his side. The divider slid the rest of the way down.

“Sit down, wifey.” He motioned to the seat behind me, beside Rafe.

I planted my hand on my hip and glared at him.

Instead of telling me again, he wrapped his hands around my hips and threw me back onto the leather.

Rafe moved to catch me again, but Sas pointed at his chair. “Sit.”

“Ass,” I hissed at my husband.

“And fucking proud of it.”

Rafe, at my side, looked worried, but his hand still covered quite the large bulge pressing against his slacks. Fleetingly, I wondered if and when he would refuse to wear dress clothes—like my other two men.

“Put your foot in Rafe’s lap,” said Sas.

I swiveled toward Rafe and started to lift my leg, when⁠—

“Not that way.” Sas rolled his eyes and motioned toward my leg. “That knee toward me. Spread those thighs and let us see that prize.”

Feeling the heat of a foreign stare, I peeked up at the front, where Pip’s attention seemed drawn to the action.

“Eyes on me, Adelina,” Sas growled.

The car lurched forward as I looked at him again, wanting to let myself fall under his commands, to be his toy. His . . . whore.

“Leg. Up.” He waited until I obeyed, then said, “Now, finger yourself.”

I blinked at him as though I didn’t understand the words.

“Do I need to paint you a goddamn picture?”

“Ah . . . um,” I stammered, unable to believe he was ordering me to touch myself with Pip able to see everything. My cheeks heated as my gaze roamed up front again.

“Ignore him and show me how you touch yourself when no one else is around.”

“Sas—”

“I didn’t tell you to speak.”

“But—”

“Shut your trap or I’ll have Rafe shove his cock in there to keep you quiet.”

My core clenched, but I was frozen on this impromptu stage.

Sas leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, and lowered his voice. “There’s not enough time to fuck here on the street before we arrive. So quit watching the prospect and get your cunt nice and wet for me.”

Roughly, he released my face and reclined in his seat, throwing his arm over the back.

It triggered Rafe’s protective instincts, and he said through gritted teeth, “Veep⁠—”

“Here’s the deal, secretary.” Sas glanced over. “This is my rodeo, and you’ll both do as I say.”

Uncertainty still roiled in my gut, but I lifted my leg and placed my foot between Rafe’s spread legs. Then I ran a hand down his arm.

“It’s good,” I told him as much as myself. “Better if you let go. I’ll tell you if I’m not liking it, okay?”

Rafe gave me a tight-lipped nod, and I moved my foot over his hard length.

“See”—Sas smirked—“Wifey has this down pat.”

Rafe lurched, but the car also moved forward, and I pushed him back with more ease than should’ve been possible. “Just try, ’kay?”

“My pretty little slut,” Sas cooed.

“Guess that happens,” I said with a sly smile, testing him now, “when you’ve got a monster for a husband.”

“Enough words. Rafe, put your cock in her mouth.”

As soon as Rafe opened his mouth to object, I pressed my heel down on his balls, and he let out a strained moan. Then, I tugged on his arm, begging him to obey with my eyes.

He searched my eyes for a minute before he stood, shooting Sas the dirtiest look imaginable. But he whipped off his belt and unbuttoned his pants, unleashing his rigid length. With a knee on the seat, he moved his dick toward my mouth.

I licked my lips, hungry for him. Always hungry.

And I almost had them wrapped around his crown when Sas barked, “Not so fast, Adelina. Finger. Pussy. Then you get to taste.”

Pushing my panties aside, I stroked myself from my core to the top of my mound, shuddering when I crossed the tight bundle of nerves. “Happy?”

“Very.” Sas adjusted his cock in his jeans and sat back for the show.

My eyes flicked up to meet Rafe’s as I swirled my tongue over his slick precum and took him into my mouth. Rafe dropped his head back and groaned. The sound traveled through me straight to my pussy. I didn’t need to finger myself to be wet. This little game had already made my insides turn to liquid.

The sensations were starting to consume me when . . .

Bang!

I released Rafe’s cock and whipped my head over to glare at Sas, who stared out the window at the front drive up to the Parisi Hotel.

He slammed his fist against the window again. “Pip. Pull the fuck over!”


Chapter Thirty-Five



Sas

I barely got the words out before Pip yanked the limo to the curb. The tires squealed against the pavement, but I didn’t wait for the car to stop before throwing the door open and leaping out.

My eyes locked on the SUV idling outside the Parisi Hotel. Through the cracked tinted back window, I caught a glimpse of Miguel lounging in the backseat. He’d cleaned up since his time in the cell, but the cartel fucker had a large forehead I would recognize anywhere.

Glancing out at me, Miguel grinned, as smug as ever. Every muscle in my body tightened, the memory of that bastard tormenting me in jail still fresh, burning through my veins.

Up front, in the driver’s seat, Ghost sat stiffly, trying to look inconspicuous, but the rat couldn’t hide. He was no longer a prospect—he was Miguel’s puppet. In fucking bed with the cartel.

A traitor.

And damn if he didn’t look familiar in a different way now that he’d cut his hair and shaved his beard. I’d worry about that later, once I’d slaughtered him with my bare hands.

I moved, shoving past a barrier in my way—something meant to keep the public at bay—but it barely slowed me down. My thigh slammed against it, the impact sending a sharp burn through my muscles, but I regrouped.

Pushing myself, feeding off the anger coursing through me, I leaped over the concrete barrier. Metal scraped against the pavement as I forced it aside, my pulse pounding in my ears. All I saw was them.

Miguel.

Ghost.

The bastards responsible for ruining my wife’s wedding day. The ones who’d put everything about the MC at risk.

Mo-ther. Fuckers.

Now that I was free, nothing would stop me.

I clenched my fists, racing forward. This would end, right here, right now. Under the Vegas sun.

“Sas, wait!” Adelina’s voice followed me, but I was already halfway across the sidewalk.

Miguel stepped out of the SUV, casual, like he wasn’t a walking dead man.

His lips curled into that arrogant grin. “Sas, amigo, glad you came. We need to talk.”

He glanced around like the Vegas strip was his damn street. Like he owned the towering Parisi Hotel behind him.

“You want to talk?” I growled, my hand instinctively moving toward my waistband—where I normally kept a gun. But my fingers landed on nothing. Fucking cops had taken everything.

I gritted my teeth, scanning the area until my eyes landed on Pip, who was standing by the limo, a few yards away.

“Pip!” I called, my voice low but sharp. “You got anything?”

Pip caught my eye, nodded, and in one swift move, pulled a blade from his jacket.

“Heads up!” He tossed it through the air.

I caught it mid-flight, the weight of the handle settling into my hand and the blade glinting in the sun. It wasn’t the comfort of a gun, but it would do. My grip tightened around the handle as I turned back toward them.

Ghost climbed out of the driver’s seat, trying to stay behind Miguel, but I saw him. He wouldn’t get a free pass. Not after what he did.

Rafe was right behind me, his suit pants back in place, but the blood pounding in my ears drowned out everything. I surged forward, ready to rip Ghost apart with my bare hands if I had to. I lunged at him, but out of nowhere, an arm hooked around my chest, dragging me back.

“Easy!” Rafe barked.

I struggled against him, eyes locked on Ghost, who was recoiling like the coward he was.

“Let me go!” I gritted out to Rafe.

Before I wrestled free, another figure appeared—Alessio, one of Massimo’s men. Big, brutal, and cold as ice, his hand gripped my shoulder hard, keeping me in place.

“You need to calm down, Sas,” Alessio said, his voice calm but commanding. “This isn’t the time or place for a scene.”

“Fuck your timing!” I spat, trying to shake him off, but Rafe gripped my arm again, harder this time.

“Look,” Rafe pointed, nodding toward a cop car slowly driving past. The officer glanced our way, his eyes narrowing as he took in the commotion.

I froze. My knuckles were white from how tight I was clenching the hilt of the blade. Rage thrummed through my veins.

As much as I hated it, Rafe was right. We needed to get out of the open. Here on the street, in the middle of the Vegas strip, this was a supremely bad idea.

Alessio’s grip didn’t ease. “Take it upstairs, boys. Forty-third floor,” he said, still calm, like he had everything under control. His dark eyes flicked toward Miguel and Ghost. “This is closed-door business.”

Rafe nodded and looked back at Adelina, who’d gotten back into her pants and hugged her jacket around her torso.

“I’ll text the Prez,” said Rafe, whipping out his phone. “Tell him to meet us there.”

Alessio stepped aside, speaking into his headset, probably relaying the same message to his crew. Meanwhile, another one of Massimo’s men—suited, but scarred on one side of his face and wearing an eyepatch—moved up beside Miguel and Ghost. He shot me a one-eyed dark look, one that told me he wasn’t playing games either.

Scars shoved Ghost toward the hotel entrance, glancing over his shoulder. “We’ll meet you up there,” he said, eyes locking with mine as he dragged Miguel through the revolving doors.

I moved to follow, but Scars threw an arm out, blocking me from getting inside. “Not you. Yet.”

I stared at him, my teeth grinding and pulling against the men holding me.

Rafe yanked me back. “Let it go.”

Alessio added, “We’ll see them up there.”

A small hand slipped into mine, and I snatched it away.

Until I realized it was Adelina. I finally exhaled, releasing some of the tension. I needed to focus. To be smart. Miguel wasn’t getting away. Neither was Ghost. Not this time.

We traipsed through the marble-floored corridor, past the reception desk, and straight for the elevator bank, arriving as the first doors closed the smirking cartel asshole inside.

The second elevator dinged, and the four of us—me, Adelina, Rafe, and Alessio—stepped inside. The ride up felt longer than it was, the tension thickening the air like fog. Adelina squeezed my hand, grounding me.

For now.

When we finally reached the forty-third floor, the elevator doors slid open to reveal a long, dimly lit hallway. Standing in the foyer were two men I didn’t recognize, both of them watching us like they’d been waiting.

“Who the fuck are you?” I barked, stepping out of the elevator, my shoulders tense.

Adelina’s hand landed on my upper arm before I could take another step. “Sergio and Gio. Papa’s cleaners.”

I shot her a downward glance, then sized up the two men.

Cleaners. Right.

They didn’t say a word but nodded at us and gestured down the hall.

We walked in silence, the hall seeming to narrow as we trekked toward the end. The brushing of boots along the plush carpet grated my nerves, the sound amplified in the otherwise empty space. The faint hum of the air conditioner droned overhead, but barely drowned out my pulse still pounding in my ears.

I glanced back to see Sergio and Gio on our heels.

Adelina’s hand brushed mine as we approached the double carved-wood doors.

Inside, the room—clearly a conference room with the AV equipment on the wall—looked bare, stripped of furniture. The faint scent of cleaning chemicals lingered.

As soon as I entered, my sights locked in on Ghost, and I lurched forward.

The coward tried to duck behind Massimo’s enforcer, Alessio.

Rafe stepped in front of me, his hand at the center of my chest, and I threw a punch.

He ducked, but I didn’t miss that he glanced over at the Don before pinning me with his gaze again. “Calm down,” our Marine said in a low voice.

“Sas!” Prez barked from the side. “Rafe’s right. Simmer the fuck down.”

The Prez stood on the opposite side of the room, Graff, Angel, and Lanie waiting beside him with grim expressions.

We weren’t alone. Massimo Parisi stood near the windows, his back turned as he looked out at the city skyline. Next to him, his enforcer Alessio stood with his hands behind his back. The man Scars had his arms crossed over his chest and swayed to one side then the other as if he needed to burn something to the ground.

Still, the cartel fucker and the treasonous prospect standing between the two Mafia men kept my attention.

“That’s Boomer,” Adelina whispered to me about the one rocking.

“I don’t give a rat’s ass who he is.” I pointed two fingers, gun-style, at the traitors. “I want their blood.”

Ghost wouldn’t look at me, his eyes glued to the floor.

“Father?” Adelina moved slightly in front of me, and I didn’t miss how she’d stopped calling him that cute little name. Her gaze swept over the room. “Those men belong to the MC to do with what they will.”

Massimo finally turned, his expression calm, but there was a glint in his eyes—like he was enjoying the spectacle. “Indeed. It seems we have some things to discuss.”

My hand tightened again around the hilt of Pip’s knife, and I was ready to gut anyone who stood in my path.


Chapter Thirty-Six



Adelina

The room was a powder keg, ready to blow. Every breath might be the one to set the fuse.

Miguel’s smirk fanned the flames of the rage sizzling under my skin, like gasoline hitting a fire already out of control. Every inch of me tightened, ready to snap.

But what gutted me was Rafe—backing away from Sas, his movements deliberate, slow, and then shifting toward his brother. He was too close to my father’s side of the room, too damn comfortable there, like he didn’t belong with us anymore.

His arms folded across his chest, his posture too calm for the chaos around us. He wasn’t with the MC. He wasn’t with me. He looked like he belonged with them—like he fit over there. It twisted something deep inside me, something raw and ugly.

My heart hammered, but it wasn’t nerves. It was bitter betrayal, sharp and jagged, tearing at me from the inside.

The distance grew between us, spreading like a dust storm across the desert, and it wasn’t only the physical space he’d put between himself and Sas. Rafe seemed to be leaning into my father’s world, letting the Mafia pull him under, and disbelief struck me hard.

I couldn’t fucking take it anymore.

“Rafe,” I hissed, loud enough for him to hear. He didn’t even look at me, his gaze fixed on his brother like he was . . . or has always been aligning with him.

My stomach twisted.

And my eyes burned with unwanted tears. Angry tears. Hurt tears.

But goddammit I wasn’t going to let them fall.

“What gives, Rafaele?” I snapped, voice sharper this time. “You’re going to stand there, all calm, like you never had anything against him? Like the Mafia welcomed you with open arms.”

I zipped my mouth before I added, Like they didn’t consider you a bastard?

And I definitely wouldn’t voice all the hurt that severed piece after piece in my heart. I was the one there for you. You were mine. From when I was a kid. And I gave you all of me. Everything. And this . . . this is how you repay me?

I swallowed all that rage, hurt, and desperation. But Rafe didn’t flinch.

His jaw tightened, a muscle jumping at his jawline, but his eyes stayed glued to Massimo, cold and unreadable.

“This is how it works,” he said, voice low, almost detached. “You play the game, or you get played.”

He wasn’t looking at me. He wouldn’t. And that cut deeper than anything else.

“You really believe that?” I bit back, my voice barely holding steady.

Rafe’s gaze flickered for a second, but then he was stone again. He hadn’t gone dark, per say, like he did when he was lost in some tormented past. But he’d changed in the blink of an eye.

He gave no answer. But that was okay, because there was none that I could bear. He stayed there.

Too damn close to my father.

Too damn far from me.

Miguel shifted, moving with that sick confidence that made my skin crawl. I hadn’t noticed the tablet in his hand until he lifted it, his smile widening like he’d pulled the trigger on a grenade.

“That thing got Bluetooth?” His voice dripped with amusement as he pointed at the large screen mounted on the wall to my right. “Time to show you what’s at stake.”

I froze, my heart stuttering in my chest. I don’t even know who moved, but someone flicked on the screen. The sound system flickered with static for a second, and then the screen lit up, a dark image, barely visible in the bright room.

“Catch the lights,” said Miguel.

The picture wasn’t perfect, shaky and dimly lit, but once it went dark in the conference room, it was clear enough. The moment it came into focus, the noise in the room died.

A woman in a chair.

Bou.

I recognized her immediately—not from her face, which was hidden beneath a dark hood, but from the unmistakable swell of her belly. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt the ground drop out beneath me. She was bound to a chair, ropes biting into her arms and legs. The way she sat—slumped, slow movements—told me everything I needed to know.

She was alive, but fragile.

The slight curve of her shoulders, the way her head drooped, that belly, swollen with life.

Wilde made a sound—somewhere between a growl and a gasp. My eyes found him, but his gaze was locked on the screen, his fists clenched.

The Prez shook with barely contained fury.

Miguel’s voice cut through the thick silence, smug and dripping with malice. “Like I said, El Tigre and his boys—I think you may know them. Caz, Acero, El Fantasma?”

Sas growled, his voice a low rumble, vibrating with barely contained rage. “Yeah, we fucking know them.”

The knife trembled at my husband’s side, his knuckles white around the hilt, like he was ready to tear through Miguel and anyone else who stood in his way. What he waited for, I couldn’t tell, perhaps the Prez’s word.

“They’ve taken out a little insurance policy.” Miguel chuckled, a sinister sound that made my skin crawl. “You didn’t think this would be easy-peasy, now did you?”

The room trembled with the weight of his words, and raw energy crackled around me. Wilde’s chest rose and fell with deep, heavy breaths, his eyes fixed on the screen as if willing himself to reach through and pull her out.

But my eyes narrowed in on that swollen belly, a life growing inside of her while she sat there helpless, at their mercy.

Breath wouldn’t come. My heart didn’t beat.

Wilde’s face paled, but his eyes blazed with fire. His gun was out in a blink, the barrel pointed directly at Miguel.

“Wilde, don’t!” I choked out, knowing that if he killed Miguel, we likely wouldn’t figure out how the hell to get her out.

But it was Angel who moved first, catching Wilde’s arm before he fired. The bullet hitting a speaker above his head.

“Not yet, Prez,” Angel whispered urgently, stepping between Wilde and Miguel. “We need him to talk.”

Wilde’s hands shook with rage, his eyes locked on the screen. His breathing was heavy, labored, but Angel’s words worked their way in. Wilde’s gun lowered, though his knuckles stayed white around the grip, every muscle in his body tightly coiled.

Miguel’s grin stretched wider. He knew he had us. He waved the tablet again, showing Bou’s helpless figure, same as the screen on the wall. Wilde unraveled thread by thread at my side, and the air around us thick with fury, violence barely held in check.

Miguel licked his lips, enjoying the show.

“A gunshot and you’ll never know where to find her,” he taunted, voice oily and smug. “I have terms, you know. And if you want her”—he pointed at the screen where Bou shifted weakly—“you’ll listen.”

Sas stepped forward, too quiet. Too focused. My gut twisted. I wished Graff were here to help calm him down. My father was watching my husband like a predator.

Don Massimo Parisi had been waiting a long time for his moment, and his intents were only now becoming clear. But why would he have wanted so badly to get to Sas?

“You want to make them pay, don’t you, VP?” The Don’s voice was soft, almost like a lullaby. “You can have that, and more. I have a special room for this messy business. I call it my Red Room.”

A shudder racked my spine.

Sas’s eyes darkened. I watched in disbelief as the tension inside him shifted, the rage taking hold. He wanted blood—wanted the violence Massimo was offering him. The chance to make Miguel and Ghost suffer, to make it all right in the only way he knew how.

“No,” I whispered, stepping toward him. “Sas, don’t.”

But he didn’t hear me. His eyes were locked on Miguel now, and there was nothing else in the room for him. He nodded, the decision already made, and my stomach dropped. He was slipping.

Slipping right into the Mafia world.

My blood boiled, rage clawing up my throat. “Sas, what the fuck are you doing?”

He didn’t look at me. His gaze burned through Miguel, his fingers twitching toward the knife in his hand.

“I’m finishing this,” Sas said, voice low and hard. “My way.”

I turned to my father, fury bubbling over. “You’re manipulating him. You’re twisting this to your advantage, and you know it.”

Father’s smile was slow, calculated, that same expression I’d seen a thousand times. “He’s making a choice, mia figlia. The right one.”

I was losing them—Sas, and now Rafe too. Both of them, the way Wilde seemed to be losing Bou and their unborn child. Everything was shattering at our feet.

Quicksand pulled Sas and Rafe under, dragging me down too. I couldn’t stop it, no matter how much I tried.

Miguel’s chuckle cut through the room again, pulling my focus back to him. “So, here’s what you’re going to do.”

His voice grated like nails on a chalkboard, full of arrogance and malice.

But Sas wasn’t having it.

“Where is she?” Sas growled, his voice deadly calm. He took a step closer, the knife gleaming.

Miguel’s grin wavered with a flicker of uncertainty, but he covered it quickly. “Do you honestly think I’ll give up my advantage?”

Sas didn’t blink and kept his voice dangerous and low as he said, “I’m happy to bleed it out of you. Where are they holding Bou?”

Miguel hesitated, his eyes flicking to the tablet in his hand, the live feed still showing Bou’s helpless figure. Sweat dripped down his temple, the facade starting to crack.

“La Bocana,” he finally spat, his voice tight, “in Santo Tomas.”

The words hung in the air, the piece of information we needed, but it didn’t change anything. The second they left his lips, Sas moved.

He crossed the space between them. The knife flashed in the low light, and then it was in Miguel’s side, sliding between his ribs with a sickening precision and a sucking, slurping sound.

Miguel’s eyes stretched wide, shock stealing his breath. He gasped, sputtering, blood spilling from his mouth as he stumbled back, clutching the wound.

Sas twisted the knife, his face a mask of pure fury.

“Stupid, stupid man,” my husband said as he yanked the blade free.

Miguel clutched his side, choking on his own blood.

He staggered, his back hitting the wall, but his hand shot out, pointing toward the screen.

“Bou,” he croaked, voice barely more than a wet whisper, “will die… unless you... meet El Tigre’s terms.”

Sas took a step back, knife dripping red, his chest heaving with each breath. “Tell us. Now.”

Miguel struggled for air, wheezing as blood stained his shirt. He slumped lower, eyes flicking desperately around the room, knowing his time was running out.

“El Tigre... he wants the MC to pay... for the product.” Miguel gasped, his voice weakening. “But he’s... found another way to get what he wants.”

His breath hitched, blood bubbling up in his throat. He coughed, struggling to stay conscious, his eyes wild as he scanned the faces in the room.

“Let them have him.” Miguel pointed at Ghost. “And maybe... maybe you get her back.”

But Sas wasn’t listening anymore. His eyes were locked on the Prez.

Wilde, who hadn’t moved, his eyes still glued to the screen where Bou sat helpless, vulnerable. The breaking point was coming, the crack in Wilde’s control as he slowly lifted the gun again.

Miguel’s eyes flickered with fear, his bravado crumbling, but Wilde was done. With a single step forward, Wilde pulled the trigger. The sound echoed in the room, loud and final.

My ears rang as Miguel’s body crumpled to the floor, his grin wiped away in an instant.

The room went deadly silent, the screen still flickering with the image of Bou—still alive, still out of reach.

Sas stood there, breathing hard, blood dripping from his hands. Wilde’s gun was still raised, but his control was slipping. His face was a mask, but fire blazed in his eyes, burning hotter with every second.

"Get the bikes ready!" Wilde barked, turning to the others. “Or the cars. Whatever. We’re leaving to find Bou!” His voice was sharp, cutting through the thick air, and he marched for the door. He waved the gun for the others to follow. “We’re going now. We’re getting her back. I want every fucking one of you moving!”

It seemed like the whole room paused.

Wilde pointed to the prospects, to Angel, and even Rafe. “Move!”

Angel latched on to his wrist, and Wilde brought the gun around. The VP of Park Ridge raised his hands.

Lanie said, “Wilde, we’re on your side. We’ll help you figure it out.”

The Prez didn’t seem to hear her words. And no one else responded fast enough for him. His hands shook as he paced, frantic.

“We leave now! No more waiting!” He spun back to Angel, eyes blazing. “Get the fucking men together, or I’ll go alone!”

But Angel stepped forward, his hands raised, voice calm. “Wilde, we need resources. You know we can’t rush in there. Not yet.”

Wilde glared, chest heaving, the urgency in his eyes twisting into desperation. “We don’t have time for this shit. My ol’ lady and our son are out there! In fucking danger.”

“I know,” Angel said quietly. “But we’ll lose her if we aren’t ready. As well as the rest of our brothers.”

Angel took a step closer to the Prez. “It’s stupid to go off on a whim, Wilde. You know this.” He glanced over his shoulder. “Pip, what’s Graff’s ETA? Also, get Ward on the line.”

“I can’t sit on my ass!” the Prez yelled.

For a moment, it looked like Wilde might snap. His fingers twitched, like he was ready to fight anyone standing in his way. Then, Angel moved forward, stepping between them.

“I’ll take care of it,” Angel said, voice steady. He met Wilde’s wild gaze, not backing down. “But you gotta cool off. I’ll send word when we’re ready.”

Wilde stared at him, fury still rolling off him in waves. His lips parted to argue, but Angel didn’t budge. After a tense moment, Wilde lowered his gun with a snarl, and Angel slipped it out of his grip.

“Be fucking quick.” Wilde stormed out the door. Angel and Lanie followed, leading him out of the room before the situation worsened.

I gulped down air, not realizing I hadn’t been breathing.

And with that, they left the rest of us standing in the room.

The weight of it all crashed down around me—Sas, drawn further into the darkness, and Rafe, too close to my father’s side. I was sinking with them. About to drown.

But the worst part hadn’t hit yet.

Sas didn’t even look at me. His eyes were locked on Ghost, who had stayed unnervingly quiet, like he knew what was coming. Sas’s knuckles around the bloody knife were still white.

Without a word, he grabbed Ghost by the back of his collar, dragging him forward. Ghost stumbled, but Sas didn’t stop. His movements were mechanical, full of purpose, and with every step, he slipped further away.

“Sas,” I called out.

He didn’t respond. Didn’t hesitate.

My father, watching it all unfold with a gleam in his eye, stepped forward and smirked at me. “The Red Room is ready and waiting.”

Sas gave a sharp nod, his grip on Ghost tightening as he dragged the traitor toward the door, not even glancing my way.

“Sas, no!” My voice cracked, but he was gone.

Rafe followed. Then my father and his men.

Until I stood utterly alone.

As the door clicked shut behind them, a sickening dread settled deep inside me.

I yanked out my phone and hit the speed dial.

When Graff answered, I asked, “How far out are you?”

“Maybe an hour, Adelina. What’s wrong?” Of course he could hear my terror.

“Hurry, Graff. I’m losing them both.” My body started to shake.

“Who?” he demanded.

“Sas and Rafe. Just get here so we can figure out how the fuck to stop this!”


Chapter Thirty-Seven



Sas

The air in Massimo’s Red Room was thick, suffocating, like every breath I took was dragging in the weight of the blood that had already been spilled here.

Ghost sat bound to a chair in front of me, his face bruised, his eyes wild with fear and defiance when he was alert. Cloudy and bleary when he slipped toward unconsciousness. But I wouldn’t have him passing out, so the next time his eyes lost focus, I reared back and clocked him.

Left.

Then right.

“Stay the fuck with me,” I ordered, sharp and hard. My voice detached from any kindness my black soul had ever known.

I swung again, the knife still in my hand, and the blade grazed his cheekbone. Blood dribbled over purple bruises.

His head whipped and then he blinked repeatedly until he focused on me again. He curled his lip, still trying to act tough, but revealing a sheen of red blood over his white teeth.

“Do your worst, Tate, I’m not talking.”

He spat blood. Then wheezed. I had to give it to the sleaze, he was putting up a good fight, trying again and again to bring himself back from near death.

Pointless, though that was.

He knew. The second I dragged him into this room, he knew his life would end here. That was the price for a traitor to get out of the MC—torture, then death.

I flexed my fingers around the knife, sticky with Miguel’s blood and now Ghost’s. My knuckles ached, my muscles burned, but those pains were nothing compared to the fire inside me. Hot rage simmered beneath the surface, waiting to explode.

I stood over Ghost, watching the way his chest heaved, and his black eyes stared up at me without him lifting his head. Ever since I’d known him, Ghost had always been good at hiding his fear, or really everything. He’d always watched from the sides, taking in the happenings with little to say.

Now, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he was spying. “You won’t get sympathy from me. Never a-fucking-gain!”

He turned his head and drooled spit and blood onto the floor. The room, while named the “Red Room,” was mostly black. The red, Massimo had explained before leaving us here, was because so much blood had been spilled. Torture instruments lined the walls and there were several drains scattered across the black-painted floor.

“You know why you’re here, don’t you?” I said, my voice low, steady.

He didn’t answer. Just stared up at me, lips pressed tight, still too proud to beg. That was how Ghost had always been—proud, too confident that he could slide his way through any situation. He twisted the truth, shifted the blame, and walked away without a scratch.

But more lurked deeper within this man. Something hovering outside my mind’s reach.

There was a nugget of memory, buried deep. From before the MC.

I leaned closer, so close I smelled the sweat pouring off him. The knife in my hand trembled, and I gripped it tighter, my breath coming harder, faster. I wanted to rip him apart, piece by piece, make him hurt for everything he’d done, every betrayal, every lie.

But my mental grasping, my need to know the mystery before he died, held me back.

Then, the reason hit me upside the head. That buried memory stirred, clawing its way to the surface.

A traitor to the MC, yes. But he’d betrayed me personally. Long before any of this.

Throwing my head back, I laughed. Almost cackled with how wicked the sound was. And then, I leveled my gaze at him. “I forgot, but it’s coming back.”

I watched his eyes, the rapid blinking, the crack in his mask. He didn’t know what I was talking about—yet.

“Juvie.” I spat the word out, letting it hang in the air between us. “Central Juvenile Hall in LA. You thought I’d never remember.”

His breath hitched. “I… don’t know… what you’re… talking about.”

It had taken me a while, too long maybe, but now the memories came rushing back. Unlike some—our Prez with his ice-blue eyes or Adelina with her molten chocolate, doe-like gaze—Ghost’s eyes didn’t define him.

But the shape of his face, too round like an innocent child, gave away everything. Without the beard he had always groomed to a point at his mid chest and without the chin-length shaggy hair, that face was the same. Weathered and aged thirty years, but it still looked like a baby’s.

“You set me up,” I growled, the rage swelling in my chest. “Back then. When we were kids. You’re the reason I spent six fucking months in solitary.”

He blinked, but he couldn’t hide the recognition. I wanted to see guilt creeping up behind his bravado, but he laughed.

“How many others have you stabbed in the fucking back?” I pressed harder, stepping closer, the knife hovering over his throat.

“I’ve never.” He raised his eyes. “I’ve always had to care of myself. I needed friends. Crips, Bloods. Mafia. Cartel. Whoever was offering protection.”

“Horseshit!” I pushed the blade harder until a drop of blood slid over the already soiled metal. “You planted the stash in my cell. The drugs, the cigarettes, all of it. Was that the orders of the fucking cartel?”

He blubbered. “I don’t remember who.”

“And why should it matter? The officers found it, and you fingered me. Your pinning me with that landed me in the hole, while you walked around the common areas clean. Like you were innocent.”

Ghost swallowed hard. “Self-preservation, mijo.”

“You walked away sometime while I spent those six months rotting in the shithole,” I snarled, my voice dropping lower. “I thought you were my brother, Ghost. Then, and again in the MC. But you played me. Twice.”

He tried to shake his head, but the knife cut deeper. “Not. About. You. Bro⁠—”

“You used me,” I hissed. “I rotted in solitary for six fucking months. Do you have any idea what that does to someone? You have no right to call me brother!”

His lips parted like he was about to say something, but I wasn’t done.

“Every single day in that hole, I thought about killing you. Every second I spent in isolation, I imagined ripping you apart. But you—” I shook my head, fury thrumming in my veins, “you walked away, disappeared like a ghost.”

Ghost finally spoke, his voice barely a whisper. “It wasn’t like that⁠—”

“Bullshit!” I snapped, cutting him off, the anger roaring through me like fire. “You played me. Used me. Like you’re doing now. But you’re not getting out with anything this time.”

The flash of panic in his eyes was enough to make me want to bury the knife in his chest right then. To end him. But that sadistic beast inside me wasn’t satisfied with a quick death. No, I wanted him to experience what I had back then—the isolation, the rage, the betrayal. Every torturous second of those six months in solitary.

And worse . . . I wanted him to know the weight of the life I’d lost because of him. Because while I had been rotting in that cell, my brother needed me. And I wasn’t fucking there.

The knife in my hand trembled, my grip tightening until my knuckles ached. My breath came harder, faster. I grabbed his hand—the one I hadn’t already maimed—and slammed it onto the table.

The knife flashed between his fingers, stabbing the wood over and over.

Stab. Stab. Stab. Stab-stab-stab. Stabstabstab.

The rhythm sped up, my rage fueling every movement. Each time the blade hit the table, the memories came back—of my brother’s voice on the phone begging for my help. To come and protect him from the gang that’d dragged me into its fold. Targeted me to take the fall on one of their jobs and then him after I went to lockup.

I’d been so helpless, trapped in that cage.

All because of Ghost.

“Vega,” I barked through gritted teeth. “Ale”—stab—“jandro Vega. That’s what we called you then.”

STAB.

I pierced the center of his palm, the blade sinking into the flesh with a sickening squelch. He let out a strangled cry, but I didn’t pull the knife back. I left him pinned to the table like the rat he was, his blood pooling beneath his hand.

“You took him from me,” I growled, leaning in, my breath hot against his ear. “You set me up, and because of you, I wasn’t there for my brother. I missed my release date. And rotted in a hole while you ran your stupid little juvie empire.”

His eyes widened, panic flooding them as my words sank in.

“That’s right,” I snarled. “I don’t give a shit about myself. Six months in solitary wasn’t the worst of it.”

I trailed my hand over an array of torture devices and settled on a razor knife, flipping it like a switchblade.

“No,” I continued. “The worst part of it all was losing Jake because I wasn’t there when they shot him in front of our apartment building. A drive-by, written off by the cops. And helpless, my mother offed herself before I got free.”

Ghost whimpered, his fingers twitching under the blade, but I twisted the knife. “You don’t deserve to live.”

He sobbed.

“You should have been the one to suffer. You should have been the one locked away, missing your family. But you don’t have anyone else, do you?

“I do,” he whined.

I came into his face. “I don’t believe you.” Standing, I circled him in the chair.

“Sas… there’s more… there are bigger peo⁠—”

“Shut the fuck up.” I cracked my neck. “Remember juvie, Vega. Then remember the promises you made to the MC. Loyalty. Brotherhood. Respect. Secrecy. Pro-fucking-tection.”

His eyes shifted for a second, but I caught it. A crack in his mask

The betrayal cut deep, even after all these years. I had trusted him once, but Ghost had always been about himself. He’d done anything to survive, even if it meant throwing me to the wolves.

And he was here again. Another knife in my back.

Ghost’s lips parted, a quick intake of breath, his fear rising. He knew what I was capable of. Hell, he’d probably made me capable of murder. But this wouldn’t end until I had everything I needed from him.

Before I pushed further, the door creaked open, and the air shifted. Cold. Calculated.

Massimo.

I didn’t have to turn to recognize his presence—a snake slithering into the room, watching, waiting. His gaze burned into my back, but I stayed focused on Ghost. I wasn’t done with him. Not yet.

Massimo’s voice came from behind me, low and smooth. “You’re doing well, Sas. You’ve got a gift for getting what you need. One I can use.”

I gritted my teeth. My grip tightened on the knife, but I didn’t respond. I wasn’t doing this for him. I wasn’t doing this for anyone but myself.

“Tell me,” Massimo continued, his voice casual, like we were discussing the weather. “Do you still think your brothers in the MC have your back?”

I froze. My chest tightened. I didn’t want to think about them. Not now. Not when the rage was so close to boiling over.

“None of them are here with you now. So, what makes you think they’ll protect you when it comes down to it?” Massimo’s voice dripped with poison. “Or will they leave you alone to rot? Hang you out to dry like Ghost did? Or maybe they’ll toss you overboard where the biggest sharks in our world are circling?”

He had been listening. How else would he know what Ghost did? And what the hell did he mean by the biggest sharks?

“They don’t understand you like I do,” Massimo continued, his voice soft, almost soothing. “You and I are the same, Sas. Ruthless. Powerful. I see your potential. I see the control you can have. I can pull strings and help you unlock that potential.”

I wanted to block him out, to keep my focus on Ghost, but Massimo’s words wormed their way into my head, slithering through the cracks in my resolve.

He didn’t stop. “You’re wasting your talents in the MC. They’ll never give you the respect you deserve. But with me . . . with my help and the help of my . . . associates, you will be unstoppable.”

My heart pounded. My ears heard truth in his words. I’d felt it before—being overlooked, underestimated, used. The MC took, and took, but what had they really given me? I’d fought for them, bled for them, killed for them. I’d planned how to make money after they legalized pot. So, where was my power? My respect?

I glanced down at Ghost, his eyes wide with terror, blood dripping down his neck. He was trembling now, the confidence gone. I could end him right now, and no one would stop me.

But Massimo’s voice cut through the fog again. “The diamonds, Sas. Think about what they represent. Wealth, power. The control. With them, we will take over more than Vegas and LA. We will expand—New York, La Famiglia. I will make you a part of something bigger. Something that matters.”

I swallowed hard, my grip on the knife loosening a little. The thought of power. Even as VP, I had none. The idea of being more than a soldier in the MC gnawed at me. I’d never had the chance to rise above. Not like this.

“And Caterina,” Massimo added, his voice dropping even lower. “I’ve been working on an arrangement with one of the NYC capos. A marriage that would solidify everything. The details are almost done.”

That hit me like a punch to the gut. Caterina? My wife’s sister? The marriage was about power, about control. Like mine with Adelina. And it was almost finalized.

Massimo was a slick bastard who knew what he was doing. Exactly how to manipulate me, to dangle the one thing I’d craved in front of me—power.

I stared down at Ghost, his blood pooling on the floor, and for the first time, I hesitated. Was this the way to finally get what I deserved? Or was I falling into another trap, letting someone else pull the strings?

The room spun, the walls closing in. And as I stood there, knife in hand, I realized I was on the edge.

The question was—should I jump?


Chapter Thirty-Eight



Adelina

My father’s voice carried through the walls, an echo to the sound of it over the speaker behind the one-way mirror. Massimo Parisi sounded smooth and calculated, his words dripping with the same manipulative charm he always used to get what he wanted.

And Sas.

My husband.

The man I’d given my body to and my vows of loyalty.

Sas was falling for it, being drawn in by the promises of power, of control, and of vengeance. It was like watching someone slowly walk into an invisible trap.

But I saw it clearly. Every thread my father was weaving pulled tighter around Sas, dragging him further away from me, further from the MC. And I wasn’t going to stand by and let it happen.

My stomach twisted as their conversation shifted, my father’s voice calm, too calm, and then I heard Caterina’s name.

Caterina.

My sixteen-year-old sister.

I’d naïvely believed my marriage into the MC would stop him from using her that way. But the whole time, he’d been pulling her, pulling both of us into his schemes. A singular spark floated down and landed on me—the powder keg.

I snapped.

My pulse hammered in my ears, and I stormed out of the observation room and into the Red Room.

“You leave my sister out of your fucked-up schemes,” I shouted.

Sas turned, startled, but my father didn’t flinch. He smiled a cold, condescending grin that made my skin crawl.

“Mia figlia,” he said smoothly, his voice lilting like he was speaking to a child, trying to soothe me from a nightmare.

So many times he’d done that when I was young and woke terrified in the night. But the singsong behind those two little words sat like rocks in my gut now.

My father spread his palms as though welcoming me. “How many times must I explain business to you, daughter. Caterina will do what is necessary for the family. Like you did.”

“Fuck your business,” I spat, stepping forward.

He tsked. “Such a foul mouth now.”

“Fuck you if you think you can use us like pawns. I’m not letting you manipulate Sas, and I sure as hell won’t let you ruin Caterina’s life.”

His eyes darkened before a wolfish smile crept back onto his face. He moved toward me slowly, a predator stalking its prey.

“There is no one to stop me, daughter, including you.” His voice sounded low and dangerous. “Your defiance means so little here, in my world.”

“It means everything. To me. To Sas. To Rafe.” Thank God I didn’t have to include Graff in that list.

“I’ll die before I let you ruin them.”

He was in front of me now, his breath hot on my face. “That can be arranged.”

Before I could react, he nodded to Alessio who’d been waiting in the shadows. There was a reason he’d always been called the Wraith. Seeing my father’s enforcer looming over me with malice in his every move made the world spin.

In one swift motion, Alessio grabbed me, his hands like iron as he yanked my wrists behind my back. I struggled, kicking, trying to break free, but it was like fighting a wall.

“Let me go!” I screamed, my voice hoarse.

Alessio didn’t even flinch, and his grip on me was unyielding, like iron clamps around my wrists. I thrashed, kicked, twisted—anything to break free—but he barely budged. Panic surged in my chest, wild and desperate, as I fought against him.

“Let me go!” I snarled, trying to wrench my arms from his hold.

He was too strong. His muscles didn’t give, and the more I fought, the tighter his grip became.

“Alessio, please.” I whimpered. “Help me save Cat from all this.”

Something crossed over his eyes before he hardened them again and focused on the job at hand. My father’s orders, surely. He tied the rope around my wrists with cold precision, binding me like it was the easiest thing in the world. I jerked and struggled, pulling against the restraints, but they only bit deeper into my skin, searing pain into my wrists.

“Stop it!” I yelled, my voice ragged with anger and fear. “You can’t do this!”

But Alessio ignored me, his face set in that emotionless mask, and then my father was there, his cold hands grasping my bound wrists.

“No!” I screamed, digging my heels into the floor as he dragged me toward the hook hanging from the ceiling.

I kicked out, aiming for anything that would stop him—his shin, his knee—but he sidestepped easily, still pulling me forward, as calm as ever.

I yanked my arms, twisting my body to the side, hoping for some leverage, some chance to slip free, but it was like fighting a machine. My father didn’t even seem to notice my struggle.

His grip never loosened.

“Please, stop!” My voice cracked, but he didn’t care.

With a smooth motion, he looped the rope over the hook and yanked it down. My body lifted upward, my feet leaving the ground as the rope tightened. My arms screamed in pain as my body was pulled taut, toes barely brushing the floor.

I gasped, every muscle strained, but he worked calmly, like it was nothing more than tying a knot on a fishing line.

He looped the rope over the hook and yanked hard. My feet left the floor, toes barely brushing the ground as I was suspended in the air, arms pulled tight above my head.

“Sas,” I pleaded, but he was standing beside Ghost, his shoulders hunched and head hanging. Bloody with what he’d spilled from Miguel and now Ghost.

I twisted and pain shot through my shoulders. A ragged gasp escaped my throat, and I fought back the tears that stung my eyes. I wouldn’t cry. Not in front of him.

Massimo stood back, admiring his work with a cold detachment. “You always were too impulsive, mia figlia,” he said softly. “You should learn when to keep your mouth shut.”

My body burned, every muscle screaming from the strain, but I clenched my jaw, refusing to give him the satisfaction of hearing me whimper.

Finally, Sas roared. The sound ripped through the room, pure rage as he lunged forward, but Alessio was faster. He grabbed a tool from the table—a straight razor, sleek and gleaming in the low light—and held it up, his eyes never leaving Sas.

Sas thrashed, trying to get to me, but Alessio was patient, calm. He waited, and when Sas moved too much, he struck. A quick slash of the razor left a thin, angry line of blood along Sas’s arm.

Alessio murmured something to Sas, his voice low and cold. “ . . . or I’ll do more than that.” Something in the tone hinted that Alessio might not want this to continue.

Sas didn’t listen. He lunged again, but Alessio was ready. In a fluid motion, he grabbed Sas’s wrist, wrenching it behind his back, forcing him to his knees. The razor hovered dangerously close to Sas’s throat now, the blade gleaming in the low amber light.

I screamed. “No! Stop!”

My father’s laugh sliced through the air like a knife. He enjoyed watching us suffer, watching Sas bleed, watching me writhe in pain. He’d always been sadistic like this, but I’d never been on the receiving end of his cold ire. Until now.

“Adelina,” Massimo said softly, stepping closer to me, his fingers brushing my cheek as I dangled from the rope. “You’ve never understood, have you? Power isn’t something you take. It’s something you earn. I spent years earning mine from Don Gambino.”

I thrashed in the air, a slab of meat on a hook. The need to free myself felt raw, but the ropes held tight, biting into my skin.

“You don’t need to do this,” I pleaded, my voice cracking. “Please . . .”

But his smile only widened. He reached for my face again, but before he touched me, the door crashed open.

Rafe.

He stormed in like a hurricane, his eyes wild with fury. He saw me first, hanging from the ceiling, and his face contorted with rage. He didn’t hesitate as he shoved my father aside and grabbed for the ropes, his fingers fumbling as he tried to free me.

“Rafe,” I breathed. I’d either been wrong about him falling under my father’s command or seeing me like this snapped him out. I couldn’t worry over which was the case. I was just elated that he’d come to save me now.

But I was still dangling, still suspended, my body straining with every movement.

Massimo stumbled back.

His laughter echoed in my ears.

Rafe pulled at the knots, trying to get me down.

“Rafe!” I gasped, not really knowing what to say as my vision blurred with the unbearable pain in my shoulders.

Behind me, Alessio said in a calm and steady tone, “One more move, and the VP dies.”


Chapter Thirty-Nine



Rafe

The knot finally loosened enough. Adelina’s toes barely touched the floor, but it was enough to give her some relief from the strain of hanging. Her arms were still bound, her shoulders still pulled tight, but the worst of it was over.

For now.

I moved closer to her, keeping my voice low. “You okay?”

She nodded, her face pale, eyes wide with fear, but she didn’t say another word. I owed her for nearly slipping back into my old habits, but I’d never dreamed Massimo would harm his own daughter. Her breathing was shallow, but she was alive—still standing, still here.

And her eyes were hardening with determination.

“Go,” she ordered. “Don’t let them own us, Rafe.”

I wanted to stay with her, to get her down, but she was right. There wasn’t time.

As I turned, my eyes locked on Alessio.

He still had Sas pinned, kneeling with his arm wrenched around his back. The blade pressed into my brother’s throat. Yes, if I had learned one thing about this whole Mafia-MC-cartel shitshow, it was that the MC was not my enemy. Sas, as rough as he was around the edges, was my brother. A man who did, in his own way, care for Adelina as much as I did.

Sas was thrashing, growling like a caged animal, desperate to break free. But Alessio . . . there was something in his eyes. A hesitation. Humanity behind all that cold, trained precision.

He didn’t want to go through with this; the hesitation shone in his eyes. But he would. He would follow Massimo’s orders like a good, loyal dog.

Our eyes met, and for a split second, we understood each other.

We clicked.

He didn’t want this. Neither did I.

But we both had to do the needful, like good little puppets.

No more.

I nodded at him, a silent agreement passing between us. Then I turned, and I grabbed Massimo by the throat. “I’m done being your whipping post.”

“Rafaele,” he rasped, his hands grasping my wrist and his eyes bulging with his surprise. “You don’t want to do this.”

“Oh, brother,” I spat, “You don’t understand the first thing about what I want.”

I’d gotten separation from him, from his narcissistic and psychopathic games. His daughters were nothing like him. Caterina was a kid with no clue what he had planned for her. And Adelina inherited his aptitude leadership and persuasion, but not his deranged penchant for torture and power.

My brother was not a slight man, so I squatted and lifted him with my legs and adrenaline-fueled strength. Then, in a single downward swoop, I threw him down. His body hit the floor, air gushing from his lungs.

But I didn’t let him stay down for long. I wrapped both hands around his throat before he caught his breath, dragging him back to his feet. He sputtered, but I wouldn’t let go.

Now that I’d started, I wasn’t stopping.

The gun was in my hand before I even realized it, cold and heavy, pressed hard against his temple. His lips curled into that same condescending smirk. Like he was still untouchable.

Like I wouldn’t pull the trigger.

But I was the one in control now. I was the one with the power.

Sas was still struggling behind me, Alessio’s grip holding him steady, but his growls faded into the background. Adelina called my name, but I blocked it out too.

The only thing in my sight now was Massimo. The weight of the gun against his head, the only thing I felt. Every muscle in my body coiled tight, ready to snap.

“This won’t end well for you, brother.” Massimo’s voice was calm, casual.

His smirk deepened, and my stomach twisted with the need to pull the trigger.

“You won’t win this, Rafe. Not unless you are on my side.”

I pressed the gun harder into his skull, my hands shaking and my jaw aching from how hard I gritted my teeth. Every second that passed made it harder not to pull the damn trigger and end it.

But Massimo’s voice cut through the haze, sharp and cruel. “Just like in the desert, isn’t it?”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I blinked, trying to focus, but the edges of my vision blurred.

The desert. The heat. The mother and son lying on the sandy floor of their home. Dead. Because I pulled the trigger. Because it was kill or be killed.

“No,” I muttered, but the memories clawed at me, pulling me under.

“You remember,” Massimo whispered, his breath hot against my face. “You were weak then too.”

The desert stretched out before me as I stepped out of that hut, the heat burning my skin, the smell of blood and gunpowder thick in the air. The bodies of the mother and her child behind me, lifeless, eyes open and staring.

I couldn’t save them.

My orders had been clear.

I didn’t want to shoot. But I did. Both of them. First the kid when he’d pulled a pistol, then the grieving mother who ripped it from his dead hand and turned it on me.

“You’ll fail again,” Massimo’s voice said, his words like nails digging into my skull. “Like you always do. Mamà called it back then, and you cowered in the corner. You won’t save yourself now. Or anyone else.”

I pressed the gun harder, but my vision swam, and the desert swallowed me whole, but belladonna flowers spiraled around the outsides of the image. The mother’s hand was outstretched, frozen in death. Adelina’s Nonna Petra reaching for me in the corner where I’d curled into a ball, her telling me to leave. The boy’s innocent face on the floor, so close, his eyes empty, accusing.

“I failed,” I whispered, the gun trembling in my grip. “I failed. I’ve always f-failed.”

Sas’s voice broke through the fog, faint and distant. “Rafe! Snap out of it!”

But I was already gone. My hand loosened on the gun, and I slipped further into the desert, further into the past, into that corner of Petra’s dining room where she told me how I was nothing. A bastard. Darkness. Sand. Blood.

No saving them.

No saving me.

And I wasn’t sure I could save anyone now.

My heart pounded, the beat echoing in my skull like a war drum, the heat of the desert searing into my bones. My fingers twitched on the trigger, the weight of it unbearable. My chest tightened, throat closed. Breath wouldn’t come. I couldn’t⁠—

“You’re reliving it, aren’t you?” Massimo’s voice was soft now, almost mocking. “That moment you failed.”

The faces blurred together—the mother, the son, Massimo, Petra. All the same. All twisting and writhing.

All dead because of me.

“You will fail again. You’re failing now.”

I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t—

“You’re nothing, Rafe,” Massimo’s voice came again, like a shadow, pulling me deeper into the darkness.

The gun slipped, my fingers loosening. I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t hold on. My mind was slipping away, back into that desert, back into that failure.

“Rafe!”

Sas’s voice again.

Then Adelina’s, “Rafe!”

“Rafe!” Graff’s voice joined the mix.

I’d brought him down, but I shouldn’t have. He was too good for this.

A hand landed on my arm. Strong, warm, sure, tattooed.

My people. All of them.

It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered.

I was already gone.


Chapter Forty



Graff

I loosened my grip on Rafe’s arm enough for him to shake me off, but I needed to stop his downward spiral. I recognized that look in his eyes—the one that meant he was slipping, falling into that dark place borne of everything he’d seen, everything he’d done.

I understood it better now. It was different for me, after I’d shot someone myself. I’d felt that darkness creeping in, trying to pull me under, like it was doing to Rafe now. That moment, the weight of what I’d done, how easy it had been.

It stayed with me.

But this was deeper for Rafe. The war had carved out a hole inside him, one too big to ever fill, no matter how much he tried to fight it.

I wasn’t sure how to pull him back.

But Adelina—she always knew. She had this way of reaching him, of pulling him out when no one else could. She was the one constant, the only person who cut through the noise in his head when the past came roaring back.

Adelina’s voice rang out behind me, barely audible as her toes brushed the floor. The knots had slipped enough that she wasn’t hanging anymore, but she was still restrained, and I needed to get her down.

I glanced back at her, saw the fear in her eyes—fear for us all.

“You okay?” I asked her quickly, my voice strained.

She nodded, but her face told a different story.

I turned back to the scene in front of me. Rafe was slipping again. His hand was trembling, gun still pressed to Massimo’s forehead. The psychopath that was the head of the Mafia family in the Southwest didn’t even flinch, didn’t care.

It seemed like he was watching a movie, one that he had scripted from the start.

Rafe wasn’t here anymore, lost in his head, the war coming back to him and maybe more than only the war for it to run that deep. Massimo’s words had gotten to him, the bastard raking through Rafe’s mind like a plow through a garden.

And Rafe was crumbling like the dirt.

I stepped up to Rafe, my brother, sliding my hand over his wrist. “You’re not there. You’re here, Rafe. Let it go. Come back to Adelina. To us.”

Rafe’s eyes darted over to meet mine. He was trying to pick up the crumbling pieces of himself, but the blank stare lingered. His knuckles were white on the gun, and I worried he might pull the trigger.

That might send him into the darkness permanently. To a place even Adelina couldn’t reach. Her eyes watched, pleading with me now not to let him slide away.

I yanked the gun out of his hand, hard. His breath caught, but he didn’t fight me. Not really. I shoved the gun into the waistband of my jeans, my pulse pounding in my ears. Rafe took a step back, staring at the floor, hands clenched into fists. He wasn’t with us yet, but he also wasn’t about to shoot Massimo.

The Don, though . . . he was gathering himself, getting ready to make his next move. Smirking at me with demon-like intensity that hit me like a sledgehammer.

Rafe was safely away, and I had no time to worry about him.

I acted more than thought, pouncing on Massimo.

I tackled him to the ground, the force of the impact sending us both sprawling. My hands drove into him, pressing him down.

My fists shook, his jacket balled into them as I pinned him to the cold floor. My breath scratched against my throat, my vision completely red. Red from the blood I’d spilled, red from the blood Sas had drawn from Miguel and Ghost, and the red-hot rage boiling inside me.

I reached for the gun again, my hand trembling as I pressed the barrel to Massimo’s head. He looked up at me, calm, like none of this mattered to him. Like I wasn’t holding his life in my hands.

“Go ahead,” he said, voice smooth as silk. “Do it. You’ll be no different from me, Graff.”

My grip tightened on the gun, my breath coming hard and fast. He wasn’t wrong. Hell, I was barely hanging on to myself these days.

I wanted to pull the trigger. To end him. But my hand was shaking too much, my thoughts racing, crashing into each other like a tidal wave. I barely⁠—

“Graff!” Adelina’s voice sliced into me.

I turned in time to see her pleading with Alessio.

“For Caterina, please!” she begged the enforcer, her voice cracking with desperation. “Let Sas go! Don’t help Massimo ruin her life too.”

Alessio’s jaw tightened. For a second, I thought he might ignore her. But something flickered in his eyes. Hesitation or a memory, maybe. He glanced at her, then at Sas, and without another word, he held up the straight razor and released Sas’s arm.

Sas surged forward, his breathing heavy, catching himself on his hands. Immediately, he looked up, wild eyes locking onto Massimo. He lurched to his feet and charged.

I stepped back, still holding the gun but barely able to keep it steady.

Sas came to a stop over the Mafia Don. Then, he extended his hand. Was Sas helping him? Helping this bastard who’d done so much damage.

My hand shook harder.

Massimo grasped onto Sas’s offered hand with a smile. “I knew you’d see the opportunity I’m offering.”

Sas’s amber eyes seemed distant in the orangish light from the bar incandescent bulb above his head—an image I committed to memory to capture on paper later. He set his gaze on Adelina, then Rafe, and finally me before he turned to face the Don.

“You see, Massimo,” Sas started as he circled the man. “Power is a dangerous thing. Necessary at times. Addictive at others.”

“Yes, son, you see my point. Can’t you taste the power you’ll have in New York?” Massimo’s smile stretched wide as he looked at us all with toxic superiority.

“It comes with a very, very high price,” Sas said, locking gazes with Adelina, who nodded.

They held a silent conversation I couldn’t follow.

Then, in one swift, brutal motion, Sas grasped Massimo by the chin and crown of his head and twisted.

A sickening crack filled the room.

Massimo dropped to the floor like a rag doll, his neck snapped clean.

Adelina gasped, but she didn’t break.

The silence that followed was suffocating.

Rafe rested a hand on my shoulder and met my gaze. He’d come back.

My heart hammered in my chest, blood rushing in my ears. I stood there, frozen, my hand still gripping the gun that I hadn’t been able to use.

Sas stood over Massimo’s lifeless body, his breathing slowing as the tension left his body. He wiped his hands on his jeans, as if the act of snapping a man’s neck was nothing more than a routine task.

“I’ve never been your son. Never fucking will be.” Sas kicked his leg, then paid him no more attention.

Stepping over the now ex-Don, he came over to Rafe and me, placing a hand on each of our shoulders, but looking me dead in the eye.

“Killing’s not your duty, brother,” Sas said, his voice low, steady. “I’ll bear that burden on your behalf.”

My mind still reeled from everything that had happened. Massimo was dead. Just like that. And Sas . . . he was moving back to Ghost in the chair.

Ghost’s head dangled forward, and Sas latched his fingers into the bloody dark mess, pulling his head up to reveal dead eyes and a slack jaw. “Good.” Sas spat on him and turned away, already moving on, like it was any other day.

I swallowed hard, my hands shaking as I turned back to Adelina. She was still bound, still hanging by her wrists from the hook in the ceiling, her toes pressing against the floor. But she looked determined as she lifted her chin to the Don’s man.

“Alessio,” she said, “Get over here and cut me down.”


Chapter Forty-One



Adelina

The ropes bit into my wrists as I dangled, barely able to keep myself from spinning on the hook. The stench of death filled the air. The tension still pressed down on us all. Alessio stepped forward, his face unreadable, and in a smooth motion, he sliced through the ropes binding me.

I stumbled, my arms dropping limply to my sides, throbbing from the strain.

The weight of Massimo’s death—my father’s death—should weigh heavier on my soul, but as I walked over to his limp body with the head twisted at an awkward angle, I didn’t feel much. Perhaps a bit of relief. But it certainly didn’t cut as deeply as I would’ve expected.

There would be no more of his bargaining with people’s lives. No trading Caterina for power like he thought he’d done with me. No convincing Sas to stand at his side. He would no longer continue to put Rafe in a position of subservience to the Parisi name.

Nonna Petra might’ve meant different things to us, but she sure as shit shaped us both. She showed me how to be a strong Italian female who carved out her way in a man’s world. But to Rafe, she represented the female his father, Ivo, had scorned.

Nonna Petra had taken it out on the wrong person; I saw that now.

And I loved Rafaele Parisi, my uncle, my protector, and my now-lover.

I never thought to hate my nonna for anything, but now I’d have to find a way to forgive her that slight. And I would spend the rest of my life trying to make up her sins against Rafe.

I wanted to collapse, but there was no time for weakness, not now. Ghost’s bloodied form hung from a metal chair and my father’s body lay broken on the floor. Alessio moved toward him, his expression cold, efficient, like he was performing a routine task.

He kneeled beside Massimo and without hesitation, drew a knife from his pocket. I watched in silence as he sliced through the flesh, sawing until he severed Massimo’s ring finger, the heavy gold signet ring still in place.

He stood and turned to Sas, holding the bloody finger and ring out toward him like an offering.

“For you,” Alessio said, his voice low. “You did the honors.”

Sas’s eyes dropped to the ring, then lifted to Alessio. My husband’s hands were still bloodied from Miguel, Ghost, and finally my father. Though there was no blood spilled with the snapped neck.

Sas, however, didn’t reach for the ring. Instead, he stepped toward me, his presence grounding me.

“It’s hers,” he said, his voice calm and firm. “I’m not Mafia. I’m only a brother in a Motorcycle Club . . . and her ol’ man.”

I smirked, trying to lighten the mood despite the storm raging inside me. “One of three,” I said, glancing at Graff and Rafe.

Alessio didn’t even flinch. He simply turned toward me, stripping the ring from the dead finger and holding it out in his palm. I stared at it—the weight of the legacy it carried, everything my father had built, everything I now stood to inherit.

I took it from him, the cold metal heavy in my hand. The ring was far too large, slipping easily over my fingers until it stopped at my thumb. It was fitting, really. The role I was stepping into, the weight of it all—it didn’t fit me either, not yet.

Alessio bowed his head slightly, a gesture of respect I hadn’t expected. Then, without missing a beat, he leaned forward and kissed the ring on my thumb. “Donna Tate?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with deference.

“No,” I said, the words coming out before I even had time to think. “I’ll keep the Italian name for that purpose.” I paused, letting the enormity of the moment sink in. “Donna Parisi.”

Alessio nodded, accepting my declaration without hesitation. It felt strange to claim the title. Or to step into leadership over a world so far removed from the one I’d chosen with the MC. But it was mine now, whether I wanted it or not.

I pulled the ring from my thumb and tucked it into the small pocket sewn into my bra—a secret place where I could keep my father’s legacy close but hidden. The cold metal chilled my skin.

From the same hidden pocket, I pulled out two smaller rings, ones I’d been holding onto for Graff and Rafe. They weren’t Mafia rings, but they meant something more powerful. I handed one to each of them with a small smile.

It wasn’t a wedding in Italy, but it was the perfect time to make sure we all wore the symbols of our bond.

“I have three ol’ men,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Graff slid the ring onto his finger, his glistening eyes meeting mine with a mix of understanding and emotions that ran deep like a spring feeding warm waters. His eyes told me he was here for me, no matter what. Rafe took his, but he was quieter, distant, like he was still caught between worlds.

“What about the bodies?” Graff asked, his voice practical, pulling me back to the present.

I took a deep breath, the responsibility settling on my shoulders.

The bodies.

The aftermath of everything we’d done.

I faced Alessio. “Call the cleaners.”

Alessio nodded, already pulling his phone from his pocket.

“And Caterina?” Rafe asked, his voice softer, but the question stung.

My father had been working to marry her off to one of the NYC capos, a deal that would’ve expanded his empire. So what would happen to her now?

I didn’t have an answer. Not yet. My mother would need to be informed too, but I wasn’t ready to face the world or my new duties. I glanced at Rafe, then back to the room, my thoughts swirling.

“That’s a story for another day,” I said at last, knowing everything wouldn’t be solved in this moment. Rome, after all, wasn’t built in a day.

The room seemed colder now, the weight of the bloodshed settling over us like a fog. I bent down, my fingers slipping into Massimo’s jacket pocket, pulling out the keycard he always carried with him. The card felt small in my hand, insignificant compared to everything else that had happened.

But it represented more than a rectangle made of plastic. It was control. Power. The final piece of my father’s empire in the palm of my hand.

I stood up, glancing around the room at the men who were now my responsibility—my three ol’ men, and the soldiers who would now follow me. Donna Parisi. Alessio, too, but he’d left us to follow my orders.

The weight of the ring against my skin was heavy, but it was mine now. All of it was mine.

To all those still alive, I said, “Let’s go upstairs and work on forgetting all this.”


Chapter Forty-Two



Sas

Adelina crossed to the three of us, her small hands touching each of our forearms in turn. As she met our gazes, she communicated a silent message to each of us: “Come with me.”

We followed her to the elevator, silence tailing us. To get out of this level, she had to swipe the Don’s key card—hers now.

Donna Parisi.

My chest expanded with pride for my woman. My ol’ lady. Property of Sasquatch, but I’d fucking wear a “Property of Donna” patch too. She was my Mafia princess, turned Mafia queenpin. Rafe’s and Graff’s too.

Our fucking queen, and she deserved a goddamn crown.

Not to be dangling from a meat hook. The instant I’d snapped her father’s neck brought me pride. I’d protected Adelina and the people she cared about . . . Rafe, Graff, and Caterina.

The ride up to the forty-fifth floor started dead quiet. All four of us stared as the numbers ticked by.

Somewhere in the twenties, Graff asked, “Think we should check on Wilde?”

Adelina turned to him, backing him up against the wall. Not angry, but holding him, seemingly comforting him and herself. “I need this first. And I need all three of you with me.”

Graff cupped her cheek, their eyes dancing together, and he nodded.

Adelina reached up on her toes and kissed him gently. “Seeing Bou”—her voice broke—“cut deep. I’m terrified for her. But if we’re going to be of any use to them, I think we all need a few hours.”

The elevator opened, and she led the way.

I moved behind the others, staring at my hands, still stained with blood. No matter how many times I wiped them on my jeans, the red wouldn’t fade. Dried brown crust collected around my nails.

The suite sprawled out before us, opulent, dark—like Massimo’s soul. It had been his domain. His throne. And now . . . now it was Adelina’s. Ours, too, because we belonged to her.

This time in this space was different. Less about regret and more about shifting power. About putting my wife on top of an empire.

Massimo’s empire, now hers.

I glanced down again. The blood reminded me of what had been necessary, but I didn’t want to touch her with bloody hands.

Without that battle, though, I wasn’t sure any of us would be here now. Some of the shit ended with the Don’s death, but not all. At least she had the right people in place—skilled people, loyal ones—and she wouldn’t be dealing with traitors like Ghost.

“Sas.” Adelina’s voice sliced into me.

I looked up to meet her stare.

She nodded toward the washroom. “Go wash up.”

Instead of obeying, I marched over to her, wrapped an arm around her waist and lifted her small, curvy body against mine. She gasped, but I brought my lips down on hers, feeling the ferocity of a beast within. The monster who needed to make life after taking more than one.

When I set her down, she wiped her smiling lips.

“I’ll go,” I said, “but we’re picking up where we left off in the limo, read me?”

Her cheeks turned pink, but she nodded.

“Boys.” I inclined my chin to Rafe and Graff as I passed.

I had had plans for wifey when I got out of jail, and now in this office too. And it looked like we’d be doing the foursome thing.

That suited me because I really fucking liked being the ringleader.

I entered the washroom.

The second the door clicked shut behind me, I turned on the sink. Water rushed out, cold and clear. I stared at my reflection as I held my hands under the stream, the blood swirling down the drain.

This wasn’t the first time I’d taken a life, and it wouldn’t be the last. But this time, I’d done it for something bigger. Something that would protect the MC and the Parisi empire. How they would fit together remained to be seen.

I was a killer, true, but I was also more than that. A brother, an ol’ man, and now, the husband of the woman who held the keys to a Mafia kingdom.

We didn’t need to take over anything in New York to have power.

After scrubbing at the blood for a solid five minutes, I decided there was no point. It had seeped into the cracks of my skin and refused to let go.

Water only washed away so much.

I finally walked out, my hands clean but my clothes still crusted with blood.

I skidded to a stop.

Rafe, Graff, and Adelina stood around Massimo’s desk. The same desk I’d seen when Massimo served us brandy after the rehearsal dinner. The thing was a monstrous piece of dark wood that screamed power and control.

A centerpiece in a hateful place where the fucker plotted against everyone. His daughters included.

Papers and desk items were strewn around the floor, as though someone had swept it clean in one fell swoop. At the center of the dark surface sat a dusty old bottle of Scotch.

Expensive.

The shit only people like Massimo or Ivo Parisi could afford.

Adelina set four cut crystal low ball glasses out around it.

“What’s this?” Rafe muttered.

Graff’s eyes widened after he read the label. He whistled. “That’s worth . . . shit, probably more money than I’ve ever seen in one place.”

Adelina took a long, deep breath. “Tommaso Gambino gave it to my father years ago. Worth a fortune. Pa—no, Massimo used to brag about it. Said it would pay for the most expensive property in LA or New York City and build a ten-million-dollar mansion on top.”

I raised an eyebrow. The dusty bottle looked like it hadn’t been touched in years. To street rats like me, it was nothing but a bottle of booze, something that, once upon a time, I could’ve sold to feed my mom and Jake.

Swallowing, I tucked that memory away. The man responsible met his maker, and I needed to put it to rest.

The Scotch, however, clearly meant more in Massimo’s world. A symbol of the empire we were taking over.

It didn’t look like a great legacy. Just another thing.

Rafe uncorked it, the smell filling the room—rich, heavy, and a little suffocating. He poured the Scotch into four glasses, and Graff picked one up, cradling it.

No one said a damn thing, but it was there, hanging between us. The tension. The unspoken words.

Adelina raised the glass, her eyes scanning the room, taking in everything. “To new beginnings. To what’s ours now, and to fucking over those who dare stand in our way.”

Rafe and Graff exchanged a glance, then lifted their glasses. I followed suit, raising mine. The clink of crystal echoed through the room as the glasses met in the middle.

We drank to the legacy we were breaking apart, piece by piece. The burn of the Scotch hit the back of my throat, rich and heavy, but it wasn’t the drink that lingered. It was the moment.

I finished it and sighed, then said, “To finally being free of the bullshit.”

Adelina’s eyes glinted with something dangerous as she twirled the glass, and without another word, she let it slip from her fingers. The crystal shattered against the marble floor, the sound as sharp as the scattering shards.

I didn’t hesitate. I threw my glass down next, watching it break into a thousand pieces, scattering across the gray-veined floor.

The fine crystal, like Massimo’s wealth and power, lay broken at our feet. Smashed by the marble he’d spent a fortune on.

Graff and Rafe did the same. Adelina reached for the dusty bottle, smirked, and threw it down too. Glass and amber liquid flooded the floor. And after a beat, we all laughed until our sides hurt.

I stared at wifey as the laughter died, then set my jaw. “It’s time.”

Adelina’s doe eyes lifted to meet mine.

“Strip,” I ordered her. “We’re picking up where we left off in the limo.”

This time, she didn’t give me any lip. She held my gaze as she pulled her jacket off, to reveal that pink lace bra. She hadn’t had a chance to replace the undershirt, and she stood there with the darker skin peeking through the lace holes, darker still around her nipples.

“Pants too,” I ordered.

She narrowed her eyes at me.

“Go on, we’re waiting.” I dragged over the huge leather chair someone had kicked out of the way.

Once her pants were nothing but a puddle on the floor, I lifted her onto the desk by her waist, then sat down. Adelina planted one foot on each arm. Giving me the perfect view.

Her pink lacy thong disappeared between her lower lips and ass cheeks. She took her middle finger, manicured and all, stuck it in her mouth, and then worked it down her body and into her panties, her eyes on me the whole time.

I broke eye contact, though, because I wanted to watch how she played with herself, gave herself pleasure.

When the finger dipped behind the lace and between her lower lips, across that certainly sensitive nub, she tossed her head back and groaned.

I inhaled deeply, smelling her ripe sex, ready for the taking, and my cock twitched.

Rafe and Graff both stood to either side, neither objecting and both watching with keen eyes. In my peripheral vision, their dicks were growing in their pants. Mine, too, was already pressing against the zipper of my jeans.

Fuck, I needed this girl.

But more than that, I needed to reaffirm that we were all alive. That this wasn’t a dream. We were here together and in this together. Four of us as one.

For. Fucking. Life.

As Adelina writhed on her own fingers, I reached up and grabbed the waistband of the lacy panties. I’d destroyed her panties before. And I thought I would have to invest in cases upon cases of them, because I loved ripping them from her body.

When I tore these away, she squealed my road name, and God if it wasn’t the fucking hottest sound I’d ever heard, music to my ears.

“Are you wet, wifey?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“For me?”

“Oh my God, Sas, yes.”

“And Graff?”

She glanced at him and bit her lower lip before answering, “Yes,” as she kept working her clit.

“What about Rafe?”

She balanced in a half lean backward, her middle finger still working her pussy, but she reached out and took his hand. In a softer voice, she answered, “Yes.”

“I’ve got plans for them, little queen.”

She laughed. “Are your names for me endless?”

“Always.” I grinned.

Her mouth formed an O.

“Are you close?”

“I am.”

“Hold it back. I want that cum of yours all over my cock.”

“Yes, sir.”

I froze. “What?”

Adelina snickered, and I lifted her leg, swatting her on the ass.

“I’m no sir. That’s too rich bitch for my blood. You can call me master, ass, your fucking highness, but I’m no sir.”

“Alright, mmm, your fucking highness.” She tried to smirk, but the sensations she was driving in her own body didn’t let go of her features.

I stood and undid my pants, taking my dick in my palm and stroking as I zeroed in on her finger. “I get you first, but then we’re all taking you. Do you want that, wifey?”

“Yes, please,” she begged.

“Such a pretty little whore laid out for us on this desk.”

“Yours. Always. Sas, please.”

Lifting her legs, I rested her feet on my shoulders and moved my cock toward her cunt.

She removed her fingers, but I swatted her ass again. “Keep fingering that clit, little slut.”

Adelina obeyed. She might be at the top of the food chain in the Mafia, but I fucking owned her right now. Without warning, I drove my hips forward, splitting her.

My perfect little whore screamed and moaned and panted. Her sheath massaged my cock to a point I would come if I relaxed a little. Again, when the fuck had I become so goddamn easy?

I got myself under control, latched on to her upper thighs, and started pounding into her without mercy. She collapsed back on the desk, bra still in place.

“Graff,” I barked.

“Yeah, man?”

“Do something to free her perfect tits!”

He opened a drawer and pulled out a letter opener, then sliced through the front.

Adelina’s tits spilled out and bounced as I rode her hard. Vaguely, I heard the clink of that heavy ring on the floor.

Sensations started to build in my spine, my balls drawing up. I was ready to come, but I still wanted more.

“Graff, Rafe, take out your dicks.”

Adelina whimpered, her head thrashing back and forth as I kept using her body, bending her to my will, sliding her curvy little form across the dark wooden desk.

When my brothers had their cocks free, I ordered, “One in each of her hands.”

They obliged.

I was getting too close, so I slowed.

Adelina huffed and whined, “No. More. I need⁠—”

“Hold on, wifey. Get your men closer first.”

She wrapped her hands around them and stroked them both as I picked up speed again.

“Suck her nipples,” I said, not able to get more out anymore.

Her pussy felt like heaven, and this high in the sky, I thought we might almost touch it. This orgasm that was building in me would surely rocket me straight there.

When they leaned over and suckled her, the sight alone had me thrusting harder, more erratically.

As my balls drew up, I said, “Bite them. Now.”

And I exploded inside her as she gasped. My cock kicked and sputtered, twitching like a live beast, emptying itself into my gorgeous wife.

Then, she called out “Sas!” and her body locked up. “Rafe,” she whispered, then, “Graff. Oh my fucking God. This is . . .”

Her head tipped back, stretching the column of her neck. Her back arched, pressing those beauties into Rafe’s and Graff’s mouths. And her pussy worked my cock.

The whole time, she never stopped stroking my boys.

A groan fell from my lips as my orgasm rolled on and on.

Graff and Rafe both let go of her nipples, and like they were in lock step, they both moaned and hissed and fucked her hands. Then, they were coming too. Thick ropes of cum spurted gloriously like the fucking Fountains of Bellagio.

All over the dark desk. All over her.

Adelina let go of them and smeared the cum over her torso, like the beautiful little cum slut she was.

I fell forward, palms on either side of her and her legs still on my shoulders. “Good, wifey?”

“Yes!” She mewled. “For you, too?”

I chuckled. “Best fucking wedding night ever.”

And it was—a marriage of all four of us.

But it was far from over.

When everyone came down and my cock started to stir again, I glanced over at Rafe. “Let’s get you on your back on this desk. Pretty sure we can make a bigger mess before we burn it to the ground.”


Chapter Forty-Three



Rafe

Sas helped Adelina up, making room for me.

It didn’t feel natural to follow the VP’s orders—yet—but Adelina had begged me to go along in the limo. And on the heels of one orgasm with my cock already hardening again, the sensation of letting go of the command felt . . . freeing.

Sas and Graff were already peeling off their clothes, so I did the same before reclining short ways across the desk. Leaning on my elbows as my legs dangled where Sas had been standing, fucking Adelina.

I ran my thumb over the ring on my third finger, astonished at how much it meant to me. How grounding it was for my broken soul.

Adelina curled into Sas, but he swatted her ass and said to her. “Ride your uncle for me, wifey.”

Blood drained into my cock, making it stand at attention as her molten chocolate eyes found mine. Fuck, I was done for, ready to be consumed by the most beautiful woman I’d ever known. The one I’d loved since before I became a man.

But as Adelina climbed over me, her breasts heavy, I fell in love all over again.

So much in love it hurt. My chest burned with it.

Adelina positioned herself above my dick and slid down, her eyes rolling back in her head before she refocused on me. “Tienimi pur un minuto, zio Rafaele⁠1.”

Sitting with my cock buried in her hot sheath, I wrapped my arms around her waist as hers came around my shoulders. Her breasts pressed into my chest.

A trembling started inside, and I closed my eyes.

Big mistake.

Visions flashed behind my eyelids—desert war crimes blending with Petra and Massimo.

“Rafe, listen to me,” Adelina said.

I opened my eyes, trying to blink away the blurry scene in front of me.

“You’re back. Good,” she whispered. “Resta con me.⁠2”

“Sempre,” I answered, adoring that she was speaking in Italian. Sending messages to me that only we understood. My spoken Italian was choppy at best, but I comprehended it all.

Still in Italian, she continued, “You’re not what my father tried to make you. You’re not responsible for what you did in war.”

My heart shattered like the crystal, but she held me tighter, putting me back together. My cock still inside her wanted to move, to show her how much I loved her and wanted to please her, but I absorbed what she was giving me now. Vowing to forget my past sins was a promise I couldn’t make, but I would give her everything here and now.

“Tu sei mio⁠3,” she said, then switched to English, raising her voice so the others would be included. “You’re ours. So stay the fuck with us.”

She drew back to look into my eyes.

Tears stung, and one rolled down my face. Then, I slanted my mouth over hers, devouring her sweet taste.

She kissed me back in long, slow strokes, telling me how much she cared for me with every passing of her tongue. And I tried to do the same. I didn’t know if words for how I felt about her would ever come, but I kissed her with all the love in my heart and soul.

It all belonged to her, after all.



1 Hold me for a minute, Uncle Rafe.

2 Stay with me.

3 You’re mine.


Chapter Forty-Four



Graff

After one orgasm and watching Adelina impale herself on Rafe, my cock stirred again. But the urgency had slipped into something more meaningful.

I stroked myself as they took a moment to connect.

There was love building between Rafe and Adelina, the kind of emotion that would carry them and us through the worst of times and make the best of times shine. The kind of love I’d always seen with my mother and three dads.

Once we got the MC back to safety, we would have to make a trip to Idaho so I could introduce her and her harem to my parents. And to be perfectly honest with myself, I was shocked that I found this in the MC. I always believed I’d have to go back to the commune to find someone who would accept what I had always wanted in a relationship.

I wish my sister had been more accepting, even if she didn’t want that for herself. Then, perhaps, my family would still be in California.

“Alright, kiddos,” said Sas from the chair. After he’d stripped his clothes, he’d sat down and stroked himself too. Why wouldn’t we, when the scene we were playing out was fraught with love, devotion, and the beauty of sex?

His words broke the lingering kiss between Adelina and Rafe, but they held their foreheads together for a second as Adelina said, “Ti amo tanto.”

Even I understood most of that—at least the I love you part.

She pushed Rafe back and started tilting her hips. His hands rested at her waist, but he let her work him as he watched with the eyes of a starving man.

I glanced at Sas, who nodded his permission. Not that he would deny me, but I wanted to make sure he wasn’t ready to take control again.

Sitting on the desk, I drew Adelina’s head over, kissing her gently as she rode Rafe. I tasted him and her, and the intensity of it had my cock leaking again.

Her hands came up to cradle my face, and I wove my fingers into her hair.

Vaguely, I heard Sas rustling through the desk, but I ignored it and kept kissing our girl. Tilting my head left, then right, completely consumed in everything she had to offer. Until she pulled back and leaned her forehead to mine.

“Graff,” she said on a breath, “you’ve been so much. Our glue.”

“Adelina,” I started to object, but she pressed her finger to my lips.

“Shh, hear me out,” she said.

I bit my tongue.

And she continued, “You helped Rafe be with me. With us. Despite his torment. You’ve been at Sas’s side since before I came into the picture.”

“Damn straight,” Sas spouted off. “The man’s more than a brother.”

Adelina glanced over at him, a warning in her glare. He might want to control her, and she would let him sometimes. Now wasn’t one of those times.

When the silent convo between them finished, she turned back to me. “You eased me into the club, Graff.”

“But you’re the one who brought me back from a really terrible place.”

“And I will always do that, Graff. Whenever you or Rafe or Sas need that, I want you to lean on me. I’ll be your rock.” She moaned with the next roll of her hips, closed her eyes, and reopened them. Breathless. “You are the one, though . . .”

She sank her teeth into her lower lip, clearly trying to keep her body from quickening before she was well and ready. Through it all, I kept running my fingers through her thick hair.

Gaining control, she finished, “You’re the person in this that makes us one, and I love you all the more for it, Graeme.”

Now, my eyes burned, and my chest suddenly felt full to the point of exploding. She saw to the core of me, all my wants and desires, what I needed to be whole.

“I’m so in love with you, too, Adelina,” I said in a low voice, then almost in a whisper, I added, “So much it terrifies me.”

“Give me your fear, Graff.”

I nodded and kissed her again.

But Sas interrupted our kiss. “Well, well, well . . . your father was apparently one horny ass son of a bitch.”

Adelina pulled back and chuckled, then we both looked over.

“Don’t call my nonna a bitch, Sas,” she joked.

Rafe barked a humorless laugh at that. “She was to me.”

Adelina ran her hand down his bare chest, stopping her hip action. “Nonno Ivo slept around, not only with your mother, Rafe. Nonna Petra’s rage was misplaced, and I’m sorry for that.”

“Look at this shit.” Sas pulled a bottle of lube out of the desk and a stack of photos.

“Who prints pictures like that anymore,” I asked, wrinkling my nose.

“Apparently the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,” Adelina mused as she looked down at the images of her father fucking one girl and then another. Other than the keen observation, no emotion crossed her face at seeing the images of her father in very compromising positions.

Then, she grabbed the stack and threw them frisbee style.

They landed in the spilled Scotch and immediately discolored.

“Lube’s still good,” said Sas with a shrug.

Adelina moaned and started grinding on Rafe again, then looked at me with molten fire in her eyes. “Come here.”

She wrapped her hand around my cock and pumping, slower this time, matching the rhythm of her hips.

Sas opened the bottle, squirting lube along his fingers. Then, he dropped it and wrapped his other hand in Adelina’s hair.

Forcing her to look at him, he said, “You ready, wifey whore, for us to own every part of you?”

Then, not giving her a chance to answer, he crashed his lips to hers.


Chapter Forty-Five



Adelina

A warm hand spanning almost the entire width of my shoulders pushed me forward, onto Rafe. He cradled me into him and thrust up with his hips, making me reel from the pressure of his cock in my core. His lips locked with mine again, even as my hand stroked Graff’s length.

Without more warning, something cold drizzled down my ass crack—the lube. Then, Sas pushed a long finger inside.

A squeal ripped through my throat into Rafe’s kiss, and he swallowed it, holding me to him.

Pain ripped through my ass, and my stomach muscles bore down. It stretched, stung, burned. And all the while, Rafe pushed into my pussy in slow, steady motions.

I started to tremble and shake my head, but Rafe grabbed the back of my neck. Somehow the touch and him forcing me to keep kissing him told me he knew and wanted to help me through it.

“Relax, wifey,” said Sas. “This is nothing compared to what my cock will be.”

His cock? No. That wouldn’t fit.

“This is your last virgin hole, wifey. Yes?”

I whimpered.

“I thought so,” said my husband.

When I tried to move, to arch my back, anything to get away, Rafe kissed me deeper. My core clenched around him, reassuring me that this could be good. The pain started to release its grip, the sting turning into tense pressure. Then, Sas pulled out.

I gasped, feeling empty.

Then, he returned with two fingers and again, no warning.

Fuck! I wanted to scream.

“I’ve gotta prepare you, my queen,” Sas said as though he were slicing meat to make a sandwich.

But I guessed that’s what I was about to be—an Adelina sandwich. Me, the meat stuck between two muscled bodies, both writhing around me, sliding in and out. The pain ebbed and pleasure surged forward, waves of it washing from my cunt and my ass through my body.

Rafe released my mouth. “Good girl,” he gritted out. “You feel like heaven, tesoro.”

“You’re taking me so good, wifey whore.”

“Our girl was meant for this,” Graff said, kissing my shoulder. “To bend and break and come back together. To make us whole.”

Damn, he really was the glue. He combed his fingers through my hair, as Rafe let go of my head and grasped my ass cheeks, spreading them for Sas.

“Are… you…” I panted, trying desperately to hold on to the words. “…sure you’re… good with this… Rafe?”

“Yeah, tesoro. I wasn’t for a long time, but you’re more than one perfect woman. You’re enough. The perfect woman for all of us. You’re my everything.”

“Our everything,” Graff corrected.

Turning my head, I gave Graff another lingering kiss, sending jolts all the way to my center. My body was quickening with an orgasm so powerful none before could compare.

Sas rotated his fingers. “I feel Rafe’s cock in you and the way your pussy loves it, Adelina.”

I closed my eyes, succumbing to the praise and the sound of my name on Sas’s lips. Giving into the physical love and torment. The way they played my body like a harp.

All the touches, all the caresses, the motion of Rafe’s hips and my hand on Graff, the languorous kisses, all of it made me skyrocket. I devolved into nothing but sensation, riding the high. The spreading pressure opening me wide to my men.

The love in this room erased years and years of strife.

“That’s it,” Sas cooed, “come for us, our queen.”

Every cell in my body unraveled at my husband’s gentle command. Waves of ecstasy crashed over me. I lost touch with my body as surge after surge of pleasure flooded every orifice, my gut, my heart, my arms and legs. The orgasm consumed me with passion and fire and the ultimate—love.

But my men didn’t stop. Rafe kept thrusting into me and Graff had placed his hand over mine, pulsing into our intertwined grip. With his free hand, he brushed my hair away from my face. “That’s it, bella. So beautiful.”

He covered my mouth again as Sas’s fingers left my ass. I whimpered into the kiss, missing the fullness.

“Graff,” called my husband.

Graff broke the kiss, and I felt the loss so keenly I wanted to grab him and yank him back for more.

“Yeah, Veep?” Graff asked.

For some reason, I loved the familiar sound of their banter—brother and Veep. It made my insides melt.

“Airtight, brother,” said Sas.

Graff swept my hair back again and kissed the tip of my nose. “Give us one more?”

“Always,” I breathed.

“Such a good, good girl.” He ran his thumb along my jawline, then drew my hand away from him and placed it on Rafe’s chest.

When he stood up on top of the desk, I fell into Rafe. He kissed my neck, but still held me by the ass. I had no idea what was happening, but I trusted them. All of them. With my body, my pleasure, my pain, and most of all, with my heart.

Beneath me, Rafe’s legs widened, pulling mine further apart. Strong, tattooed hands grasped my upper arms and pulled me upright. I peered up to see Graff’s naked ink-covered body standing over me, his feet straddling Rafe’s head.

Rafe let go of my ass, but his hands were replaced by Sas’s. Rafe’s hands cupped my breasts. He pinched both nipples and rolled them between his thumb and forefingers, and I groaned as I pressed into his touch.

Graff drew my hands to his thighs and said, “Hold tight,” as he stared down at me with all the adoration in the world. His cock, with the smiley face tattooed on the tip, came to my lips.

“Open for me, bella.”

I pulled back and licked my lips, then parted them. I worried about how his girth would fit, but I reminded myself that my body had already taken so much. And my mouth watered to taste him.

As his crown pushed past my lips, he paused while the head of Sas’s long cock pressed against my rear entrance. My body went rigid.

“One stroke?” said Sas.

“Yes,” Graff replied, then looked down at me, threading his hands through my hair again. “Relax, bella.”

I tried. I really did. But before I fully chased the fear from my body, they both surged forward. My throat opened to scream at the intrusion, but it only let Graff push past the ring of muscles.

Sas’s hands were now on my hips, controlling my movements, not letting me pull away. Rafe’s hands still toyed with my nipples, but I was back to pain. Searing, hot, splitting pain.

My eyes bulged and tears immediately overflowed from my eyes.

Graff shushed me, though. Talking me through it. “You’re doing so good, bella. So open for us. A beautiful woman who needs us as much as we need her.”

I started to shake my head, but I was stuck.

Graff wiped a tear from my face. “Shh, love. We’ve got you. I promise. You can do this. Relax for us. Be the queen we know you are.”

“Yes,” said Sas, a strain to his voice. But he still wasn’t moving, not pushing me yet, only allowing me to adjust. “Be the pretty little wifey whore of a queen we love.

I tried to whimper. Pointless.

Sas continued, “And love us back now.”

That made me start to ease. To breathe through my nose and prepare myself for the torrid storm brewing in all of us. Graff watched me carefully, and then mouthed the words, “We love you. So fucking much.”

He watched me until I tried to tell him with my eyes alone that I was ready, and then the wildfire started. War cannons fired. Tornadoes spun wild. Hurricanes whipped through the room. A tsunami crashed over me.

I was the earth, quaking with the force of my three men.

Together they all pushed forward and retreated. Wordlessly, they were in sync, driving into every opening I had. Making me theirs and making themselves mine. It was nothing and everything. High and low. Hot and cold. Breaking and mending. It was us.

My body wasn’t my own. It belonged to all of us.

Sounds started like thunder in my ears. Pants. Grunts. Groans. Moans. Roars and Growls.

Skin slapped skin.

The desk creaked underneath us.

Another set of hands grabbed my waist, higher than where Sas had my hips, and I started to recognize all the individual sensations.

Rafe pushed up into me, whispering, “That’s it tesoro, mia cara.”

Graff fucked my face, but the whole time, he caressed my face and swept away my tears until his body started to take over. I don’t know how my jaw spread for him, but it did. And I loved the velvety feel of him in my mouth. He pumped harder and faster, and I relished it.

Sas, taking my virgin ass, drove into me again and again. His and Rafe’s cocks working in equal but opposite strokes. One hand—the one on my hip—released, and then a searing pain blistered my ass cheek, making another orgasm gather low in my belly.

The fullness sent me soaring into the clouds and diving into the depths of an ocean. It broke me, shattered me, and made the shards come back together only to splinter into the void again. They were my everything, and I had to be theirs too. I couldn’t let myself go yet. I tried to rock, to meet their thrusts, but I had no clue if I did.

My body wasn’t real. Time wasn’t real. Everything was chemical and need and driving toward something astounding.

Graff let go first, throwing his head back and roaring his release, his cum slipping into my stomach without me having to swallow. He was so deep in me, sputtering and hips jerking reflexively.

His orgasm started a chain of nuclear reactions.

Rafe bellowed below me, pressing his hips up and holding there as he shuddered.

There was sweat. I don’t know whose. Probably everyone’s.

Sas grunted again and again, faster, louder. He tried to call my name. “A-ad-fuck.” When his hips slammed into me one more time, he bellowed, “ADELINA!”

Rafe’s hand found my clit as my men’s orgasms rolled on and on, and then I was coming too. Helpless to fight it, helpless to move or embrace it, so I fell into it. Allowing the cleansing waters of all we’d experienced to consume me.

I drowned and was reborn.

Suffocated and breathed.

Fell and rose again.

My core clenched so hard I was sure Graff felt it in my throat.

And then my vision went white.

Vaguely, I felt Graff slip from between my lips and Sas from my ass. Strong hands lifted me, shifted me, and when I finally made sense of my surroundings, they were cradling me. Three men, sitting on the ruined desk in a row. Naked. Spent. Holding me close. Loving me.

I sighed.

Sas had my shoulders, and I curled into his strong chest, next to his one and only tattoo. I reached out both hands, taking one of Graff’s and one of Rafe’s.

We were quiet for a long time, and I cried.

I mourned the loss of my family but welcomed a new one. One that was beautiful and unique. One that suited me far better.

Running his fingers between mine, Graff said, “Let’s take her to her suite and clean her up.”


Chapter Forty-Six



Adelina

The shower had been a quiet, shared space where the water washed away the blood and the grime of the day. It flowed over us like a baptism, cleansing us from the violence, the betrayal, the choices we couldn’t take back.

Now, in the stillness of my suite with the lights dim, I lay in the center of the king-sized bed, the soft sheets cool against my skin. This room—my room—felt more like mine now, though part of me was already planning to move us into the suite Wilde had been staying in.

That was on the family floor, down the hall from where Mamà and Caterina lived. But with four of us here from time to time, we would need a suite to ourselves. Wilde’s would be ours, something new.

Massimo’s suite still carried the weight of my mother’s presence, her history with him—something I wasn’t ready to claim yet. But this space on the floor below was enough for now.

We had a long road ahead. Now that Sas, Graff, Rafe, and I had cemented our bond, we would need to help the MC.

Wilde and Bou were constantly on my mind, the worry gnawing at me.

Bou was out there somewhere, and Wilde . . . he was ready to tear the world apart to get her back. I wanted that for him, but we had a plan.

Angel had texted the men earlier, telling them we would head out in the morning. There was no sense rushing in, half-cocked and sleep deprived. But that didn’t stop the gnawing in my gut.

We needed this rest. I needed it.

We couldn’t save anyone without it.

Rafe, Graff, and Sas stood around the bed, each of them moving in their own way, undressing with slow, deliberate motions. Their bodies, familiar and solid, strong still in the light of everything we’d been through.

They didn’t rush, didn’t speak, but there was an unspoken connection between us, joyful with the love we made, but heavy with what came next.

Sas was the first to come to me. He moved slowly, thoughtfully, which was strange for him. His hands were clean now, no longer stained with the blood of the day, but his amber eyes held the same darkness. He kneeled beside the bed, looking at me as he reached out and placed his left hand gently over my heart.

His touch was grounding, heavy with meaning. His gaze met mine, and there was no need for words. He knew, and I knew, what this meant.

Rafe followed, stepping to the other side of the bed, his rough hands sliding over my skin until his palm rested above Sas’s, over my heart. There was a gentleness in his touch, but the tension in his jaw said everything. This was a vow, a promise.

Graff was the last. He moved slower than the others, his eyes scanning mine, as if he was searching for the answer to an impossible question. He crawled onto the end of the bed and laid his head on my stomach. Then, his hand, steady and sure, found its place over Rafe’s and Sas’s, completing the circle around me.

They were mine, and I was theirs. Together.

I raised my left hand, my fingers brushing over their knuckles, and felt the three rings resting there, one for each of them. They matched the ones I’d given to them, each band a vow.

They represented our unity, our strength.

This was how it had to be.

And probably how it was always meant to be.

“Are you really taking over?” Sas asked, his voice quiet but steady.

He climbed onto the bed, making it dip with his weight. His eyes searched mine for something—reassurance, maybe. The doubt lingered in the air, unspoken but present.

“Yes,” I replied without hesitation. My voice felt stronger than I expected. “For once, I want to say my family—, la mia famiglia as well as La Famiglia—won’t be responsible for some of the shit we’ve done in the past.”

Rafe’s hand tightened slightly, the heat of his body so close to mine. They were waiting for me to lead them, to guide them into this next chapter of our lives.

“But can you be ruthless when needed?” Sas’s question was quiet, maybe even a challenge.

I didn’t answer right away. I knew what it meant to be ruthless. I’d seen it in my father, in the way he moved through life, unyielding and calculating. Could I be like that when the time came? I didn’t know, not for certain.

I let the silence stretch a moment longer, my eyes moving from Sas to Graff, to Rafe. They were waiting for the answer. And I was waiting for it too, waiting for the truth to rise up inside me.

When I finally spoke, my voice was quiet but sure. “When it means protecting those I love,” I said, “I think so.”

The words were heavy, but they were as honest as I could be.

My men understood. The world we lived in, and the one I now ruled, wasn’t one of softness or half-measures. I would do whatever I had to for them, and they knew it.

Graff drew unseen pictures on my upper thigh, his breath warm on my stomach. “We’re with you, Adelina. Always.”

I smiled, small but real, and more for me than for them.

Rafe’s hand slid from my heart to the side of my face, cupping my cheek as he crawled in beside me. Sas pressed a kiss to my temple, and for a moment, I let myself sink into the warmth of them, the unity of us together.

My body ached from being hung by my wrists and then making the best kind of love possible, and I felt certain I would sleep like the dead.

No matter what came next, we had each other. And my men were absolutely everything I needed.


Epilogue



Sas

Lying in bed, I stared at the ceiling, letting the darkness settle around me. Soft snores filled the room—Rafe on one side, Graff lower on the bed with his head still pillowed on Adelina’s stomach, and Adelina nestled next to me. Their breathing was slow, deep, the kind of sleep that only comes when exhaustion takes over.

But not for me.

I liked their peaceful sleep sounds. It anchored me, a steady rhythm to remind me of everything we’d fought for, everything we had at stake, and who we were as a . . . what?

Queen and her harem?

I almost laughed but didn’t want to wake our queenpin.

No matter how much I tried to calm myself, sleep wouldn’t come. My body was tense, my mind racing. I was waiting for the next hit, the next move. Things were too quiet, and I knew it wasn’t going to last.

Then the phone rang.

It cut through the silence like a knife, jerking me out of my thoughts. Adelina shifted beside me, her body rigid. Even in sleep, she was on edge. But anyone would be on edge, because phone calls in the middle of the night never brought good news.

I reached over, shutting it off without answering. The silence returned, but only for a moment. It rang again—this time more insistent, louder.

I sat up, my heart racing. My instincts screamed at me to pick it up, and this time I did.

“Yeah?” I answered, my voice rough, heavy with sleep I hadn’t gotten.

Ward’s voice came through the speaker, sharp and clipped. “Got a hit at my border crossing cams.”

My stomach twisted. Border crossing?

“To Mexico? What the hell?” I asked.

“Yup. Check this. Sending a video through,” Ward said, switching to a video call.

I set the phone on speaker and held it above my face. The screen flickered to life, grainy footage of a dark highway at night. It looked like security camera footage, shaky and barely showing anything.

“What are we looking at?” Graff asked and yawned, propping himself up beside me.

Ward zoomed in, slowing the video down. “Watch the bike.”

A biker came into view—a shadow at first—but Ward zoomed in further, focusing on the gas tank. I squinted as the image sharpened.

There it was. Faded, but unmistakable.

The rose.

Rosie.

“Fuck,” I growled, my pulse spiking. “That’s Wilde’s bike.”

Adelina sat up, her eyes wide as she recognized it too. Her lips parted, but no words came.

“He’s going after Bou,” I muttered, my fists clenching around the sheets. “Alone.”

Pushing up on the bed, I ran a hand through my still-damp hair, my mind spinning. Wilde, the stubborn bastard, had gone rogue. And not for the first time. He wasn’t waiting for us, wasn’t following his own half-cocked plan.

“Shit,” Graff said under his breath, already moving toward his clothes. “We gotta roll out.”

Adelina’s hand brushed against mine, her touch grounding me for a second, but urgency burned brightly in her eyes. Wilde was about to get himself killed—or worse, get Bou killed—if we didn’t move fast.

“I’ll get everything ready,” I said, already swinging my legs off the bed.

Ward’s voice came through again, sharper this time. “Be smart about this, Sas. He’s headed south. If you’re going straight after him, you better be prepared.”

I glanced at Adelina, who nodded, her expression fierce. “Ward,” she said, taking the phone from my hands. “Any of those mics and goggles still here?”

“Where’s the van?” asked Ward.

Adelina looked at Graff. “Park Ridge,” they said at the same time.

“Get someone there on the horn. Tell him we’ll be there ASAP and be ready to head out.” I ordered Graff, who fished his phone out of his pocket.

To Ward, I said, “Tell the guys we’re hitting the road.”

The call ended. I stood, adrenaline coursing through me.

We were going to bring Bou home.

Or die trying.

The end.

Thank you for reading Princess & Queenpin.

Read Bou and Wilde’s next chapter here.
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