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Chapter One

 


Alex Smith—no, that wasn’t right—Alex Greco glanced around
the luxurious sitting room at the many different faces of the world
she had married into. Not willingly. No, her father had come home
one day, sat her down, and told her that he had big plans for her.
Whenever he had big plans for her, she knew they were lies. The
truth was, he had big plans for himself. Not that she hated her
father. Liam Smith was a scary man. Abandoned as a child, he grew
up on the streets and fought his way out, earning himself a
reputation and wealth that rivaled the mafia family she was
currently sipping drinks with.

No champagne, not for her. A bad
experience on her eighteenth birthday put an end to her
alcohol-drinking days.
Now, she kept to water or juice. Nothing alcoholic.

Not that she had a drink of
her own. That would
require the waiter to come close to her, and no one ever did
that.

Her husband, Roman Greco, stood near a bunch of men, talking,
probably business, or perhaps they were discussing who they were
going to kill. He paid no attention to her, not that she
minded.

They were like chalk and cheese.

Keeping her arms folded, she tried not to
feel so self-conscious.
In a room full of strangers, it was impossible.

This marriage was supposed to unite the Greco mafia with her
father, who was the biggest crime boss in the country. His
businesses had expanded and crossed the boundaries of illegal into
legal.

Her father had never kept his life secret from her. She wasn’t a
fool and knew he wasn’t a good man. He’d tried to do right by her,
but her husband couldn’t stand her. Their wedding night had been a
huge sham. According to tradition, he had to marry a virgin. She
had refused to take the doctor examination.

Her father had kept her shielded, but he’d also been sure to
allow her to have her own mind. So her virginity had been
questioned. It had nearly caused a war on the streets because Liam
refused to subject his daughter to the test. Lucas Greco had
insisted. Her father had told him if he wanted to make this about
blood, and not trust, then so be it.

The test hadn’t gone ahead,
but the wedding had.

On their wedding night, Roman had refused
to touch her. She didn’t
know if it was because she didn’t look like any of his other women
or because he didn’t think she was a virgin.

Anyway, she got a shitty night’s
sleep. He cut himself
and gave the whole bloodied sheets a real feel to them so he could
present them the following morning. To the world, they were
married, but she knew she could get it annulled.

She was a virgin. Alex refused to put
herself through such an archaic examination. How dare they ask that
of her? Her wedding night was three months ago. Since then, she had
rarely seen her husband, and when she had, he had nothing kind to say about her. Always
critical. Then, of course, she was dragged to these kinds of
functions where she stood out because she didn’t quite fit in.
Unlike all the women present, she didn’t possess terrified gazes,
nor did she fear being around men.

“You are all alone once again,” her father said, surprising
her.

She turned to see him, hands in his pockets,
looking as stern as ever. “Dad.” She went to him, wrapping her arms
around him and breathing him in.

Her mother died many years ago when Alex was just a toddler. She
had no memories of her. It was a drive-by shooting, and Alex, well,
she hadn’t gotten away unscathed either. A bullet had done a
through-and-through on her leg. One rival war gang had taken his
wife and injured his child. Liam had gone to war within hours, and
Alex didn’t want to think of the damage he’d done.

“What are you doing here?” Alex asked,
smiling.

He was the first friendly face she’d seen
all evening, and she’d been standing here for two hours, in the same spot. She could
barely walk in the heels Roman made her wear. The dress she wore
was also uncomfortable, as it went around her neck and fell to the
floor. It was completely unflattering, and Alex hated it. Years
ago, Liam once told her to choose her battles wisely, and she used
that advice in her marriage.

If she didn’t fight Roman on the simple
things like her clothing, then there was a chance for her to fight
for something she did want, like freedom, or … something. She
didn’t know exactly what she wanted, but being stuck in his country home or his apartment
all day sucked. He’d given her a credit card to go shopping with,
but she wasn’t one to shop.

“Business,” Liam said.

“Of course. It’s always business.” She had
nothing to say.

“You’re upset.”

“I’m not.” The lie was easy to say, but he didn’t believe
it.

Liam took a deep breath. “Excuse me.”

“Dad, don’t,” she said.

They had already started to gain some
attention. Public displays of affection were frowned upon.
After she’d hugged her father,
a lot of people frowned, clearly talking about her.

She was the stupid wife of Roman Greco.
The outsider. The weirdo with the strange name. She happened to
love her name. Admittedly, it was because her dad wanted a boy, but
Alex was a nice name. She liked it.

“I am going to deal with him.”

“And what, force him to come and stand with me? Why? We have
nothing to talk about. I … I don’t fit in here.” She hated how
pitiful she sounded.

“Sweetheart, you fit anywhere you want to
be.”

“No, I don’t. You didn’t
raise me to be…” She
looked toward the women who were in their own private circle. She’d
never been part of the in crowd, never cared to be. This was no
different. “This.”

“Alex,” he said, and she held her hand up, stopping
him.

“Please, don’t. I don’t need
my dad trying to deal
with my husband.” Even saying the word husband was difficult. She had never intended to get
married. Never wanted to be married. Her parents had never married.
According to her father, her mother hadn’t wanted to tie the knot,
didn’t feel it was necessary.

“I didn’t want you to be put in this kind of
situation.”

“You arranged this for us, Dad. How could you not have wanted
it?” Alex and Roman were two people who’d never met before their
wedding.

Liam had always kept her far away from his
other business dealings.
She was aware of it, and he never lied to her about what he was,
but that didn’t mean he exposed her unnecessarily.

The first time she actually met Roman was
when she walked down the aisle to him. There had been other
opportunities for them
to meet, but they had never happened. Mainly because he was busy,
like, all the time. Even when she refused to have the virgin test,
he hadn’t been present for any of it. His father had.

“Bringing our families together was
necessary,” Liam said. “But that doesn’t mean I wanted you to be miserable. I can fix
this.”

“Dad there’s nothing to fix. I think we’re just strangers, you
know. Trying to get used to each other and all of that.” She forced
a smile to her lips, which was again difficult.

She’d never been a good liar. Liam had told her many times that
she was terrible at it. The worst person, and he’d even advised her
not to attempt it when she was older either. He probably had the
nicest, easiest kid to hang out with. She had never rebelled
against him. They had an amazing relationship, father and
daughter.

Liam’s nostrils flared as he looked toward Roman.

Her husband was looking back at her, and
she couldn’t exactly read the look on his face, but she could
imagine he was … pissed.
Maybe something more, she wasn’t sure. Either way, he wasn’t
happy.

What more could she do?

Did he not like her talking to her
father?

“You promise not to make waves?” she
asked.

“I promise not to meddle, but if he does
anything, or if in any way you’re scared, you come
to me.”

“Promise.”

Roman didn’t scare her, not really. Okay, there were a few times
he might have made her a little afraid, but at those times, he was
angry with someone else, and he just told her to fuck off or to get
out of his face.

They didn’t have the best communication, and what also
didn’t help was that she hated confrontation. Rather than call him
out on the crap he said, she left it.

Liam pulled her in for another hug, and
she saw everyone’s
disapproval. What kind of family was this?

“Mr. Smith, I heard you’d joined us,” Lucas Greco, Roman’s
father, said.

She pulled away from her father
in an attempt to create a
little space. The two men shook hands, and Roman made that his cue
to join them.

Alex stayed perfectly still, not saying
anything.

Lucas glanced at her, and she saw the disapproval on his
face. He hadn’t liked that she refused to be part of the virgin
test. The man didn’t believe in trust. It was completely clear to
see with the way he treated her.

As far as he was concerned, she was
a hussy, or whatever word he
used to describe her.

“It’s a nice gathering,” Liam said. “How
could I turn down a personal invite from you.
Roman?” He nodded at her
husband.

She stared at her father, who
looked at the distance between
them. Alex wasn’t going to step closer to the man she couldn’t
stand.

Silence descended upon the group. It was because of
her.

“I think I would like some fresh air,” she
said. “Lovely party.”

Without waiting for a word, she turned her
back on them and stepped away, finding any excuse to be as far away from them as possible.
She didn’t even care to step outside.

Instead, she found the stairwell in the
main corridor and lowered herself, taking a deep breath.

She hated parties and functions like these.
They sucked.

“Not one for the crowds?”

Alex looked up to see Antonio Testa, one of Roman’s best
friends. She met him on their wedding day when he was Roman’s best
man.

“No, I’m not.” She
shrugged.
“You?”

He chuckled. “I just needed a breather
from all those women.” He winked and then nodded at where she sat. “Do you want some
company?”

“Sure.” She didn’t see a reason why not.

Antonio was a large man, and she had no choice but to move a
little closer to the banister for him to be able to fit
on.

“You look nice tonight.”

“Thanks.”

This was Roman’s best friend, not hers. She didn’t trust him,
even though Antonio had never given her any reason not to trust
him.

“I know that Roman can be a
little difficult, but you’ve
just got to give the guy a chance. He’s under a lot of
pressure.”

She turned to him and then smiled.

Unless it was her father, she had no
intention of talking to strangers about her marriage to Roman.
Especially not a best friend.

“I don’t know if you’re needed in
there…”

“Trying to get rid of me?” He nudged her
shoulder.

Alex frowned, but rather than try to make a big deal out of
what was happening, she forced a smile. “I don’t want to be held
responsible for, you know, keeping you away from business. I know
how important it is for you all.” Antonio had never been overly
friendly with her, and she didn’t quite like that he was being so
now.

****

Roman Greco hated these small little party
get-togethers. His
father arranged it as a way of inviting him and his new wife, as
well as Liam. He’d seen the older man give her a hug, and he just
knew it was a dig at him, or in some way telling him he wasn’t good
enough.

Liam had told him plenty of times that he
was merely the best of the worst. He didn’t understand what the big
deal was. He married his daughter, and business was going great between them. All the
boxes for this union to work had been ticked, and still, Liam
looked at him like he wanted to slit his throat.

It just so happened the feeling was mutual.
He didn’t like Liam Smith.

The man wasn’t mafia, he wasn’t
family, and in no way
was he blood. There was no denying Liam had worked himself from the
ground up, building a reputation for himself and becoming the
feared crime boss that he was. His name rivaled the Greco name for
fear. Men were loyal to him, and they never, even under threat of
torture or being tortured, turned on him.

Lucas Greco, Roman’s father, had been impressed and wanted to
finally meet the man that no one would break from. Not even to save
their own skin.

Who instilled that kind of loyalty?

The man in front of him was deadly. Roman saw it in the
man’s eyes. There was nothing living there, and he heard the rumors
that the only person who was ever safe from this man was his
daughter, Alex.

So much rumor and gossip followed this man. Roman didn’t believe
it all.

He sipped at his whiskey and stared at the man over the
rim of the glass. He didn’t fear Liam.

Roman was the only man in the history of
the mafia to have killed a man at the ripe old age of ten.
Serving his father and
the Greco name was in his blood, as was becoming the boss, when his
father would hand the reins over to him. Until that time, he still
had to do what his father instructed.

“How is married life treating you?” Liam
asked.

“Fine.” He clenched his teeth, wanting to beat the crap out of the
man in front of him. There wasn’t much difference between them in
age, just twenty years. Liam was fifty-five years old while he was
thirty-five years old.

Unlike the women in their world, he didn’t
have to marry at a young age. Most of their daughters were often betrothed by the age of
twelve and married at either eighteen or twenty-one.

Alex was twenty-one, and she was nothing like the women of his
world. She didn’t bow her head or try to be hidden. She held
herself tall and proud. There was also defiance within her gaze.
His father had told him of her denial to take the virginity test
and how Liam refused to enforce it.

Liam stated that his daughter was a
virgin and he believed
her.

Roman didn’t. He also hadn’t fucked her either, hadn’t consummated
their marriage. He expected Alex to tell her father they hadn’t had
sex, but she still kept quiet.

He didn’t know what her game was, but he
intended to find out.

No one took him for a fool. When it came
to Alex, he already had people in place to find out her weaknesses. So far, she showed
none. She had also not proven to be a liar either, which … baffled
him.

Liam chuckled. “Just fine.”

“I think we should talk business,” Lucas said, interrupting.
“I’ve gotten word—”

“Business is for the morning where booze hasn’t been so freely
offered,” Liam said. “Do you think I got to where I am by taking
the words of drunken men?” His gaze turned back to Roman. “I have
it on good authority that you’ve been with Denise.”

Roman tensed up. He didn’t know
how Liam knew of his
ex-lover, or her name, and to be honest, he wasn’t happy with it
either.

He kept his personal life very
private, and his lovers
were always protected.

Since his marriage, he hadn’t enjoyed another woman, not even his
wife. He’d been so focused on dealing with the fallout from taking
an outsider as a wife. Alex was … so different.

She didn’t know their customs and
often just stood by
herself, ignoring everyone, or being ignored, he wasn’t quite
sure.

What was with her? He couldn’t read
her.

Women like Denise, his ex-lover, were interested in power and
money. They only wanted what was best for themselves. When it came
to Alex, he wasn’t sure what it was. He also couldn’t find out the
relevant information he needed to know more about her. Her father
kept it all under wraps.

No one knew anything, and that pissed him
off.

Whenever he had a computer guy onto
something, there was
always some glitch or problem that stopped him from finding out
everything there was about his wife.

“My son wouldn’t ruin his marriage vows,” Lucas
said.

That wasn’t entirely correct. His father
had pulled him to one side and said that if he ever
needed to, there were always
mistresses who would help deal with his needs. Lucas, besides
having a wife, had three mistresses.

Roman hadn’t been interested in going to another woman. Being
married wasn’t what he expected. First of all, he had to make sure
Liam didn’t find out he hadn’t actually consummated the
marriage.

The only piece of information he could
truly get was that Liam
Smith loved his daughter. Adored her. She was treasured by him, and
that made her an interesting pawn in this game.

Liam Smith was an ally, and
his father had told him to
treat Alex with respect. He had no interest in hurting a
woman.

“I had dinner with Denise at her request, two weeks ago. She had a
problem and needed me to fix it.”

Her boss was getting handsy, and with his
and Alex’s marriage announced in the press, people assumed the
women in his life were
now easy targets.

He hadn’t seen Denise for a long time, and they had ended
things rather amicably.

Roman finished off his whiskey as Liam
glared at him. “My daughter has not returned. Go and find her.”

In his father’s home, he didn’t
expect to take orders
from anyone but Lucas. He had a quick glance at his father and saw
the nod. It annoyed him to even be seen doing as that bastard
asked.

Still, he turned on his heel and made his
way out of the main party, going along the corridor and
coming to a pause when he
caught sight of Antonio, one of his best friends, with his
wife.

Antonio attempted to put his arm around
Alex, but she immediately stood up. She hadn’t seen Roman yet. “You know what, I think
it’s time I headed back to the party. It was nice meeting you,
Antonio.” She stepped away, and the moment she caught sight of him,
she stopped. “Roman.”

“Alex.”

He stared at her from the tip of her head.
She had luscious brown hair. It was thick and fell around her in waves. From the short
time he had spent with her, he knew she often wore it up, most of
the time in a clip, rarely falling down around her
shoulders.

Staring down the length of her body, he
saw her black dress that was more fitting for a funeral than a party, and it wasn’t a
flattering fit either. The dress fell to her tits and then seemed
to hang off her body. None of her gorgeous curves were on display.
He knew she hadn’t picked this outfit herself.

The maid who came to clean his home three times a week had
picked it out for her. He made a note never to ask her to help his
wife again. No wonder the women were making snarky comments behind
their hands about her. She looked like … death.

Neither of them spoke, and Alex’s gaze moved from his, to the
wall, and then to the floor before returning to his.

“I better go and join them,”
she said.

“I’ll be there in a moment.”

She didn’t stop, just nodded as she kept on
walking.

“I think you’re wrong about her,” Antonio
said, getting to his feet.

He stared at his friend and tilted his head
to the side. “How?”

“She does not like me being
anywhere near her. Did you
see?” Antonio asked.

“I saw her move the moment you put your
hands around her.”

“Yeah, and she kindly removed my hand from
her thigh as well,” Antonio said.

“What?”

“You told me to get close, to push her. You
said there were no
limits, that if needed, to take it all the way. I merely put my
hand on her knee.” Antonio’s gaze swept over him. “But tell me,
Roman, if you don’t care about your wife, and you want everyone to
know that she is a manipulative, cheating bitch, why are your hands
clenched, and you look like you want to kill me?”

“I do not want to kill you. Good job.” Roman
didn’t like the fact that he felt this way. Alex meant nothing to
him. She was a job. A woman who had been forced on him.

She played her part of
innocent daughter well,
but he knew the truth. She was a slut and Liam’s greatest weakness.
He would find the truth one way or another.

It wasn’t lost on him that Liam had given
them the key to making
his life miserable. They could kill her and start a war. It would
be so easy. His father had told him that he respected and valued
Liam Smith. No war was ever going to wage with that man. Roman felt
that as soon as he discovered the truth about Alex, he’d get what
he wanted.

Antonio approached him and slapped
him on the shoulder.
“You keep on believing that, buddy. I know the truth. I’ve known
you for years, and you want to slit my throat. It’s fine, but maybe
you need to know what it is you want first, before you ask people
to do this.”

“Alex is a slut.”

“I don’t think she is. If so, then I’m not the kind of man
she goes for. We all know the ladies drop their panties for
me.”

Roman couldn’t help but look at Antonio’s
neck and think how good it would look oozing with blood.

“You know that murderous rage you’re
feeling right now?
That’s not what a guy who wants to have other men sleep with his
wife should feel like.” Antonio winked at him and left to rejoin
the party.

Running a hand down his face, he attempted
to clear his mind. Tonight was not going well.

He was running on only a couple of hours of sleep, and to be
frank, he was exhausted. For the last three days, he’d been chasing
a goddamn rat, one who wanted to trade their secrets for money and
a safe life. It was one of their science nerds, and so far, the son
of a bitch hadn’t made it out of the city. The fucker had been able
to make it another day. If it wasn’t for his father telling him he
had to be here tonight, he would’ve still been hunting
him.

Maybe what he needed to do was stay close
to home and make sure
his wife fell into the traps he’d set.

So far, she had proven him wrong, and he
didn’t like that.


Chapter Two

 


For the first time since her marriage had
been arranged, Alex Smith felt a little thrum of excitement. She
made her way across the
college grounds, found the usual tree where she had lunch, and sat
her ass down.

It had been five days since she last saw
her father, but last night, he’d stopped by Roman’s apartment,
where she’d been placed since the party, and told her she needed to
get back to
college.

She didn’t need to argue with him because staying at home,
waiting for something to happen, and attempting to find her own
entertainment sucked. Coming back to school and taking her classes
was a welcome relief.

The sun shone brightly in the sky, forcing her to remove her
cardigan, and she slid down the tree, crossed her legs, and pulled
her backpack between them. Since she’d packed herself a couple of
sandwiches, a bag of chips, and some fruit, she snagged her banana
and ate that first.

She was so hungry. This morning, she’d only gotten a few
slices of toast. Within a few bites, the banana was gone, and she
grabbed her apple to take a bite.

Keeping her gaze open, she stared across
the campus grounds. It was humming with activity, and she loved that. She loved
learning.

For the longest time, she wanted to go to college. Her father
hadn’t wanted her to. He’d offered to pay for tutors and for her to
learn at home, but she refused. She wanted the
experience.

He hadn’t forced her to study at home through high school.
She’d gone to a public school, and that had been … interesting.
Bill, her bodyguard, had always been present. Okay, he hadn’t been
present, but after one particular day of bad bullying and sporting
a black eye, Bill had followed her to school.

One quick glance toward the parking lot, and she saw him
standing there, watching her. She held her hand up and gave him a
quick wave.

In response, he lifted his hand. It looked
more like an alien
gesture, but she took it. He meant well.

Finishing off her apple, she then grabbed her
sandwich.

Since being married to Roman, he’d denied
Bill’s presence. The man worked for her father, so
he wouldn’t allow the
other man anywhere near her. Last night, her father told her that
he’d have people looking out for her. She was going to be a target
now, not just for his enemies, but also for Greco’s
enemies.

Personally, she’d done nothing wrong,
but it would seem, in
their world, they liked to make people pay for others’
mistakes.

Leaning back against the tree, she slowed down her eating so
she wouldn’t give herself a stomachache.

She missed Bill. Missed her dad. Missed
Mellie, the cook back home. That woman had a way of making her feel loved and
safe.

Roman had a chef at one of his restaurants
who dealt with meals.
They were delivered every day at the same time. Breakfast was
served at exactly seven thirty. Lunch at twelve thirty, and then
dinner by six thirty. She never got a say in what was cooked. The
food looked pretentious, like it had spent a lifetime attempting to
win awards.

Alex hated it.

Mellie’s noodle soup and dumplings and
lemon cake, and the list kept on going, those were the best. Just thinking about them now
made her a little homesick.

After dusting off her hands, she put her wrappings all together
and went in search of the necessary trash bins. She put her trash
inside and then glanced down at the time. She had five minutes to
get to English class.

Glancing back toward the parking
lot, she saw Bill was
there. She wanted to go to him, to thank him, at the very least hug
him, but she knew he wouldn’t like that. Bill liked to keep things
strictly professional. At least outside, in the open. When they
were alone, he let her hug and sob against his shoulder.

He was like daddy number two.

Shaking that loneliness
off, she headed toward
English class, only to come to a stop when she caught sight of
Roman. He didn’t look at her, and she stepped behind one of the
thick oak trees and glanced toward her husband. He was talking to a
man, but she didn’t recognize who he was.

He hadn’t come to get her, so what was he doing on school
property? Did it matter?

Roman glanced toward her, and she
sank against the tree, not
wanting to be seen.

Her heart started to race. Did he see her
looking?

She should just make it to English. Snooping, or spying, was not
for her.

Alex was about to make a
break for it when fingers
wrapped around her wrist, stopping her. She spun toward the person
who’d grabbed her and saw Roman was there. How had he moved from
across the grounds toward her so fast?

“What are you doing?” Roman asked.

She tugged at her wrist. “Let me go.” She
didn’t want to cause a
scene. Not many people were around, but there were a few. She hated
bringing attention to herself.

“Why are you here?” Roman asked. “Who sent you?”

Why was he accusing her?

“I’m going to class,” she said. “Please, I
don’t want to be late.”

“Sir, I suggest you let her
go.”

This was Bill. This was going to be very
bad.

She looked from Roman to Bill, then back
again.

“Why are you here?” Roman asked.

“I have it on strict orders to keep an eye
on her, to protect her, while she goes to school,” Bill said.

“She is my wife. She is coming with me.”

Bill stepped in front of
Roman, stopping
him.

She tried to tell Bill to just
step aside, but he’d
been given orders by her father.

“Alex, go to class,” Bill said. He didn’t
take his gaze from Roman as he brought his cell phone to his ear. “Sir, I have Roman here,
and he is trying to remove Alex from school.”

She saw Roman’s jaw clenching. This wasn’t good. This was
very, very, bad.

As she looked between the two men, Roman took the cell
phone. He didn’t remove his fingers from her wrist.

“What?” Roman asked.

Bill had one hand at his waist, and she
knew he was getting ready to strike. Bill was deadliest when he appeared calm and
collected.

This wasn’t going to end well.

Roman handed his cell phone back, but he
didn’t let her go.

In fact, he grabbed Bill’s
jacket. She gasped as he
slammed his head against the other man’s, taking Bill by surprise
and knocking him out, and then, he rested him up against the
tree.

As he did so, he’d let her go, and Alex
tried to escape. She took several steps away from him, but
he wouldn’t let her go. He
grabbed her, and then they marched across the school
grounds.

She didn’t say anything, but fear traveled down her spine,
and she felt sick. A hand went to her stomach, and she tried not to
throw up.

Her father had always tried
to hide violence from her as it
did make her sick. She hated the confrontation, the aggression.
None of it served any purpose to her, other than to instill fear
inside. She wanted to run away.

But Roman dragged her across the parking
lot. She attempted to dig her heels into the ground.

If she wasn’t such a coward, she’d have shouted for help, but how
would that have looked?

Screaming because her husband was taking her
away. Was he going to beat her? Hurt her?

Her father had said it was fine for her to
return to school, but the way Roman was reacting, this was the
furthest thing from the
truth.

He opened the car door and pushed her inside. She held on to her
bag for comfort.

Roman moved around the car and then went
to the driver’s side. She tried her door, but he must have put the
damn child lock on because she couldn’t get out.

She wasn’t going to show fear though. Fear was for the weak,
wasn’t it?

Her heart pounded and her throat felt
thick. She didn’t have
her cell phone with her, and there was no way to contact her father
for help. She was on her own.

Bill would wake up soon. Wouldn’t he?

“Did you kill him?” she asked.

Roman pulled out of the parking lot, and
then they were on the
road. He didn’t answer, and Alex hated this.

“Did you?”

He still didn’t answer.

“Damn it, Bill is important to my father.
You better not have
killed him or else—”

“Or else what?” Roman asked.

“Or else my father will consider it a slight
against him. He will make you pay.”

Roman laughed. “Make me pay. The man is a
fucking fool. Allowing you to go to school.”

“How dare you? Just because you
don’t want your women to
be intelligent. My father is the complete opposite. He believes all
women should be treated equally.”

“I have nothing against women seeking an
education!” He snarled out the words.

“Then why are you taking me
away? And slow down. You
are going to get us killed.”

She had already slid her seatbelt on,
but now, she dropped her
bag down between her legs and held on to the door.

“I can’t. We’re being followed.”

Alex gasped and looked around, trying to
see if there was anyone following them. At that moment, Roman changed lanes, and she
saw a black car did exactly the same move. Roman changed again, and
the same car did the same action.

“Okay, okay, we’re being followed.”

“From the moment I got to the school, that
car was sat there. I thought it looked a bit suspicious, but it was there before
I turned up, so I didn’t think much of it. Knowing you were there,
that’s why the black car was there.”

“They want me?” Alex asked, starting to
panic.

“Are you too fucking dumb to realize that
you are now a powerful
woman? You are married to the Greco Boss’s son, and you are the
daughter of Liam Smith, notorious crime lord. There is a target on
your head, Alex.”

She had no idea. “I’m not important.”

“Do not be dense.”

“My dad will move heaven and
earth to save me, but to
you, I’m nothing. I’m just a contract you can’t stand.” She was
only stating a fact.

Roman didn’t like her.

“Then you are more foolish than I
thought.”

“I just … my dad said it was fine for me to
go to
school.”

“Maybe it was before you married me, but not anymore. It is not
safe for you.” They came to a long stretch of road, and Alex felt
the hum of the car beneath her.

“Stay down,” Roman said.

She had nowhere else to go.

This was the most they had
talked in their two months of
marriage.

He spun the car, and all of a sudden, they were facing the
other car. At some point, Roman had gotten himself a gun, and he
pointed it toward the car. Alex screamed as bullets hit the
car.

Roman put his foot on the
gas, and the car squeaked. She
held on for dear life, but the noise was deafening, and she felt
like she was going to be sick.

The car wasn’t turning. She just knew they
were going to crash.

Roman didn’t veer. He didn’t change direction as he stayed
completely focused on the car in front of him, and panic filled
her. They were going to die, and if he killed the people in the
front seat of the car, they were as good as dead.

She called his name, but Roman wasn’t
listening to her.

They were going to die.

****

Roman stared at the two
men who were chained to
chairs in the basement of one of Liam’s strip clubs. Cops were
upstairs, and it amused Roman that Liam conducted illegal business
right under their noses, but he guessed that was the best way of
finding the men who would do anything for money or sex.

Liam’s man hadn’t turned up yet, but he had a feeling that when
he did, it wasn’t going to go well. No doubt, he’d already talked
to Bill, and had probably talked to Alex, who was upstairs in one
of the private rooms.

Roman didn’t like bringing her to a strip club. There was
too much sex. He didn’t want to bring her, but taking her home or
leaving her anywhere else right now didn’t seem logical.

She had been panicked, but what had
surprised him while he’d waited for his men to arrive was that she’d secured the two men
who currently sat bleeding now. Without screaming at him and
without fainting.

Yes, she had thrown up, but she told him
she didn’t realize they were going to be trying to save their
lives after she had
eaten lunch. She seemed a little pissed off, but it was her
suggestion to bring them here.

Was this where she lost her virginity?

Roman didn’t believe for a second that she
was a virgin. If she wasn’t one, why did she oppose the test his
father asked
for?

The door to the basement opened, and then Liam advanced on him,
fists raised. Roman shook him off, ready to step toe to toe with
him.

“How dare you drag my daughter off campus!”
Bill was right behind him, sporting a black eye.

Roman wondered if the guy had a nice nap, but he kept his
thoughts to himself. Now was not the time to start a
fight.

“It’s a good thing I did, and look what I’ve got. These men
were waiting for her.” He’d been at the campus because the
scientist he’d been after had one job to complete to be able to
have the money and security he craved, and that was to build a
drug.

Roman wasn’t quite sure what kind of drug
it was, or if it was even a drug, but either way, the only place he
knew where to find a guy
like the one he was after was a campus. It was sheer fucking luck
that he saw these guys and put two and two together with his
wife.

She should have been fucking home, where she
was safe.

“Bill was there to protect her.”

“Yeah? And did your precious bodyguard
even notice the
blacked-out car waiting for her, watching her? It fucking stuck out
like a sore thumb, but he was busy watching her like some
pervert.”

Bill stepped forward. “I would never look at
her in such a way. She is like a daughter to me.”

“A daughter you’re going to get killed.”

“Enough!” Liam yelled, and Roman gritted his
teeth.

In all his life, he had never had to step
down from a fight or have so much control when it came to a man who
pissed him off. His
father had told him to respect Liam, to work with him, and above
all else, to never make waves. This wasn’t how Roman
worked.

The Greco name was everything to him.
Working with Liam, having Alex as his wife, it was all pushing him
a little too far. He wasn’t used to not striking out.

“Where is Alex?” Liam asked.

Taking a deep breath, Roman turned toward Liam. “She is upstairs.
She is the one who suggested I bring them here.”

Liam nodded. “Good. She knows this is the
best place to get answers.”

“With cops partying upstairs?”

“Those cops are friends. I take care of them, and they take care
of me. I do not have to explain my actions to you, or that most of
the men upstairs owe me.” He turned toward the men.

They were currently passed out.

Roman had decided to start with their
nails. He found the
utmost pain talked volumes. In most situations, a little pain, and
men were blabbering all kinds of secrets. It was kind of
embarrassing for them, but that was the way of their
world.

Liam stepped forward, and he tilted their
heads back.

“What are you doing?” Roman asked. He was used to working
alone.

“They have the mark,” Liam said and stepped back.

“What mark?”

Roman had been too pissed to get too close
without beating the crap
out of them. All he wanted to do was cut them up. He rather liked
using his knives, and these men had thought to attack his wife.
Even though he didn’t particularly like Alex, she was still his
wife. Under his protection, and if anything happened to her, it
would be on him.

He would be a laughingstock of the Greco
family.

She had to be protected at all costs, even if he didn’t agree
that she was part of their world. She was his wife.

“The Smirnov mark,” Liam said.

This made Roman step forward and lift the
man’s head. Sure enough,
at the base of his neck was the mark. It was a coiled snake, the
fangs dripping blood.

Roman hadn’t seen that in many years. “Why are they after
Alex?” Roman asked.

“Let’s find out.” Liam lifted the bucket of water, which was
also mingled with piss. He had found another of Liam’s men pissing
in the bucket and said the boss liked it.

Roman didn’t bother asking questions. This is one of the many
reasons why he preferred to work alone or with his own
men.

Antonio, Marlo, and Cash all knew the
score. They knew how he worked. They were his best friends, and the
only men he trusted, other than his father.

He certainly didn’t trust Liam, his father-in-law. Just thinking
of him like that was enough to wrinkle his nose.

The piss and water were used on the men, and
they woke up with a gasp.

Now, Liam’s method of torture was
legendary, or at least the rumors surrounding him were. Men would rather kill
themselves than face Liam’s wrath.

Roman watched as Liam pulled out a
knife from his jacket
pocket. He unsheathed the blade. It was small.

“Why were you following my daughter?” Liam
asked. He stood with his
legs wide, almost straddling the man on the left. Roman watched as
he suddenly jabbed the man in the chest.

A gasp, and Liam repeated the question.
The man on the right just watched. With each question and jab, the man looked even more
terrified.

Roman saw Liam work, and
when he wasn’t stabbing
the man’s chest, he hit his stomach, and then his
thighs.

How the man was still breathing, Roman
didn’t know, but his skill was … sharp, it was perfectly aimed. The
man
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