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      DANGEROUS. VICIOUS. TWISTED.

      ALINA

      I'll do anything to protect my brother, even willingly become the captive of a man like Damian Russo—criminal, killer, villain, Mafia Prince.

      If I try to escape, my brother dies.

      I don't want to want Damian, to crave him, to ache for his touch. But that doesn't stop him from summoning my darkest desires.

      I'm afraid I'm losing myself completely to him—body and soul.

      

      DAMIAN

      Alina Madsen is my prisoner. She believes she's just collateral, a guarantee her brother will pay his debt.

      But she's a pawn, a game piece in my quest for vengeance against her ex, the man who killed my father.

      I'll use her, take her, enjoy that gorgeous body while I force her secrets from between those luscious lips.

      At least, that's the plan, until the primal part of my brain rears its head and roars, Mine.

      

      **Twisted Fate is the first book in the Vegas Vicious series. It is a stand-alone romance in a connected series featuring the Russo crime family. Enemies to lovers, captive heroine, obsessed alpha billionaire hero. This full-length novel includes violent scenes, profanity, and explicit sex. May not be suitable for sensitive audiences.**
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      A hand catches my arm—strong, commanding, a searing touch. The kind of hand you don’t pull away from if you know what’s good for you. Long, strong fingers. Neat, trimmed nails. The tattoos on the hand—a fearsome skull on the back, the ace of clubs between the thumb and forefinger, a small cross at the base of the fourth finger—are a stark contrast to the diamond-studded Patek Philippe watch peeking out from beneath the cuff of an expensive black jacket.

      “Who are you?” The voice is low, sexy, intimate somehow even here in the crowded casino amidst the hoots and shouts and ringing of slot machines. There’s a reason for that ringing. It makes people think that someone just won, and if someone won then they can too. So they feed their money into the machine again and again and again, desperate for the win that never comes.

      “I’m nobody,” I reply, keeping my eyes on the carpet beneath my feet—gold carpet with dark red flowers—willing the guy to walk away. I don’t look around for Enzo; I hope he’s still doing whatever he’s been doing for the past half hour while he left me here waiting. This is not the moment I want him to arrive with his hair-trigger temper.

      “Nobody? I find that hard to believe. Tell me your name.” The stranger’s words are a command. One I have no intention of following.

      “Nobody,” I say again, but then make the mistake of raising my gaze. His eyes are as black and cold as a demon’s, but set into the face of an angel chiseled from marble. Thick, dark hair. A straight slash of brows. Three-day scruff that’s artfully maintained. For what feels like a small eternity, I’m trapped, locked in that dark gaze.

      Bad boys are my kryptonite, so in different circumstances, I would do exactly as he commands and tell him my name—Alina Madsen—along with my number, my address, and any other pertinent information he might want. I am tempted, so tempted.

      But I know exactly what Enzo’s reaction will be if he finds me talking to a man, any man, especially one who looks like this. Fists first, questions later.

      How did I not realize that sooner?

      I met Enzo a couple of months ago, soon after I arrived in Vegas. He was charming, handsome, and had very deep pockets full of wads of cash that he liked to spend on taking me out to nice places. I foolishly hadn’t questioned where any of that cash came from. Let’s call it a hard lesson learned.

      After overhearing snippets of a few business calls, I realized he unofficially worked for the Ivanov family. The Russos and the Ivanovs—two powerful crime families, constantly at war with each other for absolute control over this city. It felt like a world—or, underworld, really—that only existed in the movies—The Godfather or The Sopranos. Not exactly on my everyday radar.

      Funny thing about hard lessons, they often come in pairs. The first time Enzo lost his temper with me because some guy was looking at me and he thought I was looking back, he yelled. Then apologized. And I accepted.

      The second time, he punched the wall beside my head. Then apologized. And I accepted.

      The third time, he grabbed my shoulders and shook me. He apologized. I didn’t accept…until I did. Stupid me.

      The fourth time, he bruised my wrist and yanked my arm so hard it left my shoulder aching for days after. He apologized.

      I didn’t accept.

      But he kept calling, swearing he would never lay hands on me again. Finally, I agreed to meet up with him here tonight, a busy casino with lots of witnesses and security where I can tell him in person that we’re done. I figure that if he sees my face when I say it, sees that I mean it, then he’ll finally get the message and leave me alone.

      That’s my goal, and the last thing I need is to give Enzo an excuse to lose his shit.

      Hoping he hasn’t seen me, I look around for him. I don’t see him, but I do notice the two guys standing just behind the demon-angel. They’re all tall, over six feet. And they’re insanely good looking. One has light brown hair and green eyes, his nose straight and a little narrow, his features perfect. A little too perfect for my taste.  The other one’s blond with blue eyes, his hair thick and wavy, his mouth curved in a smirk. Despite the different coloring, there’s something similar about all of them… the cheekbones or the strong jaw… I wonder if they’re related.

      A buffet of gorgeous.

      But it’s the demon-angel who holds my attention.

      I glance down at his hand on my arm and reluctantly pull away. “I’m meeting someone,” I mutter.

      The guy’s grip isn’t tight and I remove it easily. Clearly not taking the hint, he reaches for me again, lean muscle shifting under his impeccably tailored suit jacket.

      “Lost your charm, bro?” the blond asks with a laugh and punches him in the shoulder.

      I take the opportunity to spin and flee, ducking around a line of slot machines, skirting a waitress carrying a tray laden with drinks, before weaving through a group of girls who look like they’re in Vegas for a bachelorette, if the flowing white veil one of them is wearing is any indication.

      After a minute, I peer past the machine we’re all clustered around and see that the demon-angel is gone. In his place stands Enzo, his face a mask of rage.

      He storms over and grabs my wrist in a crushing grip that will leave marks. So much for never laying hands on me again.

      Despite my protests, he drags me through the casino and shoves me through a set of doors. And so much for the safety of witnesses and security. The doors swing shut behind us, leaving us alone in a huge, dimly lit banquet hall, empty except for stacks of chairs against the far wall and a single table bearing an empty bottle and two dirty glasses.

      I yank my arm free. His fingers have left red imprints on my pale skin.

      “Do you know who the hell that was?” he yells, raking his hands through is hair.

      “Who?” I snarl at him, rubbing my wrist.

      “That was Damian Russo and two of his brothers, you stupid bitch.”

      I stare at him for a moment, my heart racing. Then I brazen it out. “I’m supposed to know who Damian Russo is?”

      Before Vegas, I was just a normal girl who’d grown up in Buffalo, New York. I’d been an A-student in high school and was in the process of earning my degree in English Lit from a local university when Mom and Dad got hit by a drunk driver on the way back from their regular weekly date-night dinner. The coroner said they died instantly.

      For some people, the familiarity of home—the house they grew up in, the park around the corner, the stores and buildings and neighbors—might ease their grief. For me, it only made it worse. Besides, I couldn’t afford the rent on the house. I developed a whole lot of wanderlust. So I started traveling, and eventually I ended up here, in the middle of the Nevada desert. Partly because I like the heat, the energy, the town that never sleeps, but mostly because it’s where my brother Markus ended up and he’s all the family I have left.

      For a hot minute, it was a loving reunion. Markus hugged me, fed me, let me stay at his place rent free until I got a job and found a place of my own. He joked that I’d keep him out of trouble. He was so happy to see me. So happy to have me around. Until he wasn’t, because I started asking too many questions and the answers told me my brother was up to his old tricks. Drinking. Using. Gambling. Hanging out with a very wrong crowd.

      Between things both Markus and Enzo have said, I know exactly who Damian Russo and his brothers are: Mafia royalty.

      “Russo is the wrong man to flirt with.” Enzo glares at me, his face red, a vein throbbing at his temple.

      I let out a humorless laugh. “I wasn’t flirting.”

      Without warning, he backhands me, leaving my ears ringing and the taste of blood in my mouth. I stumble back and stare at him with shock. “What the fuck⁠—?”

      “He’s a coldblooded killer,” Enzo snaps. “You cross him, and you die. No exceptions.”

      “Gee, thanks for the friendly warning,” I mutter, my hand pressed to my burning cheek. I cut a glance at the doors and take a step toward them.

      “I saw how he was looking at you,” Enzo says, pacing now.

      I sidle closer to the doors. How was he looking at me? I don’t ask, not wanting to feed Enzo’s rage.

      He stalks toward me, blocking my path and answers as if I did ask. “Like he wanted to fuck you.” Again, he rakes his fingers through his hair. “Stay the hell away from him.”

      I guess I’m feeling more anger than common sense right now. “Or what?”

      The look Enzo gives me is, in a word, soulless. I know I’ve said the wrong thing. And I’m pretty sure Enzo’s already lost every last one of his morals doing who-knew-what for who-knew-who. For all of Vegas’s shiny, glossy exterior, it’s only a cover for the bottomless pool of darkness that lies beneath.

      Enzo is part of that darkness.

      For each step I back away, he stalks a step closer. My mouth is dry. Fear makes my chest so tight I can barely breathe. My pulse pounds. I slip my right hand back and reach… reach…

      Enzo lunges for me. I swing the empty bottle I’d grabbed from the table at his temple and I run.

      I tear through the doors and plunge into the crowd, not daring to look back. Then I see him, Damian Russo, standing near the bar, staring right at me. For a second, I have the weird thought that if I run to him, he’ll protect me from Enzo. And that is probably the craziest thing that’s ever crossed my mind.

      His dark eyes narrow as he stares at me, anger flickering across his expression. Then the man beside him puts a hand on his shoulder and Damian turns his head.

      A glance back reveals Enzo staggering in my wake, fingers pressed to his temple as he searches the crowd. He hasn’t spotted me yet.

      I make my getaway, speed walking through the casino to the lobby, through the exit and out into a blast of dry heat, noise and commotion of the Strip. My pulse races as I sprint for the bus, making it just as the doors are closing, no plan in mind other than escape.

      I don’t know where I’m going.

      Anywhere that isn’t here.
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      Those legs, those eyes, those lips, those tits. Long, pale gold hair. I like brunettes just fine, but that shade of blonde does something to me.

      Need, sudden and violent, rises within me as soon as her blue eyes lock with mine. The need to have her, to possess her. I don’t know another woman who’s made my cock this hard this fast. So I ask her name.

      She brushes me off like a harmless mosquito who’s landed for a quick bite. Not an experience I’ve had before.

      Then she takes off while Dante and Cassio cackle and crack jokes at my expense. I lose sight of her for a few minutes as I join my brothers at the bar and I have no idea why I even care. But I do. I want to know where she is, who she is. I want to know every fucking thing about her.

      “Blondie has reappeared,” Dante says, as if I haven’t already homed in on her like a fucking missile.

      She stands across the casino floor beside a row of slot machines. Even from this distance I notice two things: She looks scared and her right cheek is bright red. Like someone hit her. Fury ignites in my gut.

      My gaze snares hers. Her eyes widen and she takes a half step toward me.

      I feel a hand on my shoulder and turn my head toward my brother.

      “Just heard from Dad,” Cassio says, sliding his phone into the inside pocket of his jacket. “He wants to meet for dinner. Talk about the Ivanovs.”

      I grunt my assent and turn back toward the woman.

      She’s gone. Again.

      “Fuck.” I look around, but don’t see her.

      What I do see is a guy holding one hand to the side of his head, pushing through the crowd, going up on his toes and shifting side to side. Looking for someone. I’ve seen this guy before… Names don’t always stick with me, but faces, I never forget.

      I’ve seen that face more than once in the past few weeks. My hackles rise. I’m not a big believer in coincidence.

      He notices me studying him and turns away. I follow his gaze toward the lobby and catch a glimpse of the woman.

      “Dante, follow him. I want to know who he is and what he’s doing here,” I say, already walking away. People move out of my way on instinct. Cassio calls it the Red Sea effect.

      The lobby’s nearly empty when I get there. A group of older couples laughing and joking. Some people checking in. A lone guy talking loudly on his phone, as if he thinks the whole world is hanging on his every word.

      No sign of the blonde.

      I’m not sure why I feel disappointed. It’s not like I can’t get any piece of ass I want.

      But for some reason, I want her.
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      We’re in the private dining room at one of my father’s favorite restaurants, the five of us at a table that can seat ten, Papa at the head, Leo at his right hand, facing the door, Dante beside him. I’m at Papa’s left, facing the windows that overlook the garden, Cassio beside me. Sabina’s going to be pissed that she wasn’t included. My kid sister loves this place, but tonight is for business. I’ll bring her a dessert to make it up to her.

      The walls and drapery are deep royal purple; the overhead chandelier drips black crystals. Behind my father’s chair is a large, ornate mirror that hangs above a credenza boasting silver-framed photos of famous—and infamous—guests. The feeling of the room is intimate, elegant.

      An armed soldato stands just inside the closed door. There’s another just outside. My father, Salvatore Russo, is a careful man.

      “I don’t like it, Papa,” Leo says, frowning. He takes a sip of his Roagna Crichet Paje Barbaresco, a full bodied, dry red. It pairs well with pasta. Unfortunately for him, tonight the sixteen-course menu is French. Not a single pasta dish in sight. But Leo likes what he likes.

      Papa savors a bite of Ossetra caviar, a sip of Sauvignon Blanc, glances at Leo, and shrugs. “Vlasta is dead. Mikhail is in charge. There is nothing to like or dislike.”

      Vlasta Ivanov died six months ago. Heart attack. He and Papa hadn’t been friends. That would have been pushing it. But in our line of work, knowing your enemy is essential. There’d been a grudging respect between Papa and Vlasta and that meant our two families had been able to divide up Las Vegas in an amicable way.

      Problem is, Vlasta’s brother Mikhail inherited the leadership position, and Mikhail doesn’t respect anyone. He’s a wild card, and the way he’s stomping on long held agreements is telling us we need a plan.

      “He had a man at one of our casinos tonight,” I say. We don’t own the casino, but we do claim it as our turf. Despite a colorful history with organized crime, Las Vegas casinos are now owned and operated by large corporations, subject to rigid oversight and licensing. We can’t directly get a finger in that pie. But while every casino has the occasional big winner, more often they have big losers. Our family’s agreement with the Ivanovs means that we extend credit to the losers at our casinos and they extend credit at theirs. And by credit, I mean loans at two points a week. Some people might call that loan sharking. We call it business. “He’s an Ivanov associate. I’ve seen him with Nikolai.” Mikhail’s son.

      My father leans back in his chair. “What was he doing there?”

      I play the scene in my mind. “Following a blonde.”

      Leo scowls. “You think Ivanov’s running whores on our turf?”

      I glare at him as Cassio lets out a hoot of laughter. “If she’s a whore, she is the absolute worst at her job,” he says. “She wouldn’t even give Damian her name. Took off like he smelled like skunk and didn’t even give him a backward glance.”

      “She is not a whore,” I say, certain of that fact though I can’t say why.

      “Agreed,” Dante says. “She was definitely personal.”

      “Still, one of Ivanov’s men shouldn’t have been anywhere near our place,” Leo mutters, dark eyes flashing.

      “You follow him?” I ask Dante.

      “He didn’t go far,” Dante says. “He hung around, played the slots. Was still feeding a machine when I left to come here.”

      “You certain he works for the Ivanovs?” Cassio asks.

      “Not certain,” I say. “But I have a suspicion.”

      “Your suspicions are usually correct” Leo says. “What’s he doing on our turf? What are the Ivanovs playing at?”

      “We will meet with Mikhail,” Papa says, his hands in motion as he speaks, emphasizing his words. “We will discuss, negotiate, come to an agreement.” He grins at Leo and gently pats his cheek. “You worry too much, Leonardo.”

      Leo grits his teeth, then asks, “What if Mikhail doesn’t want to discuss, negotiate, and come to an agreement? What if he wants what’s ours?”

      My father takes another bite, swallows, looks at me. “And you, Damiano? Dante? Cassio? You share your brother’s concerns?”

      That’s Papa. Never favoring one child over the other. Always willing to hear opinions, weigh them before he makes a final decision.

      “Mikhail’s ruthless, which I can respect,” I say, setting down my wine glass.

      “But he’s unpredictable,” Dante says.

      “Which makes him dangerous,” Cassio says, pointing his fork at Dante to emphasize his point.

      Papa reaches over and slaps Cassio’s hand. “Manners,” he says.

      “Mikhail’s dangerous even to his own,” I say. Papa’s gaze lands on me. “There are rumblings that maybe Vlasta’s heart attack was…encouraged by artificial means.”

      My father’s expression sharpens. “You have proof?”

      “Not yet,” I say. “I’m working on it.”

      My father nods. Then his brows lower. His gaze scans the room.

      The soladata by the door tenses.

      Leo rises and turns a slow circle.

      The hair on the back of my neck prickles and I glance at the door, then the windows. Something is off. We all feel it.

      A shadow shifts outside the window.

      I surge from my seat.

      At the same time, I hear a sharp pop. The sound of glass breaking. Another pop.

      I throw myself onto my father, sending his chair toppling back onto the floor, my body a shield over his.

      Too late.

      He lies on his back in the overturned chair, staring at the ceiling. There’s a small, neat hole in his forehead. But the hole in the back of his head is neither neat nor small. Blood and brain and bits of bone cover my hands as I reach for the wound.

      Bracing my weight on my right hand, I rear back and stare into my father’s eyes. But he isn’t there. He’s gone, shot through the head and the heart with hollow-point bullets. Double tap.

      His blood pools on the floor around my hand, warm and dark.

      I’m dimly aware of Dante and Cassio tearing out of the room, going after the shooter, and of the two armed guards grabbing Leo and trying to drag him away. Protocol. The boss is dead. Protect the new boss.

      Dead. My father is dead.

      For a second, I feel nothing. Nothing at all.

      And then pain and rage and hate flood my veins.

      I throw back my head and howl.
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      Two months later

      
      Emergencies only.

      That’s what I told Markus when I gave him my new phone number last week. And then I’d reiterated that I was being serious that he call me only if he had no other option. The night I’d fled the casino and Enzo had been a turning point for me. No more bad boys. And that included my brother. I love him. He’s the only family I have left. But I can’t let him bring his bad decisions into my life.

      It’s halfway through my shift when I feel my phone buzz in my apron pocket. It’s an old phone, no screen, no call display, but I know it’s Markus since he’s the only one who has the number. I’d changed it the morning after Enzo hit me.

      I quickly drop off a trayful of drinks at a table full of middle-aged businessmen, leering at me as if they fully believe I’ll be the next one on stage, swinging around the pole with my tits and ass fully on display.

      I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t considered it—for half a second, anyway. Money’s lean right now. I’d make a lot more of it working on the Strip, but this place, despite the scumbag clientele I’ve experienced since I started here, feels safer.

      And I’m all about safety these days.

      I’d originally taken the job waitressing at the Emerald—an off-Strip gentlemen’s club—because I thought Enzo was less likely to find me here. But since the night he hit me, I haven’t seen Enzo or a single face I recognize from my time with him, which I consider a very good thing. Maybe I’m being overly cautious, but I never want to see him again. Turns out that I might not need to worry. Enzo’s disappeared. The night I’d taken off after he hit me was the last I’ve seen of him. Once I’d made it back to my tiny apartment, I’d double locked my door and hidden out for a week, but he never came after me. I still haven’t heard from him. No call, no text, no explanation.

      Gut instinct is telling me he’s dead, that someone put a bullet in his head. Or worse.

      Still, I’m lying low. He took me places—clubs, restaurants, a couple of parties. People saw us together. I’m connected to Enzo, which means I could be in danger. What if one of his associates thinks I know something valuable? I could swear I’ve felt someone watching me when I leave the club at night, but no matter how often I look around, I never see anyone. Maybe I’m paranoid. Maybe not. I would have left Vegas—should have left Vegas—but I don’t have any money, and no family to fall back on. Just Markus.

      And here we are.

      By the time I lose the tray and grab the phone, it’s stopped buzzing. At least, for all of five seconds before it starts again.

      “I can’t talk,” is the first thing I say when I hold it to my ear.

      “Hey, Sis,” Markus says. “It’s good to hear your voice.”

      I wish I could say the same. “I’m at work.”

      “I know. But I need you to do something for me.”

      I groan. “Markus, I said only emergencies⁠—”

      “This is an emergency,” he cuts me off. “A big fucking emergency.”

      I finally hear the strain in his voice. It’s usually covered really well by the bravado and easy confidence he slathers on like butter. Markus doesn’t like to look weak to anyone. And he doesn’t like to ask for help.

      Unless it’s a big fucking emergency.

      Shit.

      “What do you need me to do?” I ask.

      He lets out a sigh then, a shaky, wavery sound that only ramps up my anxiety and concern.

      “Go to my place. There’s a spare key hidden in the cracked flowerpot to the left of the door. Under my bed is a black duffle bag. I need you to bring it to me.”

      “Should I ask why you can’t go get it yourself?” I ask, voice tight.

      “I’m a bit busy at the moment.”

      “Markus, what the fuck is going on?”

      “Just…just do it. Please, Sis. Just do this one thing for me without a fuckton of questions, all right? Do this and I promise this is the last time I’ll ask you for a favor like this.”

      I don’t believe him. I’ve learned the hard way never to trust a drug addict with a gambling problem. I’d trusted him in high school when he told me he could double the money I’d saved from my part-time job flipping burgers. I never saw a penny of that money again. I’d trusted him my first year in college when he begged me to get him out of the hole he’d dug for himself. I’d given him what I could afford, and some I couldn’t. He’d promised he’d pay me back, and he had…two years later. I’d had to take the graveyard shift at a gas bar to afford to eat for the rest of that semester. I’d trusted him when we each got a tiny inheritance after Mom and Dad died and he begged to borrow mine to pay off his debts, swore he’d pay me back every penny. He’d started out strong, sending money every month. Until he didn’t. I’m still waiting for the rest.

      “What casino are you at and how much do you owe?” I ask grudgingly.

      “How the hell do you know I’m at a casino?”

      I roll my eyes. “Let’s call it a lucky guess.”

      He lets out another shuddery breath. “Like I said, this is the last time.”

      “Sure.” I try to keep the sarcasm out of my voice, but it’s a gift-with-purchase when it comes to being an audience member for a lifetime of Markus’s issues. “Where are you?”

      “Are you going to bring me the bag?” he presses.

      “What happens if I say no? Got someone else to call in town that you trust?”

      “Do you?” he asks softly.

      My jaw tightens. “I asked first.”

      There’s a grudging silence. We both know the answer to that. Neither one of us has anyone else in the world who gives a single shit about us. Anyone we can trust with our darkest secrets. It’s a sad realization, but that doesn’t make it any less true.

      I wait. It doesn’t take long before Markus tells me where he is.

      I wave at Susan—the closest thing I have to a friend in Vegas—and gesture to let her know I’m leaving. She nods, mouths call me later and blows me a kiss, then points toward the boss’s office, but I shake my head.

      No sense trying to give some lame excuse to my boss about why I’m leaving early. He’ll tell me I have to stay. So I just leave, knowing I’ll have to find another dive to work at tomorrow.

      It’s okay, there are plenty of
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