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Money. Family. Power.

 

Everything else is a waste of Ciarán’s time.

 

As the eldest son of the O’Hanlon Family, Ciarán knows it’s his responsibility to carry the weight of their sins on his shoulders. He will do anything to protect them at any cost.

 

 When his sister, Eevee, finds more trouble than she bargained for, Ciarán’s world turns upside down by the secrets she holds.

 

Will tragedy bring them together or divide them forever?
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Ann Alfano, you used to tease me that I was not going to dedicate a book to you until you died. I would tease you and say, “you better live a long time.” For once, I wish you would have listened to me. There is not a day that goes by I don’t think about you. The fun times and the adventures we would have. We laughed, we cried and, through it all, I was learning so much about life from you. I miss you so much and carry you in my heart always. Until we meet again, keep my bingo seat warm for me.
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O’Hanlon Family, Inc.

Established 1945

Eevee

 

Revenge. It should really be my middle name, but it’s not. I’ve made my living in Vegas enacting revenge for those who don’t have the balls to do it themselves. Oh yeah, most people in this town talk the talk, but that’s where it ends. I come from a long line of revenge seekers. Since I’m not of the right gender, my dad thought the business his family built up over seventy-five years would automatically go to his three sons. My oldest brother, Ciarán, owns one of the oldest bars in Dublin. It’s there at the Lucky O I learned about keeping book. That’s the art of what is commonly referred to as loan sharking. My middle brother, Patrick, is the cleaner. He can erase anyone from anything. Like when a member of Parliament woke up next to a dead hooker, Patrick was called in to make it all go away—hence—the cleaner. Then there is Ronan. He is the one that Daddy swore would be the one to carry on his business, that is until Ronan joined the Priesthood. I thought that would be the day Daddy would drop dead of a heart attack. Instead, he wanted me to go with Ronan and become a nun. I’m sure Jesus himself was laughing at that one. When Daddy got the big C, he was too sick to fulfill his last contract. He asked Ciarán to take it, but he didn’t have it in him. He never expected his little princess (that would be me) to pick up where he left off. He tried to talk me out of it, but he was talking a blue streak all the way to his grave. It’s been eight years since he died, and I’ve never looked back.

My name is Eevee O’Hanlon, and I think I was born without a moral compass. That’s probably why I’m the most feared woman in this town. Vegas, a town that back in the day was ruled by the big time Mafia. Names like Lucky Luciano and Meyer Lansky used fear to rule the streets. At that time, it worked, but that’s old school. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I still use fear, but now it’s all done with computers, gadgets, and whatnot. However, no matter how much this town evolves, my form of justice will never go out of style. At the end of the day, someone has to invoke justice for those who can’t do it themselves.

My brothers never leave Dublin. When my dad died, they didn’t want to deal with me, so they shipped me to the States where they thought I was in college. Instead, I quickly turned what I did back home into a very lucrative business here in Vegas, the business of revenge.

Today is no different than yesterday, well . . . with one exception, a new contract just hit my inbox. I grab an espresso with a shot of black Sambuca to start my day before opening the file. Mr. Dax Sullivan must have done something really bad since the bounty on him is a cool ten million. That’s a lot of money for revenge. I scroll further down to get to the juicy part. Holy shit, Dax Sullivan left Jason Aiello’s daughter Savanna at the altar. Now that’s a guy with either a death wish or balls the size of King Kong. I scroll a little further and up pops a picture of Dax and Savanna. Wow, I can see why she fell for him. His tan muscles are accented by his very fitted red t-shirt. My eyes instantly follow the path of his very tight, white jeans that seem to be having some difficulty constraining his rather large cock. But just because he has it, doesn’t mean he knows what to do with it. I need to study every inch of him before I’ll agree to take the contract.

Apparently, Dax is an accountant, and I can tell you from experience—they are the worst. They have a reason for everything it’s all black and white. And spreadsheets up the ass which, by the way, I fucking hate.

After further digging, it seems Dax has money and is not afraid to spend it. He likes fast cars and fast women. So, how the hell did Savanna get him to the altar? Even more importantly, why the hell wasn’t she able to close the deal? Hmm, my interest is piqued; this needs more investigating. I head into the kitchen and make another espresso, except I make this one a double. I’ve got a feeling I’m going to need more than this to dig into the life of Dax Sullivan.
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Three hours later, I’ve found out so much about Dax that my head is spinning. Aiello sent me this contract for a reason. I mean, he has access to the top male assassins in the business, many within his own family. I know I’m good but my gut is telling me there is a lot more to this than meets the eye. I’ve learned all I can from the internet. My phone chimes with a new message. I’m being summoned to the Aiello estate, no doubt to finalize the deal. I grab my stuff and head out to meet with Mr. Aiello. Unlike others in my business, I don’t hide. I’m front and center in plain sight. It’s something my father could never understand. We had so many arguments about it. “Eevee, never let them see your face. Be a mystery to everyone.” That’s old school thinking. For me, I want my face to be the last thing they see when they meet their maker. He had his way of doing business and it worked for him. For me, it didn’t. I knew when I took it over that I needed to do it on my terms, not his.

Mr. Aiello lives in the Rancho Nevada Estates area, which is not that far from my place. When I pull up to the gates, they automatically open for me. Then again, I am one of the few people in this town that has a purple Ferrari. It’s a long drive up to the house. When I get there, Mr. Aiello is standing outside. As I step out of my car, he offers me his hand. He’s always a gentleman, but he wouldn’t think twice about slicing your throat while he’s smiling.

“I figured I would be seeing you today. Let’s go for a walk.” He’s not asking, he’s telling.

“Well, you did summon me. Plus, you’ve piqued my interest. How is Savanna doing?” His smile is gone, and his face is like stone.

“As you can imagine, she’s very upset. I need to make this right for her, Eevee.”

I let his words sink in as we head toward the pool. “I understand, but I have to ask, why me? There are people a dime a dozen that can do this. People within your own family that would do this out of honor and respect.” I look at him and his smile has not only returned but it’s huge. If you knew the man, you’d be in shock.

“Yes, they are a dime a dozen, but I have a much different plan in mind. One that, shall we say, needs a woman’s touch. You know, Eevee, in life, if you are going to enact revenge, it should be like Manna from Heaven.”

We head toward the covered patio, and he’s got a spread that is sure to add ten pounds to my ass in one sitting. He pulls out the chair for me and waves off his help. Now I know it’s serious.

“First we eat, then we can discuss business.”

I’m never one to pass up a free meal but I do pass on the champagne. I need to have a clear head. “Amazing how you have all my favorites here down to the St. Joseph pastries. You must really want me to take the contract.”

“Not for the reasons you think. I don’t want Dax dead.”

Well shit, now he’s really piqued my interest. “Then, why exactly am I here?” He holds the plate of antipasto in front of me while I pull off some of my favorites.

“I want you to get him to romance you all the way to the altar.”

“Oh, okay. Then what, leave him there like he left Savanna? That’s pretty lame.”

He laughs, but then as fast as it started it stops. A wave of anger takes over and his eyes are like black daggers.

“No, I want you to marry the bastard. When that’s done, you get your ten million and I get my revenge.”

“Hell no! I swore on my daddy’s grave I’d never get married and I’d never have kids. Wait, I was stuck on marriage; what’s your revenge?”

“I want you to cut his cock off,” he informs me.

I grab the champagne bottle and fill my glass to the brim. “Why do I have to marry him to cut his cock off? Hell, I’ll go cut it off now and we can call this done.” I literately chug down my drink.

“I want him to feel all secure and confident. I want him to lose it all. His money, his wife, and his cock. I want him left useless to everyone, including himself.”

“So, I can divorce him?”

“Of course, Eevee; I wouldn’t leave you in a situation like that.”

I pour another glass of champagne, knowing I’m going to regret this. I chug that one down, too. After that, I put my hand out because in my world everything is sealed with a handshake. “Mr. Aiello, you’ve got a deal. Now, when do I start?” He shakes my hand before bringing it to his lips and with a gentleness I would have never expected, he lightly kisses it.

“Consider yourself on the payroll as of now.”

He gets up and heads inside, leaving me to sit here wondering what the fuck I was thinking when I agreed to this.
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Dax

 

I had no clue what I was getting into with Savanna until it was too late. I wanted to take it slow, but once she got her hooks into me, it was like being at the top of the rollercoaster with no bottom in sight. She liked to play games. One of them was never telling me who she really was. She thought it was funny that she was able to hide her identity for so long. At least, she thought she hid it. Truth be told, I knew who she was from day one. However, I will deny I knew anything until my last dying breath. After all, she was my way into the Aiello family. When she finally had the big reveal as to who she really was, I acted surprised. At that point, I had figured out I wasn’t going to get Aiello’s business. I should have walked away then, but she’s hot as fuck; she was like I drug I couldn’t steer clear from. I went all the way to the altar with her—not out of love but out of lust. I wanted to fuck her every which way to Sunday.

I knew I should fear her father. After all, he is Mr. Vegas. He started out in New York and eventually moved to Vegas. My dad was in that lifestyle. You know that Mafia brotherhood: Cosa Nostra. Like my dad, due to my grandmother’s Irish lineage, I could never be made. I would always be on the outside looking in. I had to figure out a way in. A way to gain respect from Aiello. I thought I had it until I realized if I married Savanna, my cock would be bored to death having to fuck the same broad day after day.

Now I’m sure there is a contract for my head on a plate, like John the Baptist, except I’m no saint. It’s been four days since I left her at the altar. I begged her not to show up at the church, but she didn’t believe me. Now I’ve spent every day since looking over my shoulder. I won’t drive my car because it would be too easy to put a bomb in it. I’m cooking my own food, so I know it’s not poisoned. The only good thing is I own my accounting firm and I work from home. Fear has made me a prisoner in my own world. I need to figure out how I’m going to, literately, survive this. This is when you turn toward those you trust. I don’t have much family to speak of, but I do have some really good friends. When I was in college, I did a year abroad at Trinity College in Dublin Ireland. It was there I became friends with the O’Hanlon’s. They were my host family, and my creative accounting skills and knowing how to hide the paper trail got them out of a major jam. Even though I didn’t want to be in that lifestyle, I seemed to be drawn to the people in it. My motto is: you never know when they will come in handy. This is one of those times. I pick up the phone, but the more I think about it, the more I realize this needs to be in person. After quickly throwing a few things in a bag, I catch a cab to the airport and head off to Ireland. Hopefully Ciarán O’Hanlon will know how to get me out of this mess.


[image: ]



Ciarán

 

Why is it the oldest child always bears the brunt of it all? The youngest can do whatever the fuck they want, and the middle child is just caught somewhere in-between heaven and hell. I never could figure it out. Everything my dad did in his past has come to rest on my shoulders. Whomever he owes a favor to has become my debt to repay and vice versa. I’ve used it to my advantage when I’ve had to. However, now I have to repay a long overdue favor. Many years ago, my dad used the student exchange program as his way to bring in new blood for his business. Sometimes it worked and other times—not so much. One of the students was a guy that I was actually in school with: Dax Sullivan. His dad was a bagman for one of the five families in New York. He could never get any higher because he was a mutt. The Italians frown upon that. They have to be able to trace your family all the way to Sicily. When his son Dax became our next exchange student, Dad thought he could get his hooks into him. After all, he was a young, Irish-Italian guy who knew the business. It was actually Dax who helped my dad, Redmond, stay out of jail. Besides being my father’s savior before he left, Dax set up the books for my money laundering business. His accounting is so creative that it only takes me less than a twelve-hour turnaround time to clean my money and have it back into mainstream Dublin. Everything is untraceable. I know my family owes him a great debt but, honestly, after not hearing from him for so many years, I figured I never would again. That is until I received a very cryptic text message from him this morning.

Dax: On my way to you. In trouble—the kind that only you can help me with.

I tried to respond but it must be a burner phone. So, now all I can do is wait.

It’s that time at the bar after lunch but before the dinner crowd. We are right off of the Liffey riverbank in Dublin, which is one of the largest tourist areas. You have to pass The Lucky O to get to the Guinness plant, so we usually get a crowd coming and going. When the first shift at the factory is over, the bar fills up quickly. This is usually the time of day when I get most of my work done. Unfortunately, my mind won’t stay focused on the books. My office door swings open and Patrick comes barreling in.

“Don’t you ever knock?”

“What for? Or did you forget that we are not only brothers, but we are also partners?” he asks. I give him the flaming arrow death glare.

“Do you remember Dax Sullivan?” I question as he sits down and props his feet on the edge of my desk, knowing how much it bugs me. Like I said, brothers know just the right buttons to push.

“I vaguely remember him. I know what he did for you and dad. You’ve got to remember, Ronan and I were young and, hell, Eevee was still in diapers. Is there a problem?”

“Look at this.” I pass him my phone.

He quickly scans it and passes it back to me. “That doesn’t sound good. I was going to take off for the day, but I think I better stick around.”

“Everything has been quiet, so it figures the other shoe would be dropping.”

“Hey, whatever it is you know, the O’Hanlon’s always pay their debt.”

I know he’s right but something in my gut is telling me this is bad. There are cameras strategically placed all throughout the bar which are linked to my computer. At any time, I can see what’s going on. So, when there’s a light tap on my door, I look at my screen and see my hostess, Jenna. “Come in, Jenna.” She opens the door just enough to slip inside.

“Ciarán, there is a guy at the bar asking for you. I asked him his name but the only thing he would say is that you’re expecting him. What do you want me to do about him?” she asks. I pull up the camera that’s facing the bar and zoom in. It’s Dax. He’s older, but he still has that same chiseled look about him that all the ladies loved. The three bar flies are headed his way. They can smell new blood a mile away.

“Jenna, you can bring him back here,” I inform her. I watch her leave but Patrick is too busy on his phone to even notice she’s gone.

“I don’t know why you’re so nervous,” he finally chimes in.

“I’m not nervous, I don’t like surprises, and this is definitely a surprise.” Before I can say anything more to him, the door swings open and Dax comes in, quickly closing the door behind him.

“Hey, Dax, welcome back to Dublin.” I put my hand out, and he’s got a solid grip for a handshake. He looks from me to Patrick, not saying a word. I have no idea what’s going on, but the tension is so thick I need a chainsaw to cut it. “This is my brother, Patrick. You probably don’t remember him; he was a kid the last time you saw him.”

“Yeah, it’s been a while. Is there someplace we can talk?”

Patrick finally drops his feet off my desk and stands up. His presence can be menacing in a very overpowering type of way. “Look, Dax, Ciarán and I are not just brothers; we are both the owners of this place. If you have a problem and need my brother to help you, then you need me, too. We’re a package deal. Now how about you have a seat and tell us what kind of fucked up mess you need us to get you out of.”

Dax drops his ass onto the sofa. As he does this, I notice his face becomes ashen. “There is a hit out on me.”

“Okay, not exactly what I was expecting to hear. Do you know who and why?”

“This is the bad part, Ciarán. Jason Aiello put the hit on me for leaving is daughter at the altar.”

I don’t know whether to laugh or throw him out of my office for bringing a whirlwind of trouble my way. “What the fuck were you thinking? Of all the broads in Vegas, you decide to fuck with Aiello’s only daughter?! Dax, you’re not an idiot, well, at least from what I could remember. What would make you think you could fuck her and leave her?” I don’t wait for his answer. I begin to pace the small room, trying to process what I could possibly do for him. Patrick’s expression never changes. He’s always played his cards close to the vest.

“Look, there is something about her. I don’t know—I couldn’t stop myself.”

“Apparently you did, since you left her at the fucking altar!” I finally sit back down at my desk and try to rein in my temper. I pull a bottle of Teeling and some glasses from one of my desk drawers. I know I need a clear head, but I also need to calm down. Teeling is like mother’s milk. I pour us each a shot and let the whiskey do its thing.

“Dax, what exactly do you think Ciarán and I can do for you?”

“Find out who Aiello hired and stop the hit anyway you can.”

Patrick puts his glass down hard enough to rattle the crap on my desk.

“You make it sound so easy. Big deal—we get rid of one. What makes you think another one isn’t waiting in the wings? You of all people know the way this shit works. Granted, every family does things differently but Aiello, he’s got men lined up to do it for him out of respect. Then you get these young bloods trying to make their Bones. Buddy you’re fucked and there is no fixing this.”

“Look, this family owes me. I’ve never asked for anything, but now I’m desperate. Besides, we have an even bigger problem.”

Patrick leans in like he doesn’t want to miss a word of this. “What might that be?” I ask him calmly.

“You’re not the only client I’ve set up books for. Hell, I’ve got some that I take care of their questionable monthly transactions. There’s a big ass trail that I have created. I have a program on my computer that I need to log into every twenty-four hours. If I don’t, it triggers a mass email to the Feds,” he lays it out for us. Patrick’s eyes grow wide as his clasped hands turn white.

“Dax, why on God’s green earth would you have such a thing?” I throw my hands out in disbelief.

“It’s my insurance policy, Ciarán. Everyone knows I have it, but I’ve made them so much fucking money, they’ve overlooked it. So, it’s beneficial that you help keep me alive.”

“Was Aiello one of your clients?”

“No, he’s kind of a recluse. Although, some of his under bosses are. Anyway, when I met his daughter, she used a different name. She thought I didn’t know who her father was. I played along with her, thinking I could get in good with her father. In the end, I just couldn’t have my dick tied to one girl forever. So, I ran.”

“Patrick, you’re the one who can clean up any mess. Is there anything you can do for him?” I turn my attention to my brother.

“Yeah, I have a solution that lets you keep your life. Probably not your balls but, at this point, who the fuck cares? We get this broad over here and have Ronan marry the two of you. That’s the help you’ll get from us, and you’ll be damn happy that we are willing to do this for you at all.” Patrick holds his phone out to Dax. Dax’s staring at it like it might bite him. “Dax, take the fucking phone and save your sorry ass.”

He pushes the phone away. “No. There has to be another way; you have to find it.”

Fuck me, I feel a bad headache coming my way.
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Eevee

 

The little bastard skipped town. Does he think I won’t find him? It didn’t take me long to find out that he left the country. Fucking Dublin of all places. I haven’t been home in years. I’ve made up every excuse in the world to avoid it, but business is business. We should be landing any minute. I’ll surprise my brothers before I hunt down Dax. I can use the family compound while I’m there. I wonder why he thought he could get lost in Dublin. Doesn’t matter; I can track anyone anywhere. Now, I just have to meet him, make him fall head over heels in love with me, marry him and cut his dick off in record time. Piece of cake!

Luckily, this time of day there are a lot of cabs and traffic is light. We pull up to the compound, I punch my code on the keypad and wait for the gate to open . . . nothing. What the fuck?! I know this is still our family home. Ciarán promised he would never sell it. Besides, he couldn’t without all of us in agreement. That was Dad’s orders. So much for surprising them. I take out my phone and start with Ciarán.

Me: Hey, I’m at the house and I can’t get the gate to open. Did you change the code?

Ciarán: You’re here?

Me: So much for surprising everyone. Yes, I’m trying to get the gates open. Oh, and my cabbie is getting annoyed with having to wait.

Ciarán: You should have told me you were coming. I would have picked you up.

Me: Can we talk about this later? For Christ sake, Ciarán, what’s the fucking code?

Ciarán: Some things never change. The code is Fuck. I’m on my way home.

I should have figured that out since he has such a warped sense of humor. I punch it in and the gates open. It’s a long drive up to the main house. This house was never a home for me. My mother died while giving birth to me. My father was too busy with work to deal with me. When he wasn’t working, he was drinking. My brothers tried to be everything I needed but I don’t even know what that is, so how would they? The only thing left for me was the help. Paid help, trying to make a world full of love that I never got. Ciarán and Patrick never got married and still live here. Ronan took his vows and lives in housing provided by the Catholic Church.

The doors open and Mr. McEnaney steps out. He maintains the entire compound. Daddy brought him on when I was about five. He hasn’t changed. He was old then and he is old now.

“Hello, Mr. McEnaney. Ciarán should be here soon. Is my old room still my room?” I know I’m sarcastic, but the gate code pissed me off. He smiles as he passes my luggage off to someone I’ve never seen before.

“Yes, Miss Eevee, it’s exactly how you left it. Minus all the clothes on the floor, of course.” I could swear I hear him give a soft laugh as we head upstairs. When I swing open the door, I’m hit with bubble-gum pink everything. I stand in the doorway taking it all in. What the fuck was I thinking?

“As I said, Miss Eevee, exactly as you left it. Perhaps you would be more comfortable in one of the suites?”

I finally turn around to find a smug look on his face. I can’t give in to him. “This is fine. Thank you. You can leave my luggage and let me know when my brother comes home.” I close the door and quickly unpack. I’m in need of a hot shower and a stiff drink.
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Ciarán

 

My sister decides to spring a surprise visit on us today of all days. Except for FaceTime, I haven’t seen her in years. Now, I’ve got her to deal with while trying to figure out what do to with Dax. I want to warn Patrick that she’s finally decided to make an appearance, but I never talk family in front of anyone but my brothers. I thought Patrick’s idea was a good one, but Dax wants no part of it. I can understand if she was a skank but after checking her out on the internet, she’s far from it. We pull up to the house but now I’m not sure if it was the smartest thing bringing Dax back here. Then again, if he’s here, then I know he’s safe.

“Wow, Ciarán, I can’t believe you still live in the same house. I thought for sure when Red died you would have sold the place.”

“It’s our home and it will always be our home.” I jump out of the car, hoping to divert Eevee, so I can find out why she came back. She’s got to want something, everyone usually does. “Patrick, why don’t you take Dax to the east wing. I’ve got something to deal with.” I quickly make my way to the front door, making sure he doesn’t have a chance to question me. The door opens and McEnaney is waiting for me.

“Where is she?”

“Her room, sir.” I race upstairs and find her door open. She’s sitting on her bed with earbuds in, working on her computer. I take a moment to take it all in. It’s like I’ve been transported back in time. Seeing her hits me really hard, making me realize how much I miss her. She must sense my presence because she looks up. She pulls out her earbuds and closes her computer.

“Hey, beautiful, how about giving your big brother a long overdue hug,” I suggest, allowing a happy grin to creep across my face. She stands up and takes a few steps toward me before leaping into my open arms. Yeah, modern technology lets us talk once a week, but nothing compares to this.

She brings her head back to have a look at me. “Ciarán, you look so tired. More so than usual.” A concerned look graces her beautiful face.

“A lot on my plate, sis. What brings you back home? I thought you were never going to step foot in this house again.” I raise an eyebrow at her.

“Life changes. Besides, I grew up.”

I know my sister well enough to know when she’s lying. I’ll wait it out for her to tell me on her terms. “Well, I, for one, am glad you’re back. How long will you be staying?”

“I’m not sure. Why all the questions? Can’t a girl just come home to visit her family?”

“Some girls, yes. However, we are talking about you, Eevee . You’ve always operated with an agenda, so cut the bullshit.”

“I needed to recharge and rethink my life. What better place than home?”

“I’ll drop it for now. Besides, Patrick is downstairs, and dinner should be ready.”

“I’ll be down in a few minutes. I need to finish up something for work.”

“Okay, but don’t be too long.”

I don’t know who she thinks she’s fooling. The family knows that when Dad was dying, she took over his business. Then one day, Ronan talked her into giving it all up. She went to the States and started her path to becoming a lawyer. Something happened; she abruptly left school and went back to what she was comfortable doing—revenge. We know what she does, even if she thinks we don’t. Maybe now is the time for her to come clean about it all. I should get Ronan over here to have a come to Jesus talk with her. No matter how hard she thinks she is, it’s no business for a woman. Back in the day, Eevee and Ronan were very close, however, after she left school, Eevee slammed the door closed on their relationship. Now the only thing between them is a chill so cold it sends shivers up my spine.
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Eevee

 

When Ciarán finally leaves, I make sure to close the door behind him. Ever since Dad died, he acts like he’s the boss of everyone. He knows what I do for a living—hell, they all do—but we never talk about it, so we pretend. They don’t like my choices, that’s why they choose to look the other way. It’s easy to judge when you don’t walk in that person’s shoes. When I left law school, I needed to heal, find my way back to the living. My circumstances were very different after I was forced to leave school. Anyway, I don’t have time to look back. That would only bring up a world of pain. I need to find Dax, make him fall in love with me, marry me, and then cut his dick off. It would have been a hell of a lot easier if he would have just stayed the fuck in Vegas. By no choice of mine, my family is now in the mix. I need to figure out why. I tried pinging Dax’s phone—nothing. I’m going to have to somehow enlist Patrick’s help in finding him. No one can hide from him. My stomach rumbles and I realize how hungry I am. After quickly clearing my browser history, I check myself in the mirror. Okay, Eevee, it’s time to face the music. As I head down the stairs, I hear voices. I bet Ciarán called in back-up in the form of Patrick and Ronan. They are in the drawing room talking, but it’s not Ronan’s voice. When I step into the room the person they were in deep conversation with has his back toward me. Ciarán clears his throat and the man turns around. What the ever-loving fuck?! Dax is standing between Ciarán and Patrick. Why is he here? Could I be so lucky that this guy walked right into the lioness’s den? The bigger question is: what do my brothers have to do with all of this? I quickly snap myself back to the here and now.

“Hello, Patrick, it’s so good to finally see you in person.” I hug him but my eyes never stray from Dax.

“Glad you finally made it home. Let me introduce you. This is Dax, an old friend of the family.”

When I reach out to shake his hand, I’m startled by his grip and how he won’t let go.

“Very nice to meet you, Eevee.”

“You, as well. Ciarán, you didn’t tell me we had company.”

“That’s my fault. I dropped in on your brothers unannounced.”

“How long will you be staying in Dublin?”

“My return to the States is open-ended. How about you?”

“The same. Actually, I wanted to see my family and recharge my batteries.” He’s a definite horndog. His eyes keep drifting toward my tits. So much so that I want to smack him and say the kind of talking my tits do won’t be with him.

McEnaney comes in and lets us know that dinner is ready. We head into the dining room, but something is wrong. Ciarán is unusually nervous, bouncing from foot to foot behind his chair before he finally takes a seat, while Patrick is chewing the inside of his cheek. Do they know why I’m really here?

The wine is poured, and Patrick gives grace. What amazes me is knowing what everyone in this family does for a living, my brothers still choose to hold onto their religion so tightly. They are so hypocritical.

“So, Dax, where are you from?” I know everything about this man, but I need to play the game—his game.

“I’m originally from New York. When my dad died, I moved to Vegas.”

“Wow, I live in Vegas. I moved there after my dad died. Something about that town; it draws you in and doesn’t let go.”

“What do you do for a living?”

Ciarán drops his fork and nearly knocks over his wine glass. I’m trying not to laugh. I want to say, “I’m here to cut your dick off, asshole” but I go with my standard “I’m a fundraising manager for a local charity, what about you?”

“I have my own accounting firm.”

I smile, but don’t continue my line of questioning. I need him to chase me. The rest of the dinner is idle chit chat. I do find out that Mr. Wonderful will be staying right here in the east wing. I couldn’t ask for anything better. Tomorrow, I will set my plan in motion.
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Dax

 

I had no clue yesterday what the hell I’d be walking into. I mean, I haven’t seen the O’Hanlon’s for years. I vaguely remember Ciarán had two brothers that were a lot younger than him. I don’t remember the sister at all. I head into the kitchen and find Ciarán having coffee and reading the paper. I grab a cup.

“Morning, Dax, did you get enough sleep?”

“Yep, slept like a baby. I didn’t realize you had a sister that lives in Vegas. It must be fate that we are here at the same time.”

“Probably more like dumb ass luck. I think you need to concentrate on the problem at hand and leave my sister out of it. Patrick is going to dig around today to see what he can find out about your situation. You need to stay here.”

“Oh, so that’s what we are calling it now—situation?” He shifts in his chair, apparently my calling it what it isn’t is making him uncomfortable.

“Don’t be an asshole, Dax, I’m trying to help you. I have to go to work for a few hours. Stay here; you’ll be safe.”

“What about Eevee?”

“What about her?” He gets up and puts his cup in the sink.

“Well, maybe I can hang out with her while you’re at work.”

In an instant he is practically in my face. “Stay the fuck away from my sister! Maybe you should be trying to figure out a way out of this fucked up mess you dropped on my doorstep.” He storms out, and I’m left on my own.

I decide to take my coffee and wander around the house. Not much has changed over the years. Which is normal in these types of estates. Besides, Red was a stickler for tradition. I end up making a big circle and find myself in the butler’s pantry, which connects to the kitchen. When I head inside, I see Eevee standing by the coffee pot with her back toward me. Her clothes or lack thereof, suggest she was working out. She’s got long, lean legs and her ass is the shape of a heart. You know the kind of shape that makes a man’s dick weep. Her dark hair is swept up into a messy bun. I step in closer, only inches from her back. I can see faint scars around the back of her neck. I want to trace my fingertips over every scar, intrigued by the story they must hold. Instead, I reach around her and pull the coffee pot out. She yelps as she nearly jumps out of her skin.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I thought you heard me. I just needed to get more coffee.”

She takes her earbuds out, “I’m sorry did you say something?”

“I didn’t realize you had your earbuds in. I’m sorry I startled you. I needed more coffee.”

“Have at it,” She steps away from the counter, “I didn’t realize you were still here. I figured you would have gone with Ciarán to work or wherever it is he went.”

“No, the time difference always hits me hard the first day. I figured I would hang around here, maybe even take in a swim. What are your plans for the day?”

“I wanted to go into town. You’re welcome to come with me rather than sit around here.” The thought of spending the day with her is enticing, but not as enticing as staying alive.

“I’m going to have to pass on that one but, if you want, you can hang out with me by the pool.”

“When I get back, if you are still there, I might join you.” With that she puts her cup in the sink, turns and walks out. Now, I’m left to my own devices.
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Ciarán

 

When I get to my office, I find Patrick already there waiting for me. I’m hoping he’s come up with some sort of solution. He tosses his phone on my desk, gets up and pours himself a coffee. Well, this isn’t looking too good.

“What did you find out?”

“I crawled under every rock out there. I even called Tommy “the fork” La Donna, if anyone would know anything about it, it would be him. All he would say is Aiello really out did himself with revenge for his daughter. Under no circumstances does he want him dead. I asked him what that means, but he laughed and hung up on me.”

I’m trying to wrap my head around what Aiello could possibly want to do to Dax, when it hits me. “Do you think Eevee is somehow mixed up in all of this?”

“God, I hope not. What would make you even ask that?”

I’m weighing my answer when the door flies open, and Ronan come charging in. His face is flushed, almost like he ran all the way here. “Are you okay?” I ask him before he even has a chance to catch his breath. Patrick quickly hands him a bottle of water that he gulps down.

“Why the hell am I always the last person to know what’s going on in this family? Eevee, has finally decided to come home and no one bothers to tell me?”

“Calm down, man, she only got in last night. Patrick was just getting ready to head over to the church to tell you. Besides, how did you find out?” I hand him my handkerchief to wipe his brow. Meanwhile, Patrick glares at me, knowing I would never set foot in the church, so I had to use him as my excuse.

“How do you think?—McEnaney called me. I might not live there but it’s still my home, and I need to be kept up to date on what’s happening.”

McEnaney has always been partial to Ronan. Like I said, the youngest brother gets away with everything while the oldest bears the brunt of everything. As if that’s not bad enough . . . when it involves Eevee, she can do no wrong. “Did you make plans to meet up with her?”

“Not yet. I wanted to talk to you guys first and find out why she is here.”

Before I can say anything, my phone rings. I look at the screen and it’s Eevee. I hold my hand up silencing both of them as I answer the phone and put it on speaker. “Hey, sis, what’s going on?”

“Nothing. I offered to take your friend into town with me, but he gave me some lame ass excuse about jet lag. What’s his story?”

“Just a friend making a surprise visit. No big deal. Where are you now?” I divert the conversation away from, Dax.

“I did a little bit of shopping and now I’m headed towards you. Oh, and I took your Jag.”

“My roadster?!”

“Now, now, big brother, there’s no need to squeal like a bitch. I promise to be careful with your baby.”

“There are over fifty different vehicles and you took my roadster? Whatever. When will you be here?” I inquire. Patrick’s eyes grow wide and Ronan looks up to the sky for some divine intervention, apparently.

“I’m heading in the bar now.” She hangs up and I turn toward the TV screen on the wall.

“Well, guys, I guess it’s game on.” The door swings open and Eevee comes in like a hurricane. She doesn’t knock; she never did before, so why start now?

“Well, isn’t this cozy? All three of you are here.” She quickly gives Ronan a hug but there is still a noticeable chill between them.

“It looks like I interrupted something. If you want, I can come back later.”

“Patrick and I are working on a project. Maybe Ronan can take you out to lunch. Then you can bring him up to speed on your life in the States. I’m sure God will give him time off for good behavior.” His eyes seem to turn darker with the death glare I’m getting from him. For many reasons, I’m not a believer, and it’s always been a bone of contention between us.

“Sure, I can do that. Where would you like to go?”

“A quiet hotel bar would be nice and, Ronan, no talk about the church.” Ronan is shaking his head as they head out the door. Maybe he can get to the bottom as to why she is out here. Patrick closes the door and this time, locks it.

“So, Patrick, what do you think we should do about Dax?”

“I think you need to keep him on lockdown at the house while I try to figure out what Aiello’s plan is.”

“But even if we can figure it out, doesn’t mean we can stop it,” I give him a dose of reality.

He sits down and, once again, props his feet on the edge of my desk. “That’s where you’re wrong. I think we can buy out his contract. Let’s not forget Dax’s insurance policy. That is looming over everyone’s head.”

“Oh, you mean the one that fucks us too? Yeah, I haven’t forgotten that.” I slump into my chair knowing I’ve got an even bigger mess on my hands than some broad left at the fucking altar.
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Patrick left hours ago thinking he could find a way to buy out the contract on Dax’s head. Some things are non-negotiable, and a father’s pride is probably at the top of that list. Personally, I have another idea that might work. However, right now, I have to work on the huge monthly transfer from the church. That’s right, I launder money for the church. Everyone knows I’ve been doing it for years. Everyone except Ronan, that is. Just another reason why I won’t step foot in the place.

A few keystrokes later and I’m done. It’s Dax’s program that made it possible to do this without any repercussions. Except if his email ends up going out, then we are all fucked. Now that I got everything squared away here, I grab my keys and head out the door. I need to head home and try to talk some sense into Dax.
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Ronan

 

Eevee’s driving leaves a lot to be desired. No wonder Ciarán was worried about his Jag. “Feel free to slow down any time now, Eevee.”

“You need to chill out. Besides, we’re here, so you can let go of the oh shit handle.” She shoots me a look that involves an eyeroll. I pry my fingers off the handle and get out.

“Do you always drive like that or was it for my entertainment?” I ask as I close my door. She shrugs with indifference, and we head inside. The bar is small but empty at this time of day. When the server comes over, we order some bar snacks and Guinness. “Now that all of that is out of the way, why don’t you tell me why you decided to come home unannounced?”

“I don’t understand why everyone is making a big deal about this. I decided to get away for a bit. Since when is it a crime to visit my family?”

I’m about to question her when I notice the server on her way over. Maybe she will be more relaxed after a couple of drinks. I lean back in my chair as everything is put down in front of us. I hold up my glass, “A toast, Eevee, to good times and good health.” We eat and drink in silence. It’s an uncomfortable silence, like two people that have secrets but can’t or won’t share them.

“Ronan, are you happy?”

“Well, that’s out of left field and a very loaded question, at that. Why do you ask?”

“I never could wrap my mind around why you wanted to become a priest. I mean look at you. You’re drop dead gorgeous handsome and if you didn’t have that collar around your neck, women and men would be dropping at your feet.”

I can feel a flush creep up my neck. Her words hitting a nerve. “I answered a calling that was greater than my own personal pleasure. I think about all I can do for people and I can’t think of anything else I would rather be doing. So, I guess the answer to your question is yes, for the most part, I’m happy.”

“And the other part?”

“There is no other part, Eevee; it’s just a figure of speech.” I quickly shut that down. “What about you? Are you happy?”

She gives me a smile, picks up her glass and clinks mine. “For the most part, Ronan.”

“I know that you fulfilled Dad’s open contracts when he was dying—we all know it—but what are you doing now? The only thing I ever get from you is an email once a month and a card at the holidays.”

“I fundraise for a local charity. It keeps me pretty busy.”

“Did I do something to piss you off that you feel the need to hide shit from me? How about we cut the bullshit? Just because everyone in the family chooses to ignore it, it doesn’t make it right.”

“Then why ask?”

“Maybe I was hoping you finally gained a moral compass and came back here to turn your life around.” With that statement, her face gets red and her dark brown eyes seem even darker.

“That ship sailed a long time ago. Actually, it sailed when I was born and Mom died.”

“It wasn’t your fault that she died, Eevee. Maybe you should stop carrying around that burden.”

“This isn’t a confessional, Ronan, so maybe you should mind your own fucking business.” She slams her glass down hard enough to rattle the silverware.

“I believe in redemption.”

“I’m happy for you. This family is so full of secrets, Ronan, maybe you should start at the top of the family tree and work your way down. By the time you get to me, if your head is not spinning, then maybe we can talk. Now, I need to get back home.”

I know she has an agenda. She gets up and heads out. I toss money on the table and quickly follow her.
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Ciarán

 

The entire ride home, I’m trying to focus on what the hell to do about Dax. I know Patrick was being snarky when he suggested we bring Savanna here and have Ronan marry them, but it’s really not a bad idea. I know Aiello will never agree to a buyout, so it’s either marry her or die. I head down the drive and see my Jag is back in one piece, along with Patrick’s Rover. I roll up to the space next to his, cut my engine off, and get out.

I barely make it through the front door and Patrick’s all up in my face. “You took your sweet ass time getting home.”

“Hey, calm down; I had work to do first. What’s the problem?” I shrug. He points to the outside patio where Dax and Eevee are a little too cozy, cocktails in hand.

“What the hell? I thought she was out with, Ronan?”

“Well, apparently, he pissed her off and she dropped him back at his place.”

Her laughter waifs into the room, and I want to scream. “He’s a fucking priest for Christ sake. What could he have possibly done to piss her off?”

“Trust me; I called him to find out exactly what went down. He said he offered her redemption. He believes she has an agenda as to why she is here. You don’t think that Aiello hired Eevee, do you?”

His words hit me like a sucker punch to the gut. “Tell me again exactly what Tommy told you.”

“Aiello outdid himself with his revenge and under no circumstances does he want him dead.” I let the words run through my head over and over again.

“Fuck it all to hell, Patrick, it’s got to be her. What could Aiello possibly want Eevee to do?”

“Maybe we should confront her?”

“No! If she even gets a whiff that we suspect her, she will escalate whatever it is she is planning. We have to come up with a plan of our own, and I think your idea about bringing Savanna over here might be the way to go.” He looks at me like I have three heads.

“You know I wasn’t serious about that. Besides, you make it sound like it will be easy. How the hell are we going to convince her to come here and then get Dax to marry her?”

“I’ll go to Vegas and talk with her.”

He starts choking on his beer. “You?! You, who doesn’t believe in anything romantic, are going to fly all the way to Vegas and convince a broken-hearted woman that her prince charming is not a dick and is waiting for her in Dublin? Who are you and what did you do with my brother?” He has a point.

“Do you think Ronan will do it?”

“Oh, that’s even better. We can get the holier than thou priest to help us with this massive lie. You really want us to burn in hell, don’t you?”

“Well, that leaves only you or me. Do you want to flip for it?”

“You know what, Ciarán, you go. Then I can use your absence as an excuse to have Dax go with me to the bar. Since you won’t be there to run your part of the business, he can fill in for you. While you’re gone, I’ll make sure I take him everywhere with me, and I mean everywhere. If he is left alone with Eevee, it will only mean more trouble for us. I’ll try to find out more about his insurance policy while you’re in Vegas. Oh, one more thing, Ciarán, are there any more of these little surprises waiting that I don’t know about?”

“Hey, this was all Dad’s doing, so don’t go blaming me.” I head upstairs to pack a quick overnight bag. I pray that our plan actually works or we will all be screwed.
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Ciarán

 

What the hell would make me think that I could fly all this way and convince Savanna that Dax is waiting in Dublin to marry her? Then again, out of the three of us, I probably have the best shot. Patrick doesn’t believe in anything, since he’s always cleaning everything to make it look like nothing happened. Ronan walks around thinking everyone can be redeemed. So, I guess that leaves me. I’m a middle of the road kind of guy. I know there is good in this world, but I also know there is bad. In my line of work, I usually deal with a lot of hypocrites. You know the do as I say not as I do crowd, especially when I’m laundering their money at a rapid pace. The flight attendant has indicated we will be landing shortly. Time to bring out my A-game.
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Patrick

 

To think everything we have and all of our freedoms are resting on Ciarán. This is when you have to really trust those around you. Thank God it’s my brother and not some paid lackey. When Dad and Ciarán started this business, our loans were only offered to the locals. Dad never wanted to go any further with it. After he died, we decided to expand on the business. Ciarán didn’t want to just get by, he wanted it to be global. That’s when he got his hooks into the church. Since he’s been cleaning money for them, our business entwines with so many banks all over the world. Ciarán got exactly what he wanted, which in the broad scheme of things, is great . . . you know, diversify and all that. The thought that Dax could bring down this whole thing with one email is mind-blowing.

I keep wondering how many more of these little secrets are out there. I honestly think Ciarán has no idea. I guess we won’t know until someone tries to cash one in. I look outside and the two of them are still laughing it up. Time to take the bull by the horns. I head outside to break up their little party.

“Hey, Eevee, I thought you would be bringing Ronan back here?” I pull up a chair and wedge it between her and Dax.

“No, he had church stuff to do. Besides, I didn’t want to leave Dax here all by himself.”

“By the way, Dax, tomorrow I’m going to need you to come with me to the office. I have some stuff I need to go over with you. Ciarán had some business to take care of out of town, so he said you would be able to help me. See, Eevee, nothing to worry about.” They are both glaring at me as I fight the urge to laugh.

“No problem, I’m always happy to help you. Eevee and I were going into town for dinner
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