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  Blurbs


Lealta

Isabella made a mistake. She caused the chain of events that made her father dump her on Tomas Esposito's doorstep. She now has no option, she will be married to the man who disgusts her, or makes her heart beat faster. You decide because she certainly can't.

Isabella is also going to learn about what loyalty really means. Will she be able to prove herself to Tomas and the familia, or has she already signed her own death warrant? Even her father being the consigliere to the Don can't save her if she makes another mistake. 

Tomas has been in love with Isabella since before he should have been. He's waited patiently for her to grow, to notice him and the attraction between them. He's presented himself to her father and the Don with his intentions, and now his treasure will be his.

Tomas is aware of how headstrong she is, but he loves her fire, until her mistakes cause him to look weak to the familia. He needs to get her in line before someone gets hurt.

Isabella makes poor decisions, unintentionally causing a tidal wave of things to unravel within the familia. Will they figure out what is happening before it's too late? Who is behind the destruction unfolding in the Costa Familia, and can it be stopped before someone gets hurt?

Lealta/Loyalty
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  Dedication

I have always been completely captivated by the Mafia romances I've read. I love the twists and turns of them and the alpha men, but I absolutely love when the women are bad asses. 

This is my first dive into Mafia Romance and I have to absolutely dedicate this book to my friend, my PA, my cheerleader and the woman who constantly pushes me to keep growing and never give up. To the woman who sat up after a long day with set-up, a signing, after party and dinner with a group to help me plot out and talk about this series. We were supposed to be sleeping, but instead the light came on and we plotted into the wee hours of the morning getting super excited about this series. So Amy Garnet, this one is for you. After pre-reading this book her comment to me was, "I love their love." This, right here is everything. Thank you for getting my characters and making me step out of my comfort zone every damn day!

Every book I write I mention my Mom. Well, yeah, without her I wouldn't be here doing this. She is the reason I get to do what I do. She gave me life and never once doubted anything I wanted to do. She stood by me and helped me grow and she guided me (as much as she could, because I am a stubborn ass). She is the best part of me, the heart, the emotions and the love I give to those I meet. These are all my Mom's traits. Where does the rest come from? LOL, she's been trying to figure that out for years.  All my love Mom and skip over all the sex, lol.

One more bad ass lady I want to dedicate this too and that is Brittany at the Book Bar in Palmyra, PA. You opened your doors and have not looked back. You give us indie authors a voice and a place to call home. I love that you welcome our monthly craziness when our group of authors, Jackie Paxson, K. Iwancio, Kris Ann Dean, Lonnie Mounts and Amy Garnet, descend on the book store to write, edit, talk over our problem spots and just in general catch up and trade secrets. Your bookstore feels like home to us and we are so grateful to you for allowing us to come in and be our rowdy selves.

To all my readers and my new readers, thank you from the bottom of my heart for reading my books, feeling the emotions and giving me your feedback. You all are why I keep going, why I keep trying to find different ideas to keep you guessing and keep myself guessing, lol. Thank you for inviting me into your lives to escape for a little while. 

Love,

Ivy








  
  Preface


Note to the Readers

Isabella got her start in my Love Series. She was not a very nice person in Becca's Love, book 9 in the series. Can you read Lealta without reading Becca's Love? Yes. I didn't like leaving Isabella as a villain and her father, Leo is loved and feared in Becca's Love, but I felt a connection to the characters and ran with it. 

Keep in mind if you read Becca's Love, it picks up right where book 8 in the series ends, so you will be able to follow it, but you'll also feel a little lost at first, but you will figure it out as you go. So read Lealta first, then go back and see what you missed in Becca's Love, either way, I hope you enjoy whichever books you decide to read.  
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  Chapter 1

Isabella




Today was supposed to be the day I got everything I wanted. I wanted to marry Blake, but now he’s going to be with that bitch Becca. I partnered with Blake’s father to get Blake to be with me. I was blackmailing his father by telling him I’d pay off his debts. My plan was to kidnap Becca, sell her off to the black-market sex traffickers, and then, eventually, Blake would forget her. I would ship their daughter off to boarding school and keep her away.
The plan was perfect and coming together nicely until my father showed up. After his arrival, I was carted off by my bodyguard, Marco. My father was giving me to the capo in the Costa family, Tommaso Esposito, or Tomas, as we call him. No one but the Don calls him Tommaso.
Don’t get me wrong, he is sexy as hell, but he’s not even blood. I mean, he grew up in the family after his family was murdered, but still not blood, and he’s not Blake. I’ve been in love with Blake forever. Alright, well, for a few years anyway. I’m a very sheltered, watched, and controlled woman. I’ve just turned twenty-two, and I’m still the Mafia princess virgin. In my world, in order to get into the correct hierarchy, you need your virginity intact. If it wasn’t, there was hell to pay. I disobey my father on a lot of things, but this was one thing I never challenged him on. I’ve seen Mafia princesses who have given it up before marriage. They’d been beaten and married off to the soldiers. That is not the life for me. However, I would have given everything up for Blake. Of course, it helps that his family is wealthy.
But now I’m in my car being driven to Tomas’s house, where I’ll be kept under lock and key until my father shows up and makes the deal. I huff, and Marco meets my eyes through the rearview mirror.
“Izzy, what did you think was going to happen when your father found out about your plan? I mean, come on, it’s time to give up on this pipe dream. What do you see in that guy, anyway?” Marco challenges me.
Huffing, I say, “Marco, you don’t understand. Blake is so gentle and kind. He’s not like the men in the families. I want to be treated sweetly and not have to always be on show.”
Marco snorts. “Seriously, Izzy? Come on, have you been that blind with love, as you call it with Blake, that you missed how Tomas treats you? That man would walk through fire for you and then do it again, just to be sure you saw him do it. He’s been infatuated with you since before you turned eighteen. He’s been patiently waiting for your father to make a deal with him. He made his intentions clear to your father years ago. Your father stated he wanted to give you time to come around. That is the only reason this union didn’t happen at eighteen.”
Rolling my eyes at him, which I know he saw in the mirror because he laughs at me, I state, “Well, Tomas can state intentions all he wants, but I’m not going willingly. I don’t want to marry him. He’s like a hundred years old.”
Marco laughs, “Izzy, come on. He’s not a hundred. He’s not even old. He’s thirty-two. Blake was older than you, too.”
“Ugh, I know. But Tomas is ten years older than me. That’s disgusting. Blake was only a few years older than me. At least I know he could keep up. What is this old timer going to do for me?”
Marco shakes his head. “You are skating on thin ice, my girl. In fact, I am, too. I have to go see your father once I’ve delivered you.”
“He won’t punish you, Marco. I’ll make sure of it,” I tell him, believing wholeheartedly my words.
Before Marco can respond, his phone rings. All I hear is his side of the conversation, which doesn’t sound good. 
“Is he alright?” 
“Wait, say that again? Who was shot?”
“Why would she do that?”
“Alright, I’ll deliver Izzy, then be on my way to the hospital.”
I sit up straighter in my seat and say, “Marco? Father?”
Marco shakes his head no.
“Izzy, Blake’s father pulled a gun and went to shoot your father. Becca jumped in front of him, killed Blake’s father, and was shot. She’s in serious condition. Your father wants me there to stand guard,” Marco says as he speeds up the car.
“Fuck! Now we are indebted to her. That bitch. How does she always come up on top? Damn it!” 
I sit back and think about what the next few weeks will hold for me. I am hopeful my father will let me out of this deal. I will plead with him. After all, I am his princess. He couldn’t possibly make me marry Tomas, could he?
As the car pulls up to the gates of Tomas’s home, where I’ve been numerous times, only this time it’s becoming my prison. I see not just a fancy house I visit with my father, but the place I’m being forced to stay in. I shudder to think that I may have to marry Tomas, and then what? I’ll be forced to have sex with him. At that thought, instead of repulsion, my body shivers at the thought of his face, his body, those hard-as-stone blue-gray eyes, and the dark, beautifully thick hair on his head. I’ve seen him without a shirt by his pool when we’d been here. I caught just a glimpse. When he realized I was with my father, he pulled his shirt on and buttoned it. 
The man looks good, especially for being in his thirties. I mean, he’s always in a suit, at least whenever I’ve been around him, and I swear that he makes the suit look better. Always more formally dressed around me, never casual. I can’t imagine him wearing sweats and tee shirts or boxers. Will I see him in more casual wear? Of course not. I’m not staying here long.
Marco parks in front of the house and comes around to open my door, and as he helps me out of the car, the thought hits me.
“Marco? If you’re leaving to guard Becca, who will take care of me? Making sure nothing happens to me here?”
From behind me comes his powerful, deep, and raspy voice. “I will be taking care of you from now on, Isabella. You are safe in my hands.”
Tomas. 
As I turn from Marco and meet Tomas’s eyes, my body reacts. My stomach flips, my nipples harden, and my pussy leaks and pulses with one freaking sentence from his rich, beautiful voice. His eyes captivate me for a moment, then I finally come to my senses.
“I’m not staying, so don’t get used to this. My father will come to his senses, and I’ll be leaving. My father wouldn’t leave me here unguarded if he didn’t believe no one here would touch me, including you, sir.”
Tomas throws his head back and laughs. “Il mio Tesoro, no one here will dare touch you. But I assure you, you are not leaving. Your father and I have an agreement. Although the papers are not signed, the consigliere to the Don certainly would never back down on his word. You see, Il mio Tesoro, we will be married as soon as the papers are signed. I’ve waited long enough for you and won’t wait any longer to have you as my wife. I’ll be giving you a proper, albeit small and fast, wedding.”
I am furious. “You may think you’ve won, but I’ll fight you. You may take my life from me, but my body will never be yours. Not willingly.”
Tomas laughs and moves in close to me. He reaches his hand to my chin and pulls it upward so that I have no option but to look into his beautiful eyes. Our lips almost touch, and I feel his breath across them as he speaks. I shiver from his words.
“I would never dream of taking you by force, Il mio Tesoro. I’ll wait for you to give yourself to me willingly, begging me to take you.” His words are soft and meant for just the two of us.
Pushing his hand from my face, I step back from him and glare as I state, “Stop calling me your treasure. You can dream all you wish, but I will not willingly give myself to you, nor will I beg. I don’t beg.”
He reaches his hand out for me to take as he chuckles. “We’ll see, Isabella. We will see.”
I turn to look at Marco, and he says, “Go. You are safe here. I’ll be back as soon as your father allows me to. You won’t be unguarded for long.”
I nod to him. I take Tomas’s hand, as is proper, and shiver as our skin touches. The air around us becomes charged, my breath catches in my throat for a moment, and he leads me into my new life or prison. How did this become my new world?






  
  Chapter 2

Tomas



Finally, I have my treasure. I will have Isabella Romano here in my home, in my life, and as my wife very soon. It feels as though I have been waiting a lifetime. I noticed her seven years ago. She was merely fifteen. Am I a sick fuck? No. I didn’t touch her. I was twenty-five then, and she was perfect—sassy and beautiful with her long mane of thick black hair. God, how I wanted to, and still do want to grab a handful of that hair and run my fingers through it or hold it as I fuck her from behind. 
I groan, thinking of doing that. The beauty that she was back then has only changed her into a more beautiful woman. She is headstrong and has gorgeous eyes. They are the greenest eyes I have ever seen. Her lips beg to be kissed, full luscious, always perfectly marked with lipstick or gloss that would look incredible on my cock as I slide into her warm, wet mouth. I groan again.
Isabella looks at me. “Are you sick? If you are, then maybe you should keep your distance. I don’t want whatever you have.”
Chuckling, I say, “Oh, sweetheart, trust me. You want what I have to offer you.”
Isabella shakes her head. “I think not, old man. You are disgusting, sir. I think you need to go find someone your own age. I am sure you couldn’t even keep up with me.”
I throw my head back, laughing.
“I’m so glad you find this funny but, Tomas, nothing about this is funny. This is my life. I want to be in love when I have sex for the first time.”
She gasps and covers her mouth, shocked that she let that information slip out. Honestly, I’m shocked too. I mean, in our world, the women are expected to be virgins when married off to us, but I never expected the fiery, voluptuous women before me would keep that vow.
Growling, I pull her into my home and up to the bedroom… my bedroom. Our bedroom now. I slam the door shut and push her up against it, pressing her back firmly into the wood. I grab her face in my hand as I push myself tight up against her.
“Don’t fuck with me, Isabella. Are you truly a virgin? Never touched?”
She casts her eyes down, looking away from me as much as she can while I hold her face in my hands.
“Look at me,” I demand of her.
Her eyes snap to mine, and she meets my eyes. Defiance showing as she pulls her head from my hand and tries to push me off her.
“Yes, I’m still a virgin. Untouched except for my own hand and a few toys, but never fully penetrating. Do you want a show of how I pleasure myself to keep the virginal status that is required?”
Leaning my face into hers, touching her nose to mine, I say, “Don’t tempt me, Izzy. I have waited for seven long years to have you. I’m balancing on a thread, and I promised myself that, as I promise you now, I will not take you unwillingly. When you come to me and ask me, beg me to slide into your tight, wet heat. I will push through your barrier, and I will have you screaming my name as you come all over my cock. My cock will forever be the only thing entering that sweet pussy. Do you understand me?”
She whispers on a half-moan, half-sob, “Yes.” 
Pulling back slightly, I look into her eyes. “Don’t let me catch you with anything, including your fingers placed inside of my pussy. Are we clear?”
Her mouth opens, and I want so much to push her to her knees and fill it, but my feisty woman is surfacing. I am sure she would use her teeth on me, but that would not end well for either of us.
“What exactly are you going to do? Watch me twenty-four hours a day to keep me from touching myself. Dream on, Tomas. You can’t stop me from making myself come. I own every piece of my body, not you.” She presses her finger into my chest, and I grin. There she is, il mio Tesoro.
“Izzy—”
“Don’t call me that. Only my family and closest friends call me that.”
Licking my lips and brushing the back of my hand across her cheek, I state, “Well then, I guess I need to find my own name for you. Something just for me. Make no mistake, Isabella, every part of your body belongs to me, and if I catch anything in my pussy or touching it, I will punish you.”
Moving away from her, I see her shiver, and I move further into the room. “This is our room, Isabella. I will sleep in the guest room for a few nights to allow you time to adjust, but that bed is ours, and I intend to sleep in it with you. When you are ready to come to me, that will be the bed where I take all of you. Your heart, your body, and your soul. I will settle for no less.”
Watching her, she moves into the room, touching things, running her fingers over the table, chair, and desk, and sidestepping the bed until she is on the other side of the room from me. She stops, looks me dead in the eyes, and says, “How long do you plan on living, old man? Because I don’t plan on giving you any part of me for at least a hundred years.”
A grin tugs at my lips. It’s not funny because I want this woman more than I want my next meal and my next breath, but her fire and misconception as to how long she can avoid me makes me want to laugh.
“Oh, my sweet delusional love. I highly doubt you’ll be holding out that long. I promise you.” I keep talking as I move across the room toward her. “You won’t last a hundred years without my cock inside of you.” 
Once I am beside her, I brush my fingers down her arm and smirk. “I forgot to mention that I sleep nude and will require you to, as well. So, how long can you avoid begging me with your needy, naked, sexy body pressed up against my naked, hard body?”
Surprisingly, she turns and moves into my body, pressing her body to mine as she says, “I will not sleep naked in a bed with you. We, after all, are not married. Besides, I like the feel of silk wrapped around me.”
Dipping my head lower, I gently brush my lips over hers. “Okay, you win. I will only sleep naked beside you once we are married. I’ll honor that. I’ll sleep in boxers next to you in your silk lingerie, pressed hard up against you. You see, I like the feel of silk as well.” 
I kiss her lightly again, brushing my lips over hers. I hear a tiny gasp come from her and what I think is a moan. I’d like to hear more of that, but I pull back and say, “Some of your things will be delivered shortly. My men have gone to your house to grab some bags that your housekeeper has put together for you. We’ll have more brought over at a later time. So, for tonight, get some rest. I’ll give you a formal tour tomorrow. I won’t lock this door tonight, but, Isabella, you have no reason to leave this room tonight. I’ll be back in the morning for you.”






  
  Chapter 3

Isabella



Once Tomas closes the bedroom door, I allow myself to move to the bed and sink down onto it as I think, that didn’t go well. My damn body is betraying me. Damn it. Tomas has changed since the last time I’ve seen him. He’s gotten bigger, if that’s possible, and his dark hair and blue-gray eyes are still the same, but he has grown a beard. The scruff on his face makes me moan as I wonder what it would feel like as he tugs on my nipples and slides down my body. What would it feel like against my pussy as he laps up my juices that are currently wetting my underwear? Damn him.
I have my purse with me. I carry my pocket rocket - my vibrator - inside. I keep it close because when a girl needs to get off, she needs it, right? Fuck him, and “nothing touches his pussy.” It’s fucking mine. Who does he think he is?
Walking around the room, I see the door to the connecting bathroom, and I go in to wash up. I see Tomas has soaps, shampoos, and a robe for me. I strip out of my clothes, shower, and pin my hair up on my head as I want to wait till tomorrow to wash it. I clean myself and then dry off before wrapping the robe around my body.
When I’m all finished, I head to the bed, grabbing my purse to take out my pocket rocket and place it on the bedside table while I fold the bedding down. The bedding is a rich burgundy to set off the rest of the room with its mahogany wood accents and deep, thick, cream-colored carpet. The carpet lightens the dark, rich wood, burgundy bedding, and curtains. There are a few gold accents with the ties to the curtains and the trim on the bedding, but as much as I hate to admit it, the room is beautiful, manly but classy, but not overly masculine. 
Once I slide under the covers, I grab my rocket and slide it over myself, getting it wet because, of course, I am still wet. I smell him on the sheets – his light cologne and his masculine, musky scent - and I moan. I turn my vibrator on and lay it over my engorged, needy clit and circle it. My hips jerk and I moan again. This is not going to take long. I think about him coming in here and ripping the covers off me, demanding me to show him how I like to make myself come. I wonder how it will feel to have him push inside of me where no one has ever been. I moan louder, my breathing erratic. Then it happens.
“Damn it, Isabella. I told you not to touch my pussy.”
He comes in the room angry, nostrils flaring and the door banging against the wall. He does just as I imagined and rips the covers off me as he says, “Continue. If you are going to do it, you will finish in front of me.”
Fuck. Did I just make that happen? I mean, I thought it. I put that out into the universe, and now here he is. I press my legs together, and he growls, “No.” He pulls my one leg away from my body, and he moves in closer, taking my leg and keeping hold of it so I can’t close my legs again.
“Continue, Isabella. I want to see you pleasure yourself, and I want to see you come, screaming my name because I’m why you had to get yourself off, right? I mean, you are dripping. Finish yourself off, Isabella, right the fuck now.”
I’m not a woman to back down. I continue stroking myself, my vibrator buzzing. I am wet. It’s because of him, but I’ll be damned if I’ll say his name when I come. I feel it building. I turn my head from him, and he demands, “Look at me as you come. Don’t you dare look away from me while you stroke my wet pussy.”
I look back at him, and I moan again and again. Closer and closer, I’m right on the edge. He reaches in and takes the vibrator out of my hand, and says, “I make this pussy come. Me, and only me.”
Before I can argue or say another word, he presses it hard against my clit and circles. He slides it down to my hole and presses in gently, slowly, just the tip, then slides it back up. Harder this time, he pushes against my clit as he says, “Say my name.”
Before I can stop myself, I moan, “Tomas, I—” the words stop, my brain misfires, and I am coming as I look into his eyes and yell, “Yes, Tomas, yes, oh my God.”
He continues to stroke my clit as I come down from my high. My clit is so sensitive that it is slightly painful as he rubs it over me still. “Do it again, Isabella. Come apart by my hand one more time.”
Begging him, I say, “No, I can’t.”
He doesn’t back off. I move to push his hand from my body, but he grabs both my arms, dropping my vibrator. He takes my wrists and puts them in his hand, leaning down on the bed and pressing my wrists against it. He picks up the vibrator and starts his slow torture once again. This time, he presses it in and out of me a few times before going back to pulsate over my clit. 
“I told you, this pussy is mine. I will give you pleasure. Not you. I decide if you come. If you can’t keep your hands from touching my body, I will make sure of it. Are we clear?”
I moan and writhe under his control. I am so lost I don’t even realize what he’s saying.
“Tell me, Isabella. Tell me you understand,” he growls in my ear as he leans over my body.
When he pulls back and grazes his lips over mine, I would promise him just about anything. “Yes, I understand.”
He smiles an evil sort of smile at me. “Good, I’m glad we understand one another.”
He keeps circling the vibrator, and I am pressing my hips to it, arching my back. The sensations running through my body are intense, and I feel like I’m going to fly apart, and then he stops.
“What the fuck?” I yell.
He stands over me, releases my wrists, and says, “My pussy. I decide when it comes and when it doesn’t. That’s your punishment for touching what’s mine. Don’t do it again. And, Isabella, don’t even think about coming. If you do, your punishment will be worse.”
Scrambling to my feet, I get up and pull the robe back around me, straightening myself. Then I take my fists and slam them into his chest. 
“I fucking hate you, Tomas. When I tell my father you touched me before marriage…”
“He what? What do you think your father is going to do, huh, Isabella? Not a fucking thing. I could fuck you right now. Take that barrier inside you and rip it to shreds along with your virginal pussy, and he wouldn’t do a damn thing. Do you know why? Because you belong to me now. He will not interfere. You need to let that sink in, princess. You. Belong. To. Me.”
Pushing him away from me, I say, “I’ll never give myself to you. You’re a smug bastard and I will die before I let you put your filthy, disgusting cock inside me.”
He laughs as he backs out of the room. “We’ll see about that, Isabella. We will see. I’ll have you know my cock is very clean. I have a clean bill of health, and it will not be buried anywhere but your cunt. I will mark you with my seed, and I will bury that seed so far inside of you that you will feel every hot spurt of my come as it marks you as mine.”
“Fancula! I will never be yours, Tomas. Maybe on paper, but…” I open my robe to show him my naked body. I let it slide off my arms to the floor. “This body will never be yours. Look now because that is all you will ever do. Are we clear, Tomas?”
Tomas roves his eyes up and down my body. I can’t help it. I shiver at his intense gaze over me. He takes his hand to his chin and rubs it over his beard, licks his lips, and says, “Bella, I will be all over that body one day soon, and it will happen after you beg me for my cock.”
He drops his hand to his crotch and squeezes the bulge that is blatantly obvious now that he’s brought my attention to it. I unconsciously lick my lips, which makes him laugh.
“Yeah, my little Bella, you will be begging me and soon.” He turns to open the door, but before he can open it, I stop him.
“Let me guess, you have cameras in here, and you’re watching me.” 
“Yes, I have cameras all over this house, but I can’t possibly watch all of them. My men watch them and alert me. By the way, they thank you for the show.” He turns slightly toward me, winks, then walks out.
I scramble to grab my robe and wrap it back around myself, shuddering, knowing that his men are watching me. I’m so creeped out now. How many men? Are there cameras in the shower? Damn Tomas Esposito. Damn him.






  
  Chapter 4

Tomas


Smiling as I leave her room, my men say, “She’s a pistol, boss.”
“Yes, she is. Don’t let her leave this room tonight. The only one in is me or Maria.  No one goes in. No one looks at her, and no one touches her. You call me immediately if there is an issue.” I look at them, one at a time, meeting their eyes firmly.
Rocco, my head of security, states, “Got it, boss. She will be well protected, but my men won’t touch her or look at her.” 
He seconds the round of eyeballing the men, and then we walk away, back to my study. We were there when my phone vibrated, alerting me to movement in our room. I took it out and watched her as she moved about, but when she started pleasuring herself, I was out of my chair and headed there with a firm order to Rocco to not enter. No one was to enter. 
Of course, I lied to her, telling her my men were watching the cameras. I would never allow them to see il mio Tesoro. Never. I would gouge their eyes out if they saw her naked. That body is mine.
Am I surprised that she is untouched? Yes. In this day, most of the women have already had sex. Although, I’d heard stories of fathers selling them or whoring them to their soldiers if they dared to lose their virginity. Our world can be cruel, but I highly doubt Leo would have had such a fate for her if she’d crossed that line. I’m actually surprised that this firecracker hadn’t disobeyed her father. She seems so determined to do things her way. Now I understand the price for her. I understand how he could want such a large trade for her. I believe that is why she’s always been so heavily guarded. Marco never leaves her side. I’m sure Leo knows she was untouched. Banked on it by having Marco trained on her.
My best friend, Enzo, told me another man asked about her, and her father said the price was two million dollars. The man, of course, balked and walked away. Technically, before Isabella pulled this stunt, her father had already decided that she was to be mine. At that time, we bartered. I told him I’d pay the two-million-dollar asking price. 
He shakes his head at me and says, “Tomas, you are already like a son to me. What I want is for you to treasure her. I don’t want her forced to be in your bed, and I want grandbabies. Sooner rather than later, so work some magic and don’t disappoint me. As far as the two million, I want to not pay at your casino for my drinks, food, or lodging until I die. You follow through on taking care of my princess as I ask, and freebies at the casino, we have a deal.”
I would pay four million for her, but Leo likes me and knows my character. I promised him I would do as he said, which I planned anyway. I don’t want to force her to be with me. I could take any whore from our connections and get off. That’s not what I want with my Bella. My heart has belonged to her for a long time, and now I want hers too.
Rocco clears his throat. “So, boss, are you really going to marry Isabella?”
Looking at him, I say, “Of course I am. I’ve made no secret that I planned to marry her one day. Make sure that Marco has clearances in the house as well. He will be her personal guard and head of her security.”
Rocco arches a brow at me. “Are you replacing me, boss?”
“Hell no. Isabella is comfortable with him. He’s been with her the majority of her life, and he will remain hers. I want as little upheaval for her as possible. You will still be the head of security. Marco will have to answer to you, but I want him to be her lead guard. There needs to be an army of men on her, which you will not have time to manage. Therefore, Marco will.”
“Boss? Does the Don know that this union is happening?” Rocco asks.
“He’s been aware of the arrangement for years. This is not a spur-of-the-moment arrangement. This has been in the works for a long time. She was promised to me. We just waited, hoping she’d come around. Since she hasn’t, and she pulled her idiotic stunt, well, now it’s being forced. The Don has always been aware. This is sanctioned by him as well. Leo is his best friend. He would never make a decision that the Don wasn’t aware of,” I state. 
Looking at Rocco, I say, “Why is this an issue? What are you thinking?”
Rocco hardens his gaze to me. “Boss, I’m concerned about your safety. She is a loose cannon. The stunt she pulled nearly got her father killed. She made plans with the sex trafficking ring, which needed to be settled because you can’t just back out on a deal with them. I’m concerned that she will cause problems for the family, for you.”
Leaning back in my chair, I look sternly at him. “This is my concern, not yours. She is to be my wife. I know that she will fit into this family. She was born into this life. Hell, that stunt she pulled took balls. Do I agree with what she did? Hell no. But she definitely has the brains to rule with me. She will learn the business, and she will be my queen. I will let this conversation slide. If you doubt her again, it will be your death. Are we clear?”
Rocco nods. “Yes, boss.”
“Good, now get ready
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