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            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Fam! If you haven’t heard, the Rossis are getting an update.

      

      A facelift. A makeover. A reboot.

      

      And boy are they getting darker.

      

      I’m beyond excited to be re-releasing Obsession first, with a whole new edit on it, plus some bonus scenes. As many of you know, this was my first book baby and started everything off. And I mean both my writing career and the crazy ride the Rossis took us on. This is where it all began. When I wrote it, I had no idea where everything was going to end up—or that it would be Brooks, at the end of the day, saving everyone’s asses.

      

      Wait. Skip that last line if you haven’t read Her Master yet.

      

      If you’ve already read the line… well, I guess the cat’s out of the bag. But I bet you’re wondering how she does it, right? If so, you’re in luck, because the Rossi series is finished. We’re going to be releasing the books in the quickest format ever, with new books coming out every three weeks from here until May, 2025. And I’m not just talking about the singles, because we’ve got box sets coming as well, with some surprises that you’ll never see coming.

      

      I know, the mind boggles.

      

      And in the middle of it all, we’re starting Boudreaux, which means Brooks and Lucien get their very own series. Because when it comes down to it, I realized I wasn’t done with this world, yet. Not by a long shot. I hope you’re ready, because the characters are going to take you on a really dark, twisty ride next year.

      

      On a personal note, this is the little book that came first, and I wrote it when my life was in a very different place. Since then, I’ve divorced the guy Joseph Rossi is named after, figured out how to put myself first, and started a whole new life. I’m not the same Quinn I was, and my characters are growing along with me.

      

      This isn’t the Obsession you once knew. And I hope you love the new version as much as I do!

      
        
        -Q

      

      

      

      P.S. Head straight to the back matter for details about upcoming releases, Her Romeo’s release date, and when we’ll get to see the Boudreaux crew in print!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          SLOANE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        FIVE YEARS AGO

      

      

      I threw myself back against the wall and ducked a quick peek around the corner, my heart hammering against my ribs.

      I’d never been so terrified in my life, and that was saying something. I was daughter of the head of the Irish mob, and I’d been around the block more than once. Hell, my life had been in danger more times than I wanted to count. I’d seen men shot right in front of me, run from men trying to kidnap me.

      I’d lost friends on more than one occasion.

      But I’d never been out on the streets without backup. And the enemy had never had my best friend pinned to the ground in an alley behind my favorite coffee shop.

      I brought my mind back to the present and stared down the alley, squinting to try to make out what was going on in the darkness. Shit. Shit, shit, shit. We’d been so good at hiding what we were doing, and I’d thought we were actually getting away with it. Joseph Rossi and I had been best friends since we were six, and I didn’t think anyone had ever suspected. If they had, we would have heard about it before now.

      Hell, we’d probably be dead.

      Because that was what happened when the princess of the Irish mob happened to be best friends with the heir apparent of the biggest Italian family in the city.

      But someone had figured something out, because we’d been in the middle of having a celebratory coffee, fresh out of our high school graduation, when the goons showed up and started manhandling me. They’d had only one thing on their minds, and that had been my destruction.

      Until Joseph stepped in and doomed himself by saving me.

      They’d gone after him in response, and though I’d managed to escape into the hallway, Joseph hadn’t been so lucky.

      They were now beating the shit out of him in the darkness, and I could hardly believe what I was seeing. My eyes flashed from one shadowed face to another, marking the features of the men who’d come after us. I didn’t know their names. Didn’t even know their ranks. But I recognized the faces, because I’d seen them plenty of times.

      Those were the men who escorted Joseph when he was out on official family business. They were Rossi soldiers, and there was only one reason for that.

      Fat Jimmy Rossi had sent soldiers after his own kid, to punish him for hanging out with me.

      What the fuck was he even thinking, to do such a thing? That was his oldest son, for fuck’s sake, and those guys were going to kill him!

      Unless I could do something to stop it.

      And that would only work if the backup I’d called–

      At that moment, light sliced across the alley, highlighting the men standing over Joseph, their fists raised as they got ready to strike again. They all froze at the light, though, and turned as one toward its source.

      I looked up, too, but I wasn’t surprised like the men.

      I was grinning. Because Brooks had finally managed to arrive.

      “Thank God,” I breathed.

      Brooks slid the bike to a stop, jumped off, and ran for the crowd of men before the thing had fully halted. Before they could react, she’d ducked and managed some sort of kung fu something, grabbing Joseph off the ground and turning in the same action, then sprinting for the bike. We hadn’t had much time on the phone when I called, desperate for help, but we hadn’t needed it.

      Brooks and I had been planning this rescue for some time. We hadn’t known when we might have to use it, but we already knew exactly how it went.

      So when the Rossi soldiers finally came back to life and started going for their guns, I was already stepping around the corner and aiming, my finger on the trigger of my own Glock. I was the fastest shot in my family, and I had the jump on them.

      Those men didn’t stand a chance.

      Would Fat Jimmy put a hit on whoever took out some of his best soldiers? Absolutely.

      But he’d never know it was me.

      And let’s face it: He’d never believe a tiny eighteen-year-old Irish girl could take out an entire crew of Rossi men.

      Of course, he’d never seen me defending my best friend. He didn’t have the first fucking clue what I’d do to keep his son safe.

      I watched as Brooks got Joseph onto the back of her bike, saw him turn to give me one shocked look, and then started firing on his father’s hitmen.
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      “I’m never going home again.”

      “Careful what you wish for, Red,” the voice immediately to my right muttered, sleepy with sunshine and more than a little bit slurred, thanks to the five or so margaritas we’d had since we arrived at the beach. “That’s the sort of thing someone says right before they get offed by the designated villain.”

      The second statement was sharper than the first, and I glanced at her, wondering what the hell she was getting at.

      The picture I saw was, of course, a girl who looked like she should be fucking modeling rather than laying on the beach in Santa Monica, on Christmas break from law school. Brooks Peterson—short for Brooklyn, a name she hated with the heat of a million suns—had always been taller than me. More gorgeous than me. Sassier than me. Then we’d come west to go to UCLA for college and she got even sassier.

      These days she was dying her used-to-be-blonde hair a bright fire engine red. Wearing black eyeliner with a wing that made it look like a makeup artist lived in the same house as she did.

      There was no makeup artist in her house. I knew, because I lived there too, and if there had been a makeup artist in residence, I would have been sporting the same look. As opposed to the hurried brush of blush and eye shadow I generally managed. With more mascara than anything else. Maybe some lipstick on days when I was feeling really fancy.

      Brooks, who noticed me watching her this entire time, lifted one very elegant—and still fairly blonde—eyebrow. “Take a picture, love, it’ll last longer.”

      I stuck my tongue out at her. “Why would I need a picture when I see you every freaking day of my life?”

      She just grinned and laid back down. “You and I both know you love it. Now, what were you saying about never going home?”

      I propped myself up on my elbows and gazed into the bright blue of the Pacific Ocean. Freaking 85 degrees in the middle of December, and as bright as the day was long. I mean, the day wasn’t long. Not in December in California. But the brightness? The beauty?

      Yeah, that was all in evidence.

      Back home in New York, it was snowing right now. Snowing and freaking cold, with the power going all spotty and the sidewalks frozen and cars driving by and splashing you with dirty slush.

      I knew because my parents had told me so this morning when I called to tell them I wasn’t coming home from law school for Christmas this year. Brooks and I were staying in LA rather than flying back.

      And neither of us was all that sorry for it.

      I glanced at the pier about a mile down the beach, took in the garland wound along the rails and the Christmas lights on the roller coaster, and grinned to myself. Christmas in LA meant a lot of decorations and almost no change in the weather, and I fucking loved it.

      “I said I don’t think I’m ever going home again,” I repeated. “Why the hell would I leave all of this behind for snow in the winter and freaking heat in the summer?”

      “And that humidity,” she added. “And what it does to my hair.”

      “Your hair’s not curly, even in the humidity,” I noted.

      Not like mine. I had the sort of hair that got bigger and curlier if there was an ounce of humidity, and though LA’s heat made it wavy and hard to control, New York’s humidity...

      A sharp poke in the ribs broke me out of my mental curses against my hair—which was naturally auburn, unlike Brooks’—and back to the reality of the sunny Southern California beach.

      “My hair is so curly,” Brooks muttered on top of the finger jab.

      I just snorted. It wasn’t worth it to argue with her when it came to things like that. Once she decided she was going to have curly red hair—just like mine—it became pointless to remind her that she’d once been blonde. With thick, stick-straight hair.

      Brooks had a way of disagreeing with reality so strongly that she often forced it to bend to her will, and it made her nearly impossible to argue with. It was also going to make her one hell of a lawyer. If she could keep it under control.

      “So, what are we going to do while we’re never going home again?” she murmured, sliding her sunnies down her nose and glancing over at me.

      I returned the glance, already knowing the answer.

      I always knew the answer. It was one of the things that was going to make me a great lawyer.

      “Oh, you know. The usual. I’m thinking the beach, some shopping, more margaritas than we should be drinking on our own, maybe a Christmas parade or two. Volunteering, of course.”

      “And boys,” Brooks added.

      “And boys,” I agreed. “And anything that keeps me from having to talk to my parents or even think about New York this season.”

      That was a lie, of course. Nothing was going to keep me from talking to my parents or thinking about New York at Christmas. That just wasn’t me. Sure, my dad was the reason I wasn’t going home this year. The even bigger reason: As the head of the family, he was suddenly into things that were a whole lot bigger and more dangerous than they had been when I left the city to come out west.

      And I was pretty sure those bigger and more dangerous things were going to get him in a whole lot of trouble. Probably sooner rather than later.

      It wasn’t like this was the first time I’d dealt with it. I’d always known who and what he was. My whole world had centered around what he referred to as ‘the life,’ and I’d grown up knowing what that meant. And, on occasion, paying the consequences for it. Seeing things I didn’t want to see. Hearing things I never wanted to hear.

      Losing friends, when they found out who I was.

      I’d run west at the first opportunity, just to get out of that life. And when I graduated, I stayed here to study law.

      I’m sure you can see the conundrum. Dear Old Dad, head of all Irish business in the city, and the don of the largest family in the state. Hell, he considered himself the most important person in New York, most days, and there weren’t many who would argue with him.

      People who did often found themselves on the wrong side of a gun.

      And therein lay the problem. Because it had been easy enough to ignore that when I was younger and didn’t have a choice. Now, when I was getting ready to take the bar and start practicing the law—on the right side of it...

      Well, I’m sure you can see the personal conflict.

      I closed my eyes and took a very big gulp of margarita—on the rocks, with salt.

      What a fucking shit show. Whose idea had it been to become a lawyer again?

      Newsflash: It was mine. Though I’d had a lot to drink when I made
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