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PROLOGUE
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I’ve got a whiteboard with pictures from Dario Ferrano’s wedding. I’ve got all the members of the family on the board. I’ve decided on a couple ways to get back at Tommy Ferrano for cutting me out of the Fete action. Things haven’t been good since my uncle died. A lot of people in Vegas are showing me disrespect and it has a lot to do with the fact that Ferrano refused to back Ben Goldberg’s club unless he cut me out of the action. Fete won’t get far off the ground if I have my way. And the people who get in my way always pay.

John Lewis will get his just desserts for siding with Ferrano. Maybe I’ll pick up his hot and horny wife and take that bitch with a switchblade. And the Ferrano family? The guy keeps his sweet young wife under lock and key but his sister, the widow, is a pretty young thing. She should fetch a decent ransom.

Or maybe she won’t be ransomed. Maybe she’ll fetch a price a different way.

[image: zack]

I’m in the relationship game. I make strategic relationships that help me help my clients. Sometimes my clients aren’t the good guys.  Sometimes, like this time, I’m helping multiple sides with both good and evil traits at the same time.

The task force that hired and then later blackmailed me into getting involved in researching the ties between Tom Ferrano and a whack of human trafficking connections was pushing hard for me to get both Ferrano sons fully on board.  I was having luck with one. But the other? Not so much.

I’d worked hard at earning their trust and it took time but I became friends with both of them. 

I read people. Dario is a good guy. He’s got a good head on his shoulders. He’s just twenty-five and he wants out of the wise guy grey area his family is in. He’ll go dark if need be, but deep down he wants to live clean. 

He thinks strategically and can hold his shit together. He’s gonna be invaluable to the task force in bringing down the people in Kruna because he won’t let them see behind the mask he puts on for them.  No one sees behind that mask unless he wants you to see it. 

There are a lot of places just like Kruna. Always will be. The poor want money. The rich already have it, so what do they want? They want power. The richer the average rich guy gets, the more he wants. Not because he needs more material shit but because it’s basic human nature to always aspire to having more. The super-rich people that Kruna are made up of and cater to are people with everything they need and want. It’s like some of them are so over-privileged, so entitled and out-of-touch, that they become monsters and use their money and their connections to live out their hedonistic fantasies and exert their power. 

I’d like to believe I’d never go to those extremes, no matter how much money and power I had. But I’ve seen power and money go to people’s heads too many times. Power can corrupt the best of us; I’ve seen it happen repeatedly.

The Kruna organization was started by a couple of people in the 70s and one of them is from the Frost family, a family with generations of rich and power-hungry people, including a politician named Sylvia Frost who paved the way for many other women in politics. 

She’s a 67-year-old senator who has made a lot of enemies but she’s oblivious to the fact that there are a lot of people who want to take her down. 

Cold and calculated, Sylvia thinks she’s got the world under her thumb. Her head is so far up her own ass she is clueless. She wants to run for president and there are people who are out to make that happen for her as well as those who are determined to stop that from happening. She would be extremely dangerous. 

There are also a few people who know about her involvement in some shady shit, including that she and her now dead husband were seed partners in Kruna. She hasn’t been involved in ten years, but one of the goals of this task force is to connect her to Kruna. 

The task force leader, Barrington “Barry” Dresden, is also someone who has a good deal of power. Barry has a serious hate on for Sylvia Frost. He wants Kruna taken down and his hidden agenda is that he wants her to be implicated as being involved. He’s not afraid to involve powerful players to make it happen. He assembles teams to get shit done. 

I also assemble teams, so by involving me, he has a better chance of getting what he wants. 

There are multiple teams attempting to infiltrate the Kruna organization and I’m only one small player in the bigger game. I was tasked with gaining the trust of the Ferrano brothers in order to get to their father. Their father wasn’t an original partner, he joined later, but he’d been friends with the senator for twenty odd years.  Dario Ferrano marrying a Kruna slave has worked out in the favor of the task force along with Dresden’s plans to take Sylvia Frost down.

Tommy Ferrano, aka Thomas Ferrano Jr., he’s a harder nut to crack.  I managed to earn his trust and he’s not happy to find out that he was wrong about me.  Neither is Dario. But, where Dario is gonna be willing to play ball to a degree because of the fact that his new bride was hurt by that place and he wants to end the association, Tommy is gonna be a challenge at every turn. It’ll be like pulling teeth. From a rabid dog. A rabid dog who wants to pay me back for my deceit. 

Great. As if I needed another enemy.

Somehow, I’ve got to get things done. My reputation and my trade secrets depend on it. My trade secrets keep me in this game, and they are also what keeps me from having a price put on my head. 

The task force believes that the upcoming Kruna resort’s annual partner summit, with Dario and the blushing bride Felicia Ferrano, aka Angelica Macleod, in attendance is just the ticket to get this done.
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Rocco came into my office on a Tuesday morning and sat down in the leather chair in front of my desk. I looked up from my computer screen and gave a jerk of my chin.

The chin jerk didn’t get him talking. He looked nervous. Rocco doesn’t get nervous.

“What?”

“I dug, like you asked. Zachary Jacobs is nosing around for information because the son of the late Tom Ferrano took possession of a Kruna slave whose sister was kidnapped from Alaska.”

That got my attention. 

Zack Jacobs was asking the kinds of questions that set my teeth on edge. I knew about the Ferrano family. I knew that their decision to take revenge against my uncle had been rather fortuitous for me. It seemed our paths were destined to repeatedly cross and maybe even merge. 

“Which Ferrano?” I suspected I knew this answer but needed to confirm. I knew the older one had just recently gotten married to the girl who my uncle had kidnapped several months ago, before he was murdered in cold blood by Tommy Ferrano.

“The younger one. Dario. It seems that he took his new pet from Kruna and is getting ready to marry her. He’s trying to find out what happened to the pet’s little sister.”

I clenched my jaw. Fuck.

“Are Kruna aware he’s digging into his pet’s past?”

“Does not look like it.” 

Dario Ferrano wasn’t on my radar until a few months back when Jesse turned up dead. Jesse had been blown up and was after the Ferrano boys in the name of vengeance for Juan Carlos. Dario Ferrano liked to cause explosions. Another fortuitous thing for me.

Not fortuitous? The fact that Kruna’s senior partner team were being sloppy. Considering that Delgado was on that team? Not a surprise.

“Do you think Jacobs knows you have her?” Rocco asked me.

“No. He doesn’t play like that. If he already knew, he wouldn’t poke around. He’d be straight up about it. What we know about Zack Jacobs, he’ll figure it out soon enough.” 

Zack Jacobs was a fucking bloodhound and exceptionally good at his job. He’d been an asset to me on a few occasions already.

“So, what can I do now for you? To help?” 

“Get me everything you can on the Ferrano family. Who their friends are, who their enemies are, what their big deals are right now. Make it a priority.” 
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CHAPTER ONE
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A Few Weeks After Dare’s Wedding

Tia was asleep, her cheek on my belly, her silky oats and honey-scented hair fanned out across the chest tattoo that bared her name and displayed her symbol. An owl on an olive branch. Wisdom. Forgiveness. Thinking about the symbolism made my gut churn, go sour.

My left hand was tangled in her hair and I was staring at the ring that sat on my finger. Gold and black. Light and dark. Good and evil. Right now, there was more black than gold to me because I’d spent a sleepless night plotting. Plotting the next moves that had to be made.  It all went round and round in my brain all fucking night long.

Take down Kruna, being the fucking gophers for the goddamn Feds without getting ourselves killed. 

That fucking Zack. 

If I had my way, when this was over, the footnote would be a gaping hole in his forehead. Dare was acting like he was leaning toward giving Zack a pass. I didn’t fucking think so. 

Bastard didn’t earn my trust overnight. He worked at it, the motherfucking liar. And he’d pay for fucking us over. I never forgot betrayal. 

We had to first confirm and then if she was there, (I suspected she was), get Angel’s sister Holly back from Alessandro Romero’s hellhole down in Mexico. Zack said he had it on good authority that this was where she was and it would be a tricky proposition. He wasn’t useless. A lying Fed motherfucker but he was resourceful. 

Once he was done fact-finding, we’d have to find a way to get her back, knowing Romero knew what we’d done. We didn’t know him. We’d heard he was an ice-cold mother fucker and it stood to reason that he’d want me dead for killing his Uncle Juan Carlos and Dare dead for killing his brother Jesse.  The cartel that I had a relationship with from the takedown of the Castillo cartel was something I didn’t relish the idea of calling on again. They’d helped me for what they’d get out of him being gone.  

This time, if we needed their help, we’d be indebted to them and that would slow down our plan to distance ourselves from Pop’s world as much as humanly possible without it meaning we had to disappear into thin air to escape that shit.

I didn’t know much about Romero other than the fact he’d inherited his father’s business in pedaling flesh and in dealing guns. And my guys alerted me once or twice to the fact that people had compared us.  I didn’t like that. I’d had people keep their ears to the ground, concerned Romero might set his sights on us after Jesse Romero was blown up.

Beyond this shit with Kruna and with Angel’s sister, we also had the launch of Ben Goldberg’s new project, Fete,  and smarmy goof Leo Denarda was being a thorn in my side.  This guy wanted in on the partnership, but I made my involvement contingent on him being kept out. Of course, he wasn’t happy. But he was a slimy asshole that I refused to associate with.

He didn’t take the news of his exclusion well and now he was trying to screw with us. And what’d started out as an annoyance had become more than a mere pain in my ass; like a mosquito trapped in a dark room with you. 

My patience was not generous. If I found myself in a dark room with a mosquito and didn’t flush that fucker out within five minutes, I’d be tempted to blow the whole fucking room up.

My gut told me shit was becoming dangerous. It’d mean more enemies for us if we weren’t really fucking careful. He was already more hassle than he was worth. I’d talked about backing out, but my buddy John Lewis? Johnny needed the launch financially. He needed it to go well. He needed our help and it’d oust Leo once and for all. I had a feeling I’d need his help with some of the other shit on my plate. John was mostly clean but well-connected and respected. He was an ally and he was a good friend. I’d get to help him out and stick it to Leo Denarda at the same time.

I had to accomplish all of this without putting Tia and my unborn baby at risk. Do it all without losing precious time watching her pregnancy bloom. I couldn’t fucking wait to see her huge, to watch her waddle, to feed her pickles and ice cream or whatever she craved. 

So far, all she was craving was my cock. And sleep. All she wanted was fucking and sleeping. Talk about a dream come true...

I needed to get through all this shit while keeping my own demons at bay and those demons were nagging at me with all this goddamn stress.

My tattoo. Forgiveness and wisdom. Maybe it wasn’t wise, but I wasn’t feeling all that forgiving right now. Zack had snowed us with this Kruna shit. I told Dare to just keep his girl and forget Kruna existed. Let the lawyers deal with shit. I told John Lewis that Denarda was just an annoying little gnat, but his uncle finally croaked and Denarda somehow had the stones to make a few key moves before word got out about his uncle’s death and so he now had more power.  

He’d ruffled feathers throughout Vegas and beyond and that would work to our advantage because we’d have help taking him down if we needed it. And I had a feeling we would.

I just had to be careful what kind of help I solicited because I didn’t want to owe too many of a certain type of people favors. 

And it was feeling like it was all coming to a head. Like a zit about to pop. A big zit filled with ugly shit that’d ooze over all of us.

Dare wanted to be clean, wanted us to be legit. For the girls. For our future kids.  For the rest of the family. I guess I wanted the same; I don’t even know. I’m still having somewhat of an existential crisis. I don’t like the idea of letting go of the connections, the fire power in case we need it. Shit has been so amped for so long, it feels like we’ll always need it.

What I did know is that more than anything, I wanted to watch my wife’s belly grow. Dare wanted to put a dozen babies in his wife’s belly. They’d just gotten married, but he said she was off birth control and they wanted to get pregnant immediately. 

But, we had a fucking war ahead of us. A war with more than one enemy. So, I’d have to play dirty. If I had to channel all the dirty, evil shit I’d been fighting to keep at bay, all that I’d inherited from my father in order to clean all this up? So be it. 

If I had to hang onto the reins of the crime empire I’d inherited a bit longer so that I have the firepower and connections to see my way through this shit, I’d do it. I’d get as dirty as I had to. I’d get so dirty it’d make Pop smile and say, “That’s my boy.”

Dare and his new wife were going on their honeymoon, so I needed to focus as everything was on my shoulders for the moment. Their wedding had happened fast and I didn’t blame him. Mine happened pretty damn fast, too. When a Ferrano man wants a woman, evidently, he doesn’t pull any punches.

I carefully extracted myself from the bed without waking Tia. She was the only person I knew who could sleep sixteen hours and then go back to bed ten hours later. The pregnancy was making her want to do nothing but sleep. And she was horny as fuck. I was not complaining.

She didn’t look pregnant yet, except her tits looked bigger, fuller. A nice side effect. But she complained they hurt, so I kissed them better at every opportunity. 

Her tits aside, nothing seemed different. But everything was different at the same time. I couldn’t wait to see what it would look like. I couldn’t wait to meet this piece of us, this piece of her and me and of what had started out as an unholy union because it came from a place of greed and vengeance. It was already something beautiful, because of all she gave me, and now it would be more. Much more.

I could not wait until she was huge, knowing I made her that way.  The ultimate power; to change a woman’s life like that? Tie her to you forever. It made her yours in even more ways. Getting her pregnant? Changing her life so monumentally? It made me feel like a king.

Today wasn’t going to be a good day to be king. I had to fly out to Vegas to meet with Johnny Lewis and Ben Goldberg.  The best I could hope for was that it’d be productive.  All sorts of shit swirled around this Fete project and it was getting more and more unpleasant by the day. 

When I got out of the shower, I heard my phone ringing from the nightstand. She was sleeping right through it despite the blaring noise right by her head.

I glanced at the screen. Zack Jacobs. The guy I trusted. Fuck that lying Fed rat motherfucker. I declined the call.  I spotted the pup halfway under the blankets with Tia. His nose poked out of the covers.

“Dog!” I clipped.  He was sniffing the air, nose protruding a little more from the blankets.

“Marley,” I growled.

The covers started moving as his tail thumped slowly. He knew he wasn’t allowed in the bed. Smart dog, too, because he also knew she’d let him away with it when I wasn’t there. She put a dog bed in the corner of the room and the little fucker jumped in bed with her as soon as I left it every day.

“Out,” I told him and he jumped down and slunk away, back to his own bed.

“Tia.” I leaned over and kissed her bare shoulder. She was sleeping in the buff.

“Mphf,” she grunted.

“Baby girl...”

Her beautiful jade eyes opened and she smiled at me.

“Morning,” she said. “Mm. Suit porn,” she added with a little stretch, her eyes doing a sweep of me.

I chuckled. “You finish packing for me? Suitcase is wide open. Anything else need to go in?”

“Nope, it’s ready. Zip ‘er up. You going? I’ll get up.”

“No, stay here; it’s early. I’ll call you when I land. Have fun doin’ your girls’ night.”

“Mkay.” She puckered her gorgeous full lips for a kiss.

“Be a good girl,” I told her and leaned over and touched my mouth to hers. I went to move away but she had my hair. 

“You got ten minutes?”  she asked, her voice husky.

“Five. If that,” I told her.

“Quickie? You can do a lot with five minutes.”

“Baby, I don’t think so. Gotta zip up that suitcase, grab a coffee, hit my office for shit I’ve gotta bring. Nino’s probably outside already.”

“Aww,” she pouted.

“Tia, I fucked you twice last night. You’re that hungry for my cock already?”

“Mm hm.” She stretched and the blankets slid down, revealing her tits.

Fuck.

She looked at me and smiled, seeing where my eyes were. She circled a nipple with her index finger and I watched it pucker up tight. My cock rose to attention.

“Baby, you’re lucky you’re carrying my baby or I’d throw you over my knee for being such a sassy little vixen when I’ve got to go.”

“You can still throw me over your knee. Gently.  The throwing part. Spank my butt as hard as you want. Just as long as I get your you-know-what for a couple minutes.”

“I’m not spanking you,” I told her.

“Even if I’m very, verrrry naughty?” She pedaled her feet until she’d kicked the blankets way down and then she spread her legs and trailed her fingers down until she got her middle and ring fingers of her right hand down there and they disappeared between her folds.

I felt a rumble come up. She’d started out bashful about touching herself in front of me. Not since I married her and especially not since I knocked her up, though. I glanced at the time on the phone. Her left hand went to her tit and she squeezed it. The diamonds in her wedding rings sparkled.

Fuck it. If anyone could get me there on time it’d be Nino.  I tossed the phone onto the nightstand.

“Knees. Now,” I demanded as I undid my belt and then my suit pants. She smirked triumphantly as she turned over and rose, presenting me with her cute little ass. I grabbed her thigh in one hand, and her throat in the other, and then got her earlobe in my mouth as I slammed inside, to the root, feeling no resistance whatsoever.  She was like hot silk.

Fuck.

She groaned and tightened her pussy around me.

I let go of her thigh and started working her clit, driving in fast and hard.

She whimpered and started circling her hips, rearing back against me.

“Fuck, you feel good, baby,” I told her. “Who do you belong to?”

“You, Tommy. You. Ah!”

“Yeah, you naughty girl. And since I’m late, if you don’t hurry up and come, I’m doin’ it without you. I need to go. Come quick for me, baby girl.” I gave her a playful little slap.

“It’s okay, if you don’t, I’ll finish myself off after you g-go,” she panted. 

I just about came right then.

“I don’t fuckin’ think so. I get you off. Every time. Don’t I?”

“Yeah,” she said, “Every time.”

“So, come for me, babe; fuckin’ hurry. And when I get home, I’m watching you make yourself come five times in a row.”  I gave her pussy a little slap and then tweaked her clit harder.

“Ah!” She was starting to circle faster.

My phone made a sound and that briefly brought my mind back to the trip and the surrounding bullshit and before I started to lose my hard-on, I looked down at her sweet ass, at her back, bowed in front of me, and let go of her throat so I could grab her tit. Sensation built, starting at my spine. 

She made a weird sound.

I slowed. 

Her body heaved forward a little and then she gagged.

“Tia?”

“Unf.” She scrambled away from me and ran for the bathroom, her hand over her mouth.

And then I heard her puking.

I was on my knees on the bed, my dick hanging out and my wife was naked, hurling into the toilet, the door wide open. I could see her small feet with pink toenails and her bare ass from where I was.

I shook my head, got to my feet, and put the beast away. With the sound of her puking, the beast didn’t really mind. 

I wandered into the walk-in closet and zipped up my suitcase and carried it out to put it by the door. I heard her flush the toilet, so I went into the bathroom and she was sprawled and half laying on the toilet seat. She looked grey. 

“You done puking?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think so.”

I got to the sink and wet a washcloth and crouched down and wiped her forehead and cheeks and then she took it from me and put it over her mouth. She gave me big apologetic eyes.

I scooped her up into my arms and carried her back to the bed.

“I’ll go get you some water. Crackers?”

She nodded.

I kissed her forehead and went down and got a glass of ice water and a sleeve of crackers and brought them up. Her eyes were closed.

“Tia?”

Her eyes opened.

“Here, baby. You want me to take a later flight?” 

She sat up and I fed her some water. I fetched one of my plaid shirts from the closet and helped her into it as she replied. 

“No. I’ll just sleep a bit. It was like this yesterday. The crackers helped. I’ll be okay.”

I let out a huff, not feeling great about the idea of leaving her.

“It’s okay, baby,” she waved it off, her too-long sleeve flopping. “I read that morning sickness is a sign of high hormone levels. This is probably a good thing, means things are going like they’re supposed to. Even if it feels like a shit thing. I’m sorry.”

“Naw, don’t be sorry.” I hit Sarah Martinez’s contact details. “Just grow our baby strong. I’ll survive.”
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He was on the phone. 

“Sarah, I’m headin’ out. Tia’s got morning sickness. Can you check on her in an hour? She’s in bed.” 

My stomach roiled again, and I felt that acid rising and bubbling in the back of my throat. I scrambled out of bed and ran for the bathroom again. I needed to pee, too, but I needed to puke more.

He called in, “You need me?”

“No. Go, honey. I’ll – unf,” I gagged, “I’ll be okay.”

I felt his presence behind me. He pulled my hair back and kissed my temple.

“Love you.”

“Love you. Call me later.” And then I rested my cheek on my hand and dry heaved again. 

He was still standing there.

“Go, honey. It’s okay.”

He didn’t want to leave me like this. He probably didn’t want to leave me at all. He was still very protective. But he was trying. 

I had company lined up for while he’d be away. Tonight, I was having my foster sisters over. Tomorrow night, I was staying over with the girls a few doors down at Lisa’s and Tessa’s.  He’d either be back the day after that or Sarah would come stay over until he got home. He didn’t want me alone all night. Beyond the company I’d had planned, he also had people patrolling the property.  

“I’ll get Sarah here now.”

“It’s okay, Tommy.”

“Sarah, can you come over? She’s puking a lot and I don’t wanna leave her alone.” He’d ignored me and called her anyway.

“Go catch your ... (gag) ...flight,” I insisted, but he gave me a look.

***
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When the puking stopped, I’d managed to go pee and brush my teeth.  As I was coming out, he met me at the door and lifted me up again and got me back to bed where he held me and stroked my back and my hair. He left only after Sarah arrived and that meant he’d missed his flight, but he waved it off as no big deal, saying there was another one shortly. 

She made me some warm citrusy drink with ginger in it, forced me to take a few sips, and was gonna hang out downstairs until I felt better.

“Want me to make up some meals for your freezer, Chiquita?”

“No, please. I can’t stand the thought of the smell of food cooking.”

There was also the fact that my freezer was full already, having no less than six lasagnas and an assortment of other meals that she’d sent over.  It was her mission in life to keep everyone in the family away from sugar but with freezers filled with food.

I was still early in my pregnancy, but I guess my comment the other day about feeling great, other than sore boobs and feeling sleepy, had been a jinx against myself. I’d been fine until yesterday. 

Yesterday I threw up for two hours off and on.  And he knew it. I’d been reading to him from my favorite pregnancy website and told him all about the morning sickness cures and how I’d stocked up on crackers and that was how he knew to bring me some. Today was feeling even worse than yesterday.

Tommy would be gone to Vegas for a few days and then we were talking about going to Costa Rica to spend a few days, pack up the rest of our things, and close up the house there.  

We’d planned to do it right after Dare’s wedding, but Tommy had some work stuff come up, so it’d been put off. Tommy decided to buy it for us to keep as a vacation house. 

I’d asked about whether or not that was a good idea or a waste of money and maybe we should at least rent it out while we weren’t using it and he’d laughed at me and told me money was not a worry and no way would he want anyone else staying in our house, sleeping in our bed.

Money had always but always been a worry to me, and I wasn’t accustomed to it being available in abundance. I doubted I’d ever take it for granted.

I’ve been looking forward to having a sleepover with Beth, Mia, and Ruby. They didn’t know that I was pregnant; I was going to tell them that night.  I’d had all these plans for awesome snacks and girlie/baby movies (Look Who’s Talking, Baby Geniuses, Knocked Up, etc.) and I hoped I felt well enough to get out of this bed. Morning sickness sucked.
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The first weeks of married life weren’t exactly bliss. Being married to Dare was bliss, waking up in his arms, how he made love to me and was so caring and nurturing... definitely amazing. 

But, my thoughts were all over the place where my sister was concerned. The day after our wedding, my first official day as Mrs. Dario Ferrano, wasn’t easy. My new husband told me, in our honeymoon suite, that my little sister Holly was missing.  

I couldn’t stop thinking about the news that my sister was gone.  Had I broken for nothing if it never even saved her? No, not nothing. If I hadn’t broken, I wouldn’t have lived to become Dare’s. 

Dare said, at first, that they had a lead on where she might be. But then he started backtracking with me and said he wasn’t 100% sure if Kruna had let Holly go and she’d run away or if they’d kept her or sold her. He tried to talk calmly, asking me to not jump to conclusions. He was still working on figuring out what happened.

I tried not to tell myself that his backpedaling was that he was sparing my feelings until we knew for sure, but then I decided that he knew best. I was trusting him to handle things. I had no choice; I didn’t have the strength to process this in the natural way.

He promised to find out what happened to her.  When he said he thought his private eye might know where she was, he asked me if I wanted to be kept abreast of things as discoveries were made.

“Would it be terrible if I just left that up to you?” I had asked him.

He looked thoughtful for a minute. When he kept watching me, mulling it over, so I explained.

“All this time I wanted to believe that what I’d done, going along with them and not fighting, was keeping her safe. Now to find out that she’s missing? That she’s been missing all this time? I don’t know if I can process that. If I try...” 

My whole body started to shake.

He took me into his arms. “I’ve got you,” he said and cupped my face. And he admitted he didn’t know for sure whether his lead was solid.  I had a feeling he was backpedaling to settle me down, but maybe I needed to live in that state of denial, or maybe a state of hope. 

Before Dare, I’d had no hope. He gave it to me when he rescued me from Kruna. 

Hope. Yeah, I’d hope. He taught me it was okay to hope. Even just a little.

“Maybe they don’t have her, Dare. Maybe she ran away. Maybe she ran away to Uncle Charlie and Aunt Betsy’s and is living on my farm.”

“Maybe,” he said but he said it guardedly. “But baby, even if you hadn’t cooperated, nothing would be different. Except maybe they wouldn’t have let you live. Whatever has happened, you did the only thing you could do.”

I nodded but deflated. “I don’t know if she’s been raped and murdered, is living as a sex slave, or if she’s living with my horses, trying to find out what happened to me and living thinking I’m dead. I don’t know if I can handle this. Dare. Master, I...” I started to feel the panic rise. “But if she did escape, she would’ve looked for me and your private eye would’ve found that out by now, right?”

“Stop.” His hand gripped the back of my neck tighter, not painfully but with surety; it was reassuring. 

I let out a breath and felt my body calm. It was becoming an unwritten rule for us that when I called him Master, he knew that’s who I needed him to be. I’d been doing it less and less often and usually only in the middle of the night when I had a nightmare. 

But now? With the knowledge that my sister, who would now be seventeen years old if she was alive, had been missing for two years? That she might not have been seen after I’d seen footage of her bound and gagged in a cargo plane, naked penises surrounding her? 

She was turning 18 the day after Christmas, and I prayed to God that she would see that birthday somewhere on this planet and that she would see it free. Safe. Whole. Not raped. Not ruined. Not like me.

I hoped with all my heart and soul that she was with Charlie and Betsy. In her final year of high school. A cheerleader. Dating some sweet jock who looked at her like she made the sun rise every day. Because even in my darkest days back in Alaska and the even darker days in Kruna, Holly was such light, such purity, that I held onto the fact that the sun would want to rise, even if it was just for her.

“I’ve got this, okay? I’ll find out what’s happened and when I know, I’ll tell you.”

“Maybe that’s better,” I agreed.

“If you decide you want to know where things are at, at any time, you just ask me, my baby, and I’ll tell you. You are in control. If that means you give that control to me, I’ll hang onto it because you want me to. If that means you want it back, you tell me. Okay?”

I nodded. 

“Maybe she went to Uncle Charlie’s. She knew of the place. I talked about it all the time. They’d take her in and treat her like family. I left her a bit of emergency money and had a copy made of one of my credit cards for her when I left.  It was a MasterCard. Can you check that out? Can you get them to pull my bills? Maybe we can find out if she used the card. But don’t tell me anything Dare, until we know. I can’t. I can’t...”

“Shh, I’ll take care of all of it. I’ll take care of you, too.” He pulled me closer.

I felt so torn. Part of me wanted to slip into my new life as his wife and pretend nothing else existed. The horror was trying to sink in and part of me was so afraid that all had been for nothing, that Holly had been suffering as long as I had. 

I felt like I was on the verge of breaking and I didn’t want to break, I wanted to be strong, for him, for me, for Holly, so I decided to let my husband lead. I decided to trust him with this, knowing with every ounce of me that he would handle things well and handle me with care. 

It wouldn’t help me to torment myself right now. I’d been so fragile since we’d met. I couldn’t take this on. I had to trust him to find out what happened to my sister and I’d try really, really hard to not lose it in the meantime. When the truth was revealed, we’d go from there. I couldn’t blatantly hope, because my brain would run through the details over and over and let logic tell me that the chances were far too slim. 

I also refused to simply think all was lost because I knew; I was living proof, that sometimes hope came when you thought it was impossible. 

I would try to focus on what was in front of me and leave the rest of it to Dare. If I still was lucky enough to be his and didn’t have what I had in him, I’d never know about my sister anyway, because we’d never have delved into my other life, life before Thailand. I had to remember this and just put one foot in front of the other.

We had a honeymoon to go on. He told me he was going to find out about my sister for me and that in the meantime he wanted to make me happy.  I was so lucky to have him. I’d never forget all he’d done for me. I wanted to make him happy, give him babies, make him laugh, be everything he needed.

“I know you won’t be able to put her totally out of your mind. I want you to just be what you need to be. Okay? Do you want to go on this trip? Or would you rather stay here while I figure this out?”

“I want to go on our honeymoon. I want to live while we figure this out. Is it selfish of me?”

I was weak and selfish and stupidly naïve. I had to be. I couldn’t do anything else right now; common sense would destroy me, completely obliterate me.

“What would she want for you? What did you want for her while you were there?” 

I took a deep breath. He was right. She’d want me to live. She’d want me to enjoy my new life, my new husband, after all I’d been through. I couldn’t forget her, but I’d try to live like she wanted me to live.

“I have people working on this. We’ll find out what happened, okay? And if she’s somewhere where we need to rescue her, that’s what we’ll do. If she’s safe and sound, we’ll find a way to safely connect. Keep our cover until that fuckin’ place is nothin’ but a distant memory for us.”

I prayed that rescue wasn’t what would need to happen, but I had to compartmentalize Holly right now until we knew more. If not, I’d wind up in the loony bin. And the loony bin, which might not be a bad idea for me, wasn’t an option because Kruna still existed and if they found out, the entire Ferrano family would be in danger. I was now lucky enough to be part of that family. I would never, ever want to put any of them in danger.

He wanted to take me to Italy and Iceland for our honeymoon. Dare wanted me to meet his mother and he wanted me to meet his Icelandic family, too.

I knew that despite my need to tuck her away somewhere safe in the back of my mind, Holly would creep into my thoughts until we found out what’d happened. It would take major effort to stop myself from obsessing. 

I said a silent prayer that Mr. Frost and the others at Kruna had kept their promise to me and let her go and that she’d somehow made it to Charlie and Betsy. 

I tried to ignore the nagging voice that told me that they were liars, that they were sick and sadistic human traffickers who would sell a gorgeous platinum blonde-haired blue-eyed teenaged beauty’s virginity with nobody left but an addict of a mother to worry about her to the highest bidder.

I talked to Lisa before we left for our honeymoon and she told me I was doing the right thing. I needed to live right here and right now.  She told me to trust my husband when he said he’d find out about Holly.

“These guys, they have connections,” Lisa said. “Tom spent years building a network of people he could go to for any type of problem. Dario will find out what happened to her. It might not be good news, you have to be braced for that, but you’ll get answers.”

She was doing well, on the road to healing. She impressed me. I decided to be motivated by how together she seemed. She told me that the retreat she’d gone on had helped. She’d had counseling. She’d talked about what’d happened to her. She knew it was dangerous but felt she had no choice but to do it. So that she could move forward.

“I owe it to the people behind. You know? The ones still there, still trying to make it through every day.”

“The ones working on their A to B plan.”

Lisa inquired, “A to B?”

I explained my initial plan and told her that she’d inspired it.

And then I told her my story, how I’d found myself at Kruna. It wasn’t easy to tell that story. I felt like any moment they could burst in and take us back. But she was incredibly supportive.

“I saw him,” she said after I was finished telling my tale.

“Saw who?”

“Jason Frost.”

“At Kruna?” I asked.

“Of course at Kruna, he’d practically lived there before I left for the U.S. I’ve had the pleasure, if you get my drift. I mean at the retreat. I saw him in passing in a hallway when I was first being deposed. I guess they had him at the same facility. He’s might still be in protective custody there.”

I shuddered at the memory of Jason, at how messed up things were at the horse barn when we’d talked before guys from Interpol swooped in and took him. When Dare found out about the task force and Zack’s ulterior motives.

Thank God Jason hadn’t been able to purchase me after Donavan Frost died. 

[image: dare]

Stan Smith got ahold of me a couple days after our wedding to tell me that the Kruna partner summit had been rescheduled and it was happening in a few weeks, leaving us a little time to take the extended honeymoon I wanted to take. I would’ve said no; I would’ve sent Stan. I fuckin’ wanted to say no. But, the bullshit with Zack and that task force wouldn’t make that easy. 

Zack said they needed me to go gather more information for them. They wanted me to take my wife. I’d promised her they’d never hurt her again and the very concept of setting foot on that property would hurt her.  It made me fuckin’ sick, the thought of making her lie her head there. 

It also made me wanna go with all the fire power I could gather, even if it took every last dime I had, so I could get in there and just take the fuckers down.

She needed time to heal from all she’d been through. She should be able to do that, knowing that as my wife that shit would never touch her again. 

She should be able to focus on trying to get pregnant. That was all she seemed to want right now, as evidenced by her wedding gift to me (removing her IUD), and what I wanted most was to honeymoon with her, take her on a vacation, give her reasons to smile, not to mention continuing to work hard on the baby-making. 

But, she also had to face the fact that her sister was missing, and I knew she’d torment herself with that knowledge unless I took the lead and was strong for her. So, that’s what I would do.

She tried to paint on a smile for me. I decided I’d give us a short honeymoon to help her have something else to focus on, and then when we got back, we’d talk about Kruna. See where things were at with Holly, unless it was good news, because Angel needed blissful ignorance where Holly was concerned right now. 

Zack told Tommy and I, on a conference call, that leads were now pointing more and more towards Alessandro Romero, but he wasn’t 100% sure yet, where she’d been sent after that.  This was her last suspected location.

This did not sit well. Based on Zack’s initial intel, Tommy had first called his cartel contact, the one who helped Tommy take down Juan Carlos Castillo, because it looked like he’d gotten Holly and that she’d gone to a brothel that was partly owned by a sick fuck named Delgado, one of the Kruna partners.

When we got that initial intel from Zack, it was promising because if she was still alive, there was a good chance they would help us get her back. The cartel leader and his top men had a relationship with my brother, and if Holly was alive, they’d help us move mountains to broker a deal so that whoever had her would sell her back to us. And they’d do it behind a mask to stop Delgado from finding out. Or, if we were at risk of being made by Delgado, we’d find a way to take him out.

But, we found out that a deal had been made with Alessandro Romero for some girls, the timing matching up, and it was looking like Holly Mooney might have been a part of that deal. Young blonde virgin acquired through contacts of Delgado gets bounced a couple times until people lose track of her?

The young underage blonde who was said to be coming from the north (she was marked as having come from Northern Canada) had been added to a shipment of girls and we traced every girl but the blonde underage one. She vanished.

The odds of someone like that winding up with Angel’s sister? Unfortunately, the seedy underworlds our father operated in were incestuous that way and there were multiple criminal organizations linked with the partners of Kruna. 

Her ending up with a guy who had plenty of reasons to hate us? Not good news for us. 

If he had gotten ahold of her, she might now be anywhere. Or nowhere.  And even if she was still alive, if he found out her sister was married to the guy who blew up his brother Jesse by booby trapping my safe house and leading him there? It might not go well for Holly. Or me. 

The fact that Romero was doing business with the cartel who had taken over his uncle’s territory during a time when the rivalry had been very much alive was valuable information and it might work to our advantage. 

That brewing hatred was one of the reasons that other cartel helped my brother take out Juan Carlos Castillo. Things were very political in Mexico and we were still fact-finding. I was glad Angel wasn’t demanding to be kept up to date on every detail. This would be a roller coaster for her emotions and the information was trickling slower than molasses uphill.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Las Vegas

“Leo’s been flying’ low, man, mostly under the radar. I don’t trust it,” Johnny told me, lighting a cigar. 

“He’s not flyin’ low,” I corrected. “Not even a little bit.”

We were in a quiet corner, in a VIP booth at Goldberg’s titty bar, after getting back from checking progress on the new space. Fete was ready.  It was looking good, too.

The new club would consist of a larger theater, experience and VIP rooms, theme rooms for observation or for play, and a swanky cocktail lounge for people in the kink community to meet. 

Some of those VIP rooms were going to be experience rooms where women or men could pay to be dominated by a professional Dom or Domme or to dominate professional submissives for hire.  

They could sign up for orgy participation, be placed in a cage blindfolded to be used by others, they could be strapped onto a Sybian, either alone or in a display room, be on either end of a glory hole, the list went on. People could order their fantasy and pay through the nose for the experience. It was like Fantasy Island, the kinky version.  And Ben Goldberg was Mr. Roark. 

The place was fucking filthy. But swanky as fuck and it was going to make us a lot of dosh. There was a public club as well as a VIP area for vetted and approved members, only.

I didn’t need the money. But it was a nice incentive. And I liked to finish what I started. Plus, John Lewis was probably my closest buddy and needed Ferrano help.

“I got six kids to put through college, Tommy, man. And the economy has been fuckin’ killin’ me.”

It helped that staying involved would mean I could also block and maybe even crush Leo Denarda under my heel like the cockroach deserved. He’d been an annoyance up until now. 

Now? He was proving to be a serious pain in my ass. I looked forward to watching him fuck himself over by being an idiot. It wouldn’t take long for him to piss off the wrong person and get a price put on his head.

And as for Fete itself? I woulda ate this shit up back when I was single. Fuck, I’d have considered moving in, building condos next door. 

The book world had brought kink into the forefront and out of the woodwork and underground dungeon clubs so more people could now get what they wanted (within limits, usually) or what they thought they might want. 

But, it also meant that the crazies came. Some people in that lifestyle or curious about it were happy about the ability to widen their net. Others were pissed at the mockery that was being made of their lifestyle.

I’d dabbled in the scene but had never considered myself ‘in the lifestyle’. 

I’d never known what it took to be a nurturing Dominant. Before Athena, I liked to fuck the submissives and got a rush out of fucking the sub-curious females who had no fucking idea what it was like to fuck a man with a hefty appetite for rough and dominating sex. The shit I’d pulled with some of those girls? I should’ve been kicked out of the club I had membership in back home; they just gave me a wide berth because of who I am and how I’d handle perceived disrespect. 

I now knew that the girls I’d hooked up with there should be poster children for what to watch out for and how not to dabble in the world of dark kink. 

Since Tia, I was trying to learn a little more about the life, to learn how to be what her submissive side needed while not giving complete control to my hunger. I’d read a couple books on the subject and figured if I could figure out how to manage my urges, maybe I’d keep a lock on them most of the time. 

And beyond helping us keep our sex life safely spicy, it could help me with my demons.  I wasn’t looking to define my sexual tastes or put labels on my relationship with my girl, but I was trying to get my head out of my own ass so that I could be the man she needed. 

I was trying to show maturity as a husband, as the man she’d voluntarily given herself to. I had to protect her, from me if needed. 

Of course the idea of seeing that fear before submission still got me hard, but since she got pregnant, I was happy to feed her hungry appetite for fucking but yet we hadn’t played any games. 

She’d tried to bait me a couple times lately, like she’d done right after we got married, but I didn’t let myself play since getting the news that she was carrying my baby. And it pissed her off a little, but I’d snap her out of it by kissing her belly and reminding her that she didn’t want my hunger going over the edge like it’d done in Costa Rica. And that’d get her sweet and dewy-eyed. 

Costa Rica had frightened us both to the degree that I was now planning to use my association with Fete to learn how to be what Tia needed without putting her at any risk. 

I’d broached the subject with Johnny, who was in the life / the scene 24/7 with his wife Kate. I phoned him from Costa Rica after a particularly rough time and at first, he was cocky, telling me he was glad I was gonna stop being a punk about it. I hung up on him. 

Of course, I didn’t like hearing that, but I had to get over my shit. So, I hit my heavy bag for forty minutes and then called him back. 

We’ve had a few good conversations and he’d recommended some reading material. He later told me he’d give me some advice for play during pregnancy, too. 

He and his wife, having had six kids, meant he’d had plenty of experience playing with her safely but effectively while pregnant. 

Today, we weren’t gonna talk about that private shit, though. And John was a good guy who wouldn’t ever bring it up unless I did first.

I answered his questioning chin jerk about Denarda.

“He had some shitheads rough up a bookie buddy of ours. Guy’s broken away, good terms, but it’s recent and Denarda didn’t know that.”

Killian was a good guy and he and Dare were tight. We were not happy when this happened. It happened after Dare’s wedding. Kill and his new girlfriend had gotten swarmed on his way home from the reception.

“Shit.” Johnny shook his head.

“Yeah, bunch of expensive supplies vanished from a construction site of ours in Portland yesterday, including a large quantity of some very fucking pricy copper wire. Someone saw three white cargo vans leave early. No one local would pull that shit at that level, knowing it was our site.  Security guards on the job site got roughed up and held at gunpoint.”

“Shit,” Johnny said.

“Yeah. Our logo was all over the place. We suspect he orchestrated it because not only was he in the vicinity, not tryin’ to hide it, but my top security guy just notified me that someone matching his description fucked our family restaurant, Venetia, for a $1930 tab the night before, shit load of expensive wine and top shelf booze and a pile of the most expensive food on the menu. Guy matching Denarda’s description walked out.”

“Call the cops?”  

“Yeah, restaurant manager did. Found out he bought a first-class ticket the day before yesterday to my city, returning to Vegas this morning. He was on the flight I missed, so if my wife wasn’t pukin’ her guts out when I was supposed to leave, we’d have been on that plane together. That was no coincidence. That sleazy little fucker wanted me to set eyes on his ugly mug and be stuck lookin’ at it for two hours.”

Johnny added, “Leo was shunned at the door of a big game I was at last week and didn’t react. Or didn’t seem to react.” 

John topped up both our glasses with Scotch. He told the server to leave the bottle.  She’d tried to give me ‘fuck me’ eyes, but I ignored her. It wasn’t hard. Women coming onto me wasn’t new but as always, I’d never been led around by my dick. The only woman who had the capability to do that was my wife and it wasn’t her style – probably part of why she had that ability.

John, however, had stared at that server’s ass and legs in tiny black booty shorts as she strutted away.

“We’ll talk more later,” I said, “not in front of Goldberg.” I jerked my chin toward Ben Goldberg, who was approaching our table.

Goldberg strolled up to us and sat with a sigh.

“Her seams are crooked, Benny-boy,” Johnny said, the cigar in between his teeth, gesturing to our server, who was still strutting away.

Ben looked over his shoulder and shook his head. “Standards.” 

He pulled his phone out of the inside breast pocket of his suit, dialed, and then barked, “Get Lily straightened up. Her seams are a mess.” He hung up.

“Fete needs to be pristine,” Johnny said.

“Agreed.” Ben reached for the bottle, filled a glass and leaned in. “I got a scene for that. Master flogs his sub for crooked seams. After she takes her punishment, the scene ends with a flash forward to her the following day, purposely pushing those seams askew when he’s ready to inspect.”

“Niiiiice...” Johnny drawled and then looked at me. “This guy. Some got an app for that. Benny’s got a scene for that.”

Ben Goldberg was a perverted fucker, for sure. He looked as straight-laced missionary-style as they came. But he wasn’t. Not by a longshot.

“Leo Denarda called me this morning. Demanded a meeting tonight,” Ben switched gears, looking to me. “Recommended you attend.”

“Recommended?”

“He did. His words. Tell Tommy Ferrano that I recommend he show up.” Ben sipped







[image: image]



























[image: image]


















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- \'s

\
\gE DOMINATOR SERIES-BOOK 3,8y
a dark mafia romanc t

/

'\ DD PRINCE
Y N ) e





d2d_images/image020.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image022.png
Hlggorder Rorrr





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image016.png





d2d_images/image017.png
ad





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/image009.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.png





