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Dahlia 


In thirty-five minutes, I’ll be married to a man I’m scared of. I have no choice. I’ve said “I love you” a thousand times. I’ve promised him that I’ll be the one to bear his children. Despite the hell he’s put me through, I made a promise to stand by his side and I can’t break that promise. Not even now. Not ever. 


Even if I wanted to leave, he’d kill me if I tried. I’ve seen that look in his eye, the one that comes when he’s had too much to drink or when he’s dipped into the stash he’s supposed to be selling. He could kill me in a heartbeat. He still might someday. I don’t know what’s in store for me, but I know that Franco could kill me, whenever he chose.


His twin sister, Ana walked into my dressing room, interrupting my few moments of silence before the ceremony.


“Take this,” she said, handing me a small pale yellow pill and a glass of water.


“What is it?”


“Drink,” she said, “We don’t want you freaking out.”


“I’m not freaking out. Where’s Franco?”


Her large blue eyes widened. She patted me on the shoulder.


“Don’t worry about Franco. He’s coming.”


She didn't sound convinced. 


“I told him it was a bad idea to work today.”


She took the water from me and set it on the table, folding her arms.


“Don’t worry about Franco, he’ll be here.”


“Where is he then?” I snapped.


Ana’s face grew stern. She pursed her scarlet-stained lips and she muttered, “Careful, Dahlia.”


I nodded. 


“Sorry.”


“Once it’s over, you’ll be his wife,” she said, “It’ll be different.”


“How? We’ve been together for five years and it’s only gotten worse.”


“Nobody says no to my brother,” she replied, pursing her lips and then walking out of the room to avoid the guilt.


Ana sent the hairstylist back to work on my hair. She braided my thick, waist length hair into a fishtail braid that she positioned over my shoulder before she started weaving baby’s breath into the length of it. My natural hair clung to the thin branches of the flowers and the sweet floral scent filled the room.


We didn’t speak as she worked. I could sense a temerity in her from the moment we’d met. Women involved with the Italian biker gangs in this area usually carried that aura of intense fear. 


I was one of the few women around here who hadn’t fallen into this against my will. I’d chosen Franco, the good, the bad and the ugly. 


In 20 minutes, I would be married to him.


Ana burst into the room and started pacing back and forth.


“Dahlia, you need to call him. He’s not picking up, but Rico is already back.”


“Rico’s back?” I parroted.


This was not good. Franco rode out with the best man, Rico, at the crack of dawn and there was no good reason they’d return separately.


Ana nodded. She handed me my cell phone.


“I’m going to get a drink. This is bullshit.”


Now that Ana was finally worried, my concerned intensified. Franco was a mess, but I didn't think he'd be this messy, not after spending so much money and not after inviting all of his family from Italy.


He wouldn’t miss this day. He’d complained to me endlessly for months about the cost of the entire thing. There’s no way he would miss your wedding, I told myself. 


I had to keep telling myself that.


Rico entered shortly after Ana, combing his hands through his hair.


“Hey Dahlia, Buon Giorno.” 


He leaned in and kissed me on my right cheek and then my left. He betrayed no emotion behind his gaze. He ogled me as if I were a science experiment gone wrong and he was figuring out how to put me back together.


“What’s going on, Rico? Where’s Franco.”


Rico cleared his throat, “I dunno.” 


“You’re going to have to do better than that. You’re the best man and you were just with him,” I hissed.


Franco was never late. Rico was a bad liar too and his cheeks flushed a deep burgundy color as he spoke to me. 


“Don’t worry,” Rico replied, “Everything will be fine.”


“Don’t give me that, Rico,” I huffed, “Tell me where he is.”


Seeing that he wasn't going to respond, I glowered and picked up my phone. Franco had made me promise not to call and interrupt his job, but screw it. I'd deal with the consequences later.


I called Franco as I glared at Rico, urging him to stay still with a killer death stare. Franco didn’t pick up. I called again. No answer.


“Rico…Talk…” I said through grit teeth.


“Franco loves you, Dahlia," he said weakly. 


I rolled my eyes, “Yeah. Whatever.”


When Rico didn’t leave the room after five minutes of uncomfortable silence, my heart raced in my chest. I thought he could hear my heart beat because he looked over at me with a confused look in his eye.


“What?”


“You’re staring,” he said.


“I’m supposed to get married in ten minutes and Franco isn’t here. I'm freaking out.”


If Ana's pills were supposed to stop me from freaking out, they weren't working. Sweat beaded at my browbone and my hair weighed heavily on my back, straining  my spine. 


Rico approached me and took his hand in mine.


“Dahlia, you are a beautiful woman. No man in his right mind would leave you on your wedding day.”


He let go of my hand and I pursed my lips, thankful that he’d tried to calm me down. Ana burst back into the room and dismissed Rico. I got the distinct sense they were guarding me, watching my every movement as if I was a flight risk. 


I was here, wasn’t I? 


I sat cinched up in an itchy wedding dress that forced me to clench in my stomach so tight that I could barely breathe. I'd been shuddering all day. I wore white heels so tall I could barely walk in them and enough makeup on my face to recycle into a floor to ceiling masterpiece. 


“Ana, is he here yet?”


“Not yet,” she said.


“Shit,” I hissed under my breath.


“Calm down, Dahlia.”


“Don’t tell me to calm down! My family is here Ana. People expect a wedding today. What if he doesn’t come?"


“He’ll come.”


I fumed that she couldn't be more forthcoming.


“Then where is he? Rico isn’t talking which makes me think something’s going on. Do you know? Are you not telling me something?”


“Dahlia, calm down.”


“Screw off!”


She stared at me flabbergasted after my outburst. 


“Those pills were supposed to calm you down,” she huffed before walking off again. 


Rico reentered the room after she left.


“Don’t worry. He’s on his way.”


“From where? Where is he, Rico!” I asked again.


My face was flushed and burning. I could feel the makeup slipping as beads of sweat dripped down my face, threatening my makeup's integrity.


“Handkerchief?” Rico offered.


I nodded and seated myself again, tilting my head back and allowing him to towel me off. The doors to the venue swung open. They were large oak doors that creaked and heaved as they were thrust open.


I breathed a sigh of relief.


“Is that him?”


“Most likely.”


“Can you go check?” 


Rico nodded and left me in the dressing room alone with his handkerchief. I closed my eyes. I heard footsteps and then voices. The voices were in Italian, which I didn’t speak. I didn’t recognize the voices either. Franco still wasn’t here.


The moment I was supposed to be walking down the aisle, I pushed open the door to the dressing room, peering out into the hallway. There was nobody. I could hear voices in Italian growing louder and more rapid. I pushed the door shut and took my seat again. More boots.


Then the door to my dressing room swung open.


“I found her,” a man said, growling in a deep, terrifying voice.


I stood up.


“Who are you? What the hell are you doing here?”


“Dahlia Cole,” he replied, his lips curling into a cruel smile.


“RICO!” I screamed.


My heart raced faster in my chest. I stood before this towering giant defenseless, imprisoned by my high heels and my wedding dress.


“Rico isn’t coming to save your ass,” the man growled.


“Stay away from me! My fiancé is Franco Beronicensi!” 


“Franco? The bastard who set you all up today. That’s rich.”


He lunged forward, so I grabbed my phone and threw it at him.


“Back off!”


He laughed.


I took my heels off and threw those too. They only bounced off his chest and landed on the floor. They were pitiful weapons against someone of that size.


“Quit it,” he grunted, “That won’t make this any easier.”


“Stay away from me.”


“You’re in no position to make requests.”


“STAY AWAY FROM ME!” I screamed.


By then, he’d reached me and he picked me up off the ground effortlessly, swinging me over his shoulders.


“Put me down,” I yelled.


“Shut up,” he grumbled, “I don’t want to have to hurt you.” 


He lumbered out of the room, ducking just enough so that my head only grazed the arch. He stalked down the hallway as I continued to scream and pound my fists against him. He turned into the room where we were to be wed.


“Kill them,” he ordered.


“NO! PLEASE! NO!”

 

I blubbered and wailed as he held me, unmoved by my pounding against his back. I couldn’t wriggle free. I couldn’t move. I screamed as I heard a gunshot. I screamed again when I heard another one. 


There were only two.


“That’s for what happened in Pompeii. When that sick fuck Franco shows up, tell him what I said.”


Then he walked out, whistling for his men to follow him, still carrying me over his shoulder. My voice was hoarse from screaming and I could do nothing but cry and pound my fists weakly against his back, accepting the futility.


When we walked out of the room, I saw the two people he’d shot. Paolo law slumped over in his chair, blood soaking through his white button-down shirt. Then Ana. I cried out again when I saw her blue eyes staring back at me, wide and glassy, and permanently transfixed with a haunting gaze. 


She blinked, just once, and I screamed so loud that I knocked myself unconscious for a few seconds.


When I came to, the man who had slung me over his shoulder strapped me into the backseat of his SUV. All the biker gangs in the region kept a few vehicles like this one for "business". "Business" entailed anything they didn't want a cop to catch wind of. 


Disposing of their kills was high up on that list. I shivered. 


Clear zip ties bound my hands together in front of me. The ties dug into my skin, leaving dark purple bruising already. To my left, sat a tall deeply tanned man with a cut through his eyebrow from a healed scar and thick dreadlocks. Unlike dreadlocks in Afro hair, his were matted and knotted with no particular pattern to them. A golden hoop linked through one that fell across his eye. 


He leaned over and whispered something to me in Italian.


I didn’t respond.


“You don’t speak?” He asked in English.


I shook my head, trembling in fear as he leaned in again.


“That’s okay princess,” he whispered, “My name is Raimondo. You don’t have to be afraid.”


I continued to shake, trying to calm myself down enough to make sense of the situation. They’d killed Ana. I didn’t even know who they were. My body stopped shaking just enough to get out that one question.


“Who are you?”


“We are the Sicilian Brotherhood.” 


“No,” I whispered.


I didn't mean to whisper it out loud but my stomach flipped when I heard who they were. Whatever they wanted from me, I was as good as dead. Franco had screwed with the Sicilians every summer for the past five years in a row.


Revenge had been a long time coming.


Raimondo laughed.


“Scared?” He asked, bursting into laughter again. 


I rested my head against the window. The cars started moving away from our wedding venue. A lump formed in my throat as I realized they were probably going to kill me if not now, once they’d had their way with me. I tried to stop myself from crying so I could think clearly, but my maid of honor had just been killed, I’d been kidnapped and Franco was still nowhere to be seen.


I was in shock from what I'd seen and my brain too foggy to think much.


I didn’t doubt for a second Franco was capable of setting us up. I knew what I’d signed up for by getting involved with a man like him. He’d killed before and I knew

















































































































































































































































