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      I walk into one of our clubs, tugging at the shirt cuffs underneath my suit while taking in the headcount and sizing up the action on the main floor of the lounge. In a matter of minutes, I’ve done the math, adding up cover and drink charges, but anyone who’s anyone knows the real money is in all the bets and side deals made while having drinks at the bar.

      Giovanni has a great head for business. He’s putting up clubs and operationalizing them while my other cousin designs more. At this rate, we’ll have all of the high-powered players who like a little entertainment while making big money deals, frequenting our clubs exclusively in the next year or two. Business couldn’t be better here in Italy, or back in the States at the new casino, even if it is a pain in my ass having to travel back and forth for now.

      The bartender gives me a nod in greeting before I head down the back stairs with a security entourage right on my hip, ready to take any fucker out who gives me or anyone in my family a hard time. One of them almost bumps into me as I pause on a lower step. I turn to say something, but then bite back my remark. It’s not their fault security has been stepped up. They’re just doing their job. I blame my overprotective great-uncle who has tightened it for all of the family whether we like it or not.

      Great-Uncle has gone to elaborate measures to ensure all of his nephews and nieces are protected, but it’s not like I didn’t grow up learning to protect what’s ours and to fight my own battles. I grew up learning from the best exactly how to handle myself in the streets. I sigh. Everything is changing now that he’s getting older. Not that his protocols for family security haven’t always been tight, but with age, he wants his heirs tightly guarded.

      Although I tend to wear a tie most days of my life, I find it stifling tonight. I tug the silk strand looser as we get to the bottom of the steps. As though it will give me relief from the suffocating ever-present entourage. The minute Giovanni was named next in line for the boss if something should happen to Great-Uncle, I knew protocols would be tightened. For good reason, but still annoying as hell to have a shadow everywhere you go except to the bathroom.

      At least once we’re in the lower level security can relax. I glance up at the dancing girls in the cages hanging from the ceiling, spotting my gift for the night. At least in the playroom we won’t have an entourage.

      

      The lower-level club is dim, but the cages hanging from the ceiling with half-dressed ladies cast a gentle seductive glow over the tables scattered across the club, while men and women of power sit, enjoy the view, drink a little vino and discuss shipping drugs, guns, and whatever else they can move for an illegal and tax-free profit, as though they were talking about the weather. The luxury of that freedom comes at a high price and is afforded by the high-tech security devices that we offer in the facilities to ensure their conversations remain confidential and can’t be recorded by anyone infiltrating the club.

      It’s important to make the rounds, mingle, and make sure the high rollers know you and the family’s’ services are available when you need them. They pay a steep membership for that and more. You can never be too careful these days, especially in our profession.

      As I’m talking with the power suits, I make sure they remember the perks too. The safety and discretion at our clubs, and the fact that business is better with us in their corner. Because no one messes with a Larussio or the people we protect.

      At eleven o’clock exactly, a couple of the cages lower to the floor. The ladies step out of their suspended dance stages, ready to take a well-deserved break. My eyes are on a vivacious brunette who wears nothing but a black lacy G-string and has legs that go on for days atop four-inch fuck-me heels. It’s not so much her looks, it’s her. Marla knows my rules and doesn’t attempt to get more than I want to give. She throws me a wink and a come-hither look, and then turns coyly away, heading for the back playrooms, knowing exactly what I’ll want.

      A little release from all the tension of an all-day flight to the States and then dealing with family bullshit and petty rivalries since I landed. Unencumbered sex sounds like a plan.

      I smirk, already knowing about Giovanni’s surprise which was let out by an over- ambitious club manager who likes to stay on my good side. My right-hand man here at the club who makes sure that I know everything going on in the clubs. Even if arranged by my cousin as an apology for keeping me from a session one night to take care of my future sister-in-law not that long ago.

      My sexy little gift heads back to the VIP playrooms and down the hall to my dedicated room but I close the distance between us quickly and lock the door behind us. “Nothing different needed tonight,” I tell her.

      Marla turns to me and bats her long black fake eyelashes but then narrows her eyes. “Someone told you?” she accuses.

      I smirk. “I’ll pretend to be surprised.”

      She gives me a little pout. I know it’s for show, because out of all the dancers at the club, she probably knows me best. Marla knows a session in the playroom with me is going to be satisfying for her, as well as for me, but also is fully aware that when it’s over I’m walking out that door with little more than a goodbye, no matter how good of a surprise she gives.

      She stands in front of me patiently, letting me take in the erect nipples, firm belly, and long, long legs, until I ask her to strip, and then she bends over the spanking bench just the way I like, presenting herself to me. Nothing personal, no strings, just pure sexual need. This is what I want, and she seems to know this instinctually.

      Marla’s hair hangs to one side. She shivers in place as I trace a finger down the length of her spine and then caress the gentle curve of her hips with my palms before sliding a finger between her legs. “Gentle or rough?” I ask my gift, knowing the answer before I’ve asked the question. I can feel the sexual energy and smell the feminine arousal wafting from her center as I unzip my pants.

      “It’s your surprise, you pick,” she half whispers.

      I lean down and wrap my cock before rubbing it against the curve of her ass, and then slide it along her seam to gather the pooling slickness. “Why don’t we make tonight all about you, instead. We both know how turned on you get dancing for all the eyes, watching as men and women alike get turned on as you dance. All that pent up sexual tension and need. I like getting you off.”

      She moans softly in response.

      “I know exactly what you like,” I whisper, thrusting deep, right to the very end while stroking her clit. She moans so pretty and cries out my name as I do it again, and again, relentless in my need to build a mind-blowing orgasm as I send her over the edge. I don’t stop until I feel her begin to clench around me, and only when I’ve made her come twice do I allow myself a well needed release. Same thing every time, just a means to meet a basic need.

      I hand Marla a wipe from the counter before I toss the condom in the trash and use one for myself. “Why thank you kind sir,” she says, giving me a wink as she slides back into her G-string. She looks at the clock on the wall. “You made me late.” She smiles. “Not that I’m complaining, mind you. It’s just that now I have to explain to all the girls where I was for the last half hour. I was supposed to be back in fifteen, but you already know that.”

      I smirk. “Tell them it’s my fault.”

      She laughs. “Sure, then I’m going to get daggers from the rest of them who would like nothing more than to sink their catty little claws into a catch like you. Women are jealous, jealous creatures. They’re always wanting something or someone cold and unobtainable. They think they can change them,” Marla says, bending to adjust the strap on a heel.

      I lean against the doorframe. “You find me cold, unobtainable?”

      She tilts her head as she contemplates what I’ve asked, like maybe it’s a trick question or she’s said something wrong.

      “Answer me. The truth.”

      She swallows and nods. “Yes, to both. Maybe you’ll find the right woman one day and that will all change. You’ll fall in love with someone from your dreams.”

      I open the door to the playroom, and she starts back down the hall to the lounge. “That’s not likely to happen, sweetheart. I don’t do relationships.” Far better to stay unattached than to drag someone into a world like mine. “See you next time.”

      Still, her words reverberate in my mind as I close the door behind me and head back to the lounge, giving her a little privacy before she returns to work. Cold and unobtainable.

      She’s not wrong, but don’t forget notorious, ruthless, and all the other ways people describe me in back alleys as they whisper the Larussio name.
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